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Preface 


]\Iany  say,  "Life  is  a  mystery,  which  no  man  can  unravel." 
Why  so?  Let  man  study  the  laws  of  Nature  with  a  view  to 
spiritual  development,  and  a  higher  knowledge  of  everything 
which  is  endowed  with  life,  and  in  time  the  riddle  is  solved ;  it 
is  no  longer  a  mystery. 

Life  is  now,  always  has  been,  and  forever  will  be  ;  no  power 
can  destroy  it.  Find  the  creative  power  and  then,  perhaps,  you 
have  found  the  power  that  can  destroy,  but  before  you  cry, 
"Eureka,  I  have  found  it,"  ask  yourself,  "Have  I  found  the  source 
of  Nature?"  If  so,  you  are  superior  to  God.  No  man  can  fully 
comprehend  the  laws  of  Nature. 

In  the  year  1827  a  child  was  given  a  physical  body.  In  after 
years,  when  he  had  reached  the  age  of  comprehension,  he  was 
told  by  spirits  the  mission  for  which  he  came  to  earth. 

In  1828  another  child  took  possession  of  an  earthly  body. 
It  was  known  immediately  that  this  child  had  a  mission,  an  im- 
portant mission,  and  he  commenced  the  execution  of  those  duties 
almost  from  birth.  He  was  a  powerful  medium  and  the  Spirit 
world  guided  him  at  will,  and,  as  time  rolled  on,  his  mission  be- 
came known  to  a  few  of  those  most  interested  ;  it  was  carried 
out  to  the  letter ;  never  a  failure. 

Then  came  the  development  of  the  child  born  in  1827.  They 
were  brought  together  anrl  the  grand  work  carried  on  until  the 
spirit  guides  of  the  grand  medium,  one  of  the  most  powerful  ever 
sent  from  the  spirit  w'orld,  to  take  on  a  physical  body,  saw  fit 
to  allow  him  to  return  home.  He  had  done  a  great  work  and 
now  his  companion  of  many  years  is  completing  the  work  he 
was  selected  to  do.  This  work,  in  early  youth,  and  the  plans 
adopted  by  the  spirit  band,  to  bring  them  together,  would  re- 
quire a  volume  to  describe. 
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This  preface  will  give  some  insight  into  the  contents  of  the 
work,  which  will  be  published  in  three  volumes,  making  one  of 
the  grandest  works  devoted  to  the  Spiritual  Philosophy  ever 
given  to  the  public.  It  is  different  from  anything  ever  before 
given  to  the  world.  It  will  be  criticised  scathingly  by  ortho- 
doxy, but  it  will  be  read  by  the  public. 

Several  years  ago  a  powerful  band  of  spirits,  composed  of 
those  who,  when  in  the  physical  body,  were  warm  personal 
friends  of  Justin  Hulburd,  as  Gen.  Winfield  Scott,  Gen.  George 
Warren,  Abraham  Lincoln,  Gen.  George  G.  Aleade,  James  G. 
Blaine,  Hon.  David  Davis,  Charlotte  Cushman,  Laura  Keene, 
Edwin  Forrest,  E.  L.  Davenport,  and  many  others  too  numerous 
to  mention,  determined  that  his  life  should  be  given  to  the  world, 
under  the  title,  "The  Life  of  Little  Justin  Hulburd,  Medium, 
Actor  and  Poet." 

For  a  long  time  Justin  refused  to  consent,  but  the  band  was 
so  persistent  in  their  determination  that  his  services  to  the  gov- 
ernment, as  the  private  spy  of  President  Lincoln,  during  the 
Civil  AA  ar,  and  his  brilliant  career  as  an  actor  upon  the  stage 
for  forty  years,  should  be  given  to  the  public,  that,  after  some 
coercion,  he  gave  way  and  the  work  was  immediately  com- 
menced. 

The  communications,  with  the  exception  of  the  few  articles 
written  for  publication  by  the  compiler,  were  taken  down  by  the 
writer,  as  dictated  by  the  spirits  through  Justin's  mediumship. 

Some  of  the  articles,  written  for  publication  in  the  Spiritual 
papers,  were  accepted,  and  have  been  given  to  the  public.  God 
said,  "Let  there  be  light,"  and  I  deem  it  the  duty  of  everyone  to 
do  their  utmost  to  obey  the  wish  of  that  Supreme  Intelligence, 
by  giving  to  the  world  all  possible  to  enlighten  their  minds, 
that  they  may  comprehend  and  recognize  the  "Light  of  Truth," 
that  grandest  of  all  religions. 

I  am  glad  the  time  has  come  when  "The  Life  of  Little  Justin 
Hulburd,  Medium,  Actor  and  Poet,"  can  be  given  to  the  world. 


Introdu^lion 


On  November  22nd.  1828.  at  5  :30  o'clock  P.M.,  a  child  was 
born  at  Perth,  Scotland,  who  was  destined  to  become  known  and 
admired  throughout  the  civilized  world.  Its  parents  were  Justin 
Hulburd,  a  Jesuit  priest,  and  Alary  Elizabeth  Stuart,  a  grand- 
niece  of  Prince  Charles  Edward  Stuart,  known  in  history  as  the 
Pretender  to  the  British  throne. 

His  paternal  grandmother's  maiden  name  was  Margaret 
Bruce,  a  lineal  descendant  of  the  great  Scottish  king  so  dear  to 
the  hearts  of  many  Scotchmen.  She  became  Margaret  Hulburd 
by  marriage  to  John  Hulburd  and  the  mother  of  Justin  Hulburd, 
the  father  of  this  child. 

The  child,  was  taken  by  ]\Irs.  John  Puller,  a  daughter  of 
Sir  John  Robinson,  a  Highlander  of  great  wealth,  and  a  cousin 
of  the  mother. 

When  ten  months  old  the  child  w-as  taken  by  Sir  John  Rob- 
inson, who  had  him  Christened  Justin  Robinson.  He  remained 
with  Sir  John  until  Air.  Puller  emigrated  to  the  United  States, 
when  Justin  was  five  years  of  age.  Airs.  Puller  then  reclaimed 
the  little  Justin  and  took  him  with  the  family,  locating  in  New 
York  City. 

He  was  a  great  favorite  with  Sir  John  Robinson,  whom  he 
ahvays  called  Grandfather.  Sir  John  always  took  little  Justin 
with  him  on  his  numerous  excursions  over  his  vast  estate  and 
whenever  he  went  on  business  trips  about  the  country.  When 
on  such  excursions  he  adways  rode  a  powerful  stallion,  little 
Justin  riding  before  or  behind,  as  best  suited  him,  until  he  be- 
came old  enough  to  ride  a  small  Shetland  pony  presented  to  him 
by  Sir  John. 

Justin  was  a  born  medium  and  almost  from  infancy  psychic 
manifestations  were  produced  through  his  little  organization. 
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He  was  clairvoyant  and  clairandient.  Spirits  would  mani- 
fest to  him,  children  spirits  would  play  with  him,  lie  all  the 
while  thinking"  them  in  the  body.  He  w'ould  tell  about  those  he 
had  seen  and  was  many  times  punished  by  his  grandmother,  (as 
he  called  Lady  Robinson)  for  lying,  as  she  thought,  because  he 
told  of  his  interviews  wdth  people  who,  by  his  description,  she 
knew  had  been  dead  for  many  generations. 

One  notable  instance  I  will  here  relate.  In  the  garden  of 
Sir  John's  home  were  grown  many  gooseberries,  of  which  Justin 
was  very  fond.  When  about  four  years  old  he  would  go  for  them 
almost  daily,  when  in  season,  and  return  to  the  house  with  quan- 
tities in  an  incredibly  short  time.  One  day  Lady  Robinson  ques- 
tioned him  about  it.  He  said  that  the  old  lady  helped  him,  that 
she  picked  the  best  ones  for  him ;  those  he  could  not  reach. 
Upon  his  describing  the  woman,  she  recognized  the  description 
as  that  of  an  ancestress  who  had  been  dead  for  upwards  of  two 
hundred  years.  Then  Justin,  would  be  whipped  for  lying,  until 
they  received  a  visit  from  a  daughter-in-law  from  England,  who, 
being  mediumistic,  remonstrated  with  Lady  Robinson,  verifying 
Justin's  statement. 

On  one  occasion  Sir  John  was  making  a  trip  to  visit  some 
relatives  in  the  Highlands,  taking  Justin  with  him,  as  usual, 
on  his  powerful  stallion.  When  approaching  his  destination, 
Justin  said,  "Oh  !  There  is  L^ncle  Donald."  Sir  John  asked  him 
where.  Justin  pointed  to  where  he  saw  him  and  described  him. 
Upon  arriving  at  Donald  Stuart's  home  they  found  him  lying 
dead,  having  met  with  an  accident.  Sir  John  cautioned  Justin 
not  to  mention,  when  they  returned  home,  what  he  had  seen  on 
the  road. 

Lady  Robinson  would  often  tell  him  he  was  only  fit  for  the 
Gypsies  or  the  show  people.  Taking  it  for  granted  that  she  was 
right,  he  ran  away  with  a  circus.  Sir  John  followed  it  to  Edin- 
burg  and  took  him  home.  He  also  went  away  with  the  Gypsies, 
who  were  followed  by  Sir  John  and  the  child  recovered. 

On  his  arrival  in  New  York  Mr.  Puller  established  a  business 
as  baker  and  grain  dealer,  purchasing  a  home  on  the  East  River. 
Their  arrival  in  Xew  York  was  an  epoch  in  the  life  of  the  young 
psychic.  His  pleasing  manner  and  winning  ways  made  him  a 
great  favorite  with  many  people. 
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His  mediumistic  powers  soon  became  known  and  man}'  times 
he  wonld  be  called  upon  to  satisfy  the  curious  or  those  seeking 
information  from  spirit  friends.  There  were  many  Quakers  with 
whom  he  was  a  great  favorite.  They  would  frequently  ask  him 
to  go  into  "the  state"  as  they  expressed  it — and  see  what  he 
could  for  them.  (I  may  here  state  that  in  after  years  when  Jus- 
tin resided  in  Philadelphia  the  Quakers  became  his  best  friends 
and  would  frequently  ask  him  to  go  into  "the  state"  and  see  for 
them,  Avhich  he  always  did.)  Many  times  in  his  childhood  days 
some  influence  would  take  him  away  from  home,  causing  his 
foster  parents  much  anxiety.  On  one  occasion,  when  he  was 
about  seven  years  old,  he  was  missing  and  after  three  days' 
search  was  found  by  Mr.  Puller  in  a  police  station.  Some  in- 
fluence had  controlled  him  and  he  began  to  preach  on  Broadway. 
He  was  arrested  for  drawing  a  crow'd  and  obstructing  the  street 
and  was  taken  to  the  station-house  where  he  was  found  as  stated. 

When  eight  years  of  age  he  wandered  from  home  and  went 
to  the  "Five  Points"  where  he  was  eventually  found  by  Air. 
Puller  living  in  a  cellar  w'ith  a  lot  of  negroes,  the  lowest  scum 
of  that  unsavory  locality,  ^^'hen  found  he  was  dressed  in  filthy 
rags,  his  good  clothing  having  been  taken  from  him  and  sold 
for  liquor.  While  there  he  went  to  the  Five  Points  Mission,  es- 
tablished by  Mr.  Pease,  and,  under  spirit  influence,  gave  a  ser- 
mon that  surprised  all  who  heard  it. 

But  there  was  to  be  a  change.  His  foster  parents  believed 
him  possessed  of  a  devil  and  attempted  to  beat  it  out  of  him.  Air. 
Puller  would  beat  him  cruelly  and  Justin  would  endure  the  beat- 
ing stoically,  never  shedding  a  tear,  but  the  time  came  to  put  an 
end  to  such  brutal  treatment.  After  one  of  these  severe  punish- 
ments Justin  looked  at  his  foster  father  and  said.  "If  you  ever 
strike  me  again  I  will  kill  you."  Air.  Puller  looked  at  the  Little 
One.  He  saw  the  Bruce  and  Stuart  fire  flashing  from  his  eyes 
and  he  never  struck  him  again.  Air.  Puller  claimed  that  he  had 
no  religion,  that  death  was  the  end  of  all.  Through  financial 
troubles  Air.  Puller  lost  his  property  and  became  a  poor  man. 
Then  Justin's  grand  nature  became  manifest.  Having  achieved 
success  in  his  chosen  profession,  he  established  a  beautiful  home 
in  Vineland,  Xew  Jersey,  where  he  loved  to  spend  his  vacations. 
There   he  took   Air.   Puller,   gave   him   a   comfortable  home   and 
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supplied  all  his  wants  while  he  remained  in  the  physical  body. 
!Many  spiritualists  residing  in  that  vicinity  would  meet  at  Jus- 
tin's home  and  hold  meetings  every  Sunday  when  Justin  was 
at  home,  and  among  those  present  were  usually  several  mediums. 

On  such  occasions  Air.  Puller  would  retire  to  his  room, 
which  adjoined  the  sitting  room  where  they  usually  met,  and 
take  his  afternoon  rest.  On  one  occasion  he  had  retired  as  usual. 
In  about  an  hour  he  re-entered  the  room  and  said,  "Friends,  I 
am  a  Spiritualist."  The  people  looked  at  one  another  in  amaze- 
ment. They  were  speechless,  and  many  thought  he  had  become 
insane.  He  then  stated  to  them  that  while  reclining  on  his  bed 
he  saw  a  cloud  form  in  the  room  and  gradually  it  increased  in 
size,  floated  to  his  bedside  and  opened,  and  there  stood  his  spirit 
wife.  They  had  a  long  conversation  in  which  she  told  him  that 
he  would  soon  come  to  her  and  £or  him  to  go  to  New  York  and 
visit  the  three  children  residing  there  and  prepare  to  come  to 
spirit  life.  He  did  so,  and  his  spirit  left  the  body  while  on  that 
visit,  aged  83  years. 

Justin's  spirit  guides,  owing  to  the  cruel  treatment  he  was 
receiving  from  his  foster  parents,  decided  to  make  a  change  in 
his  life.  \A'hen  he  was  about  ten  years  of  age  a  lady  connected 
with  the  National  Theatre  in  New  York  called  upon  some  friends 
of  little  Justin  who  happened  to  be  calling  there  at  the  time. 
His  friends  requested  the  Little  One  to  sing  for  the  lady,  which 
he  did.  The  lady  thought  such  a  voice  should  be  heard  by  the 
public.  She  obtained  permission  to  take  him  to  the  manager  of 
the  theatre.  He  sang  for  him  and  the  result  was  his  immediate 
engagement.  Being  very  small  for  his  age  he  was  styled  "La 
Petite  Blanche,"  playing  little  boy  and  girl  characters  and  danc- 
ing the  "Highland  Fling,"  in  which  he  excelled.  He  made  a  hit 
the  first  night. 

In  the  course  of  time  he  left  the  National  Theatre  and  en- 
gaged with  the  old  Bowery  Theatre  where,  as  at  the  National, 
he  played  children's  parts.  In  time  his  popularity  in  that  line 
became  so  great  that  he  was  in  demand  by  other  theatres  and 
was  frequently  rented  out,  notal^ly  to  the  old  Broadway  Theatre 
and  to  Niblo's  Garden. 

When  about  fifteen  years  of  age  Justin  attracted  the  notice 
of  the  celebrated  "Buckey's  Serenaders,"  who  engaged  him  for 
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their  soprano.  While  with  them  he  danced  with  the  noted  prima 
donna,  ]\Iadam  Anna  Bishop,  at  the  Academy  of  Mnsic,  in  the 
opera  of  "The  Bohemian  Girl."  he  remained  with  the  Buckleys 
nine  years,  during  which  time  he  accompanied  them  in  their 
travels  throughout  the  civilized  world.  They  played  at  Saint 
James  Hall  in  London,  England,  and  were  entertained  by  Queen 
Victoria  at  Buckingham  Palace.  They  toured  most  of  the  pro- 
vincial towns  of  England  and  Ireland.  While  with  the  Buckleys 
he  played  Cinderella  in  the  opera  of  that  name,  also  generally 
in  all  their  burlesques. 

After  leaving  the  Buckley  Serenaders  Justin  engaged  with 
the  Broadway  Company  under  the  management  of  ]Mr.  Clifton ; 
dressed  in  female  attire  and  was  known  as  the  "Dashing  Blanch- 
ard."  He  was  with  this  company  several  years.  While  with 
this  company,  while  waiting  one  night  at  a  depot  for  a  train 
that  passed  at  three  o'clock  a.m.,  he  took  a  severe  cold,  which 
resulted  in  great  injury  to  his  singing  voice,  after  which  he  took 
generally  to  burlesque  comedy. 

When  the  "Black  Crook"  was  produced  at  Xiblo's  Garden 
in  New  York  in  the  fall  of  1866,  Justin  was  engaged  as  a  Premier 
Danseuse  and  was  known  as  the  "Mazareah,"  an  Italian  from 
Naples.  After  the  "Black  Crook"  left  Niblo's  it  was  played  in 
most  of  the  large  cities  of  the  United  States. 

After  leaving  the  "Black  Crook"  he  danced  and  played  in 
burlesques  at  Hooley's  Opera  House,  Richard  ]\I.  Plooley,  man- 
ager, at  Brooklyn,  New  York,  and  Chicago,  111.,  twelve  years. 
He  was  connected  with  Simmons  and  Slocum's  Alinstrels  at  the 
Arch  Street  Operahouse  in  Philadelphia. 

He  was  also  with  the  celebrated  manager,  J.  H.  Haverly, 
where  he  played  with  the  princes  of  burlesque  comedy,  John 
Hart,  Billy  Rice,  Ben  Cotton  and  Billy  Emerson.  In  1869  he 
went  to  California  with  Duprez  and  Benedict  under  the  man- 
agement of  ]\Ir.  ]\IcCullogh,  playing  at  the  old  California  Theatre 
and  in  1872  under  McGuire's  management ;  again  in  1876  with 
J.  H.  Haverly,  but  owing  to  sickness  was  unable  to  complete  his 
engagement  and  returned  to  Philadelphia. 

\Mien  the  "Vale  of  Cashmere"  was  produced  at  Barnum's 
old  Museum  he  represented  "Elve,"  the  beautiful  Circassian 
girl.     He  played  with  Edwin  Forrest  and  Madame  Ponisi  at  the 
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Broadway   Theatre   in   "Coriolanus,"   also   pla^'od    the   fool   with 
Barney  Sullivan  in  "Kini^'  Lear." 

I  have  before  nie  many  notices  of  his  representations  of 
"Camille"  in  the  burlesque  comedy  of  that  name.  I  have  also  a 
cast  before  me  in  which  Justin  appears  in  connection  with  Francis 
Wilson,  the  well  known  actor  and  comic  singer  in  the  "Crushed 
Comedian."  under  Mr.  Bryant's  management. 

In  the  spectacular  play.  "The  Greek  Slave."  at  the  Front 
Street  Theatre  in  Baltimore.  ^Nld..  he  played  the  character  of  the 
"Greek  Slave":  also  at  Baltimore  he  danced  with  the  great  An- 
nette Galetta. 

In  my  possessic~)n  is  a  program  reatling.  "Grand  Performance 
at  Cosmopolitan  Hall  (\'ineland,  X.  J..)  Headed  by  Justin  Rob- 
inson, the  jieerless  Queen  of  Burlesque  Comed}'.  supported  by 
John  A.  Ackley.  noted  comedian  and  others" ;  also  a  prog;ram 
where  he  played  "Frou  Frou."  supported  by  the  well-known 
actor,  Robert  S.  MeUlrum.  and  Mrs.  E.  T.  Stetson,  and  a  large 
company  of  performers.  Before  me  is  a  newspaper  notice  in  which 
Justin  appears  with  the  celebrated  singers,  ]\Iiss  Romie  Ellis. 
contralto;  Miss  Anna  Bristol,  soprano,  and  Walter  Cansdell. 
basso,  in  which  he  took  the  leading  part  as  "Mrs.  Florence."  in 
the  comedy  of  "The  Florence  Family."  In  this  connection  I 
copy  a  short  press  notice,  one  of  the  many  before  me.  which 
says,  "Mr.  Justin  Robinson  may  be  called  'The  Peerless  Queen 
of  Burlesque  Comedy' — praise  is  his  by  right." 

At  one  time  in  his  stage  career  he  tra\eled  wilh  the  "Carter 
Zouaves."  Every  day  the  female  baml  of  the  comixmy  rode  in 
their  magnificent  band  conveyance,  playing",  through  the  prin- 
cipal streets,  drawn  l)v  twenty  horses,  Justin,  in  female  attire. 
being  the  driver. 

At  the  performance  he  sat  next  to  Anna  Bordwell,  the  cele- 
brated singer,  supporting  her  as  alto.  He  would  also  appear  in 
female  attire  and  sing  "The  Mocking  Bird."  accomj^anied  by  the 
celebrated  Gerard,  the  great  harpist,  who  whistled  in  the  chorus. 
The  Cincinnati  papers  said  that  "His  laugh  in  Aladdin  was  like 
rich  music." 

At  the  Royal  Theatre,  Toronto,  Canada,  in  the  drama  of 
"Jack  Shephard,"  he  represented  the  leading  character.     As  he 
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was  only  five  feet  tall  he  was  called  "Little  Jack  Shephard."     It 
drew  crowded  houses. 

He  played  in  many  theatres  in  drama,  minstrel  and  \"aude- 
ville.  His  last  engagement  was  with  Xeil  Bryant  in  New  York 
which,  owing"  to  ill  health,  he  was  obliged  to  cancel  in  December, 
1877,  never  again  appearing  on  the  stage.  His  spirit  guides  had 
so  decreed  it. 

He  played  in  a  number  of  farces  where  he  was  supported 
by  \\'illiam  Hamilton,  baritone  singer  of  the  Parepa  Rosa  Opera 
Company.  His  last  appearance  was  in  the  "Widow's  \'ictim," 
where  his  character  was  "Jennie  Chatterbox."  Francis  Wilson 
played  "Jerry — Two  Stage-Struck  A^ictims." 

The  same  week  he  played  at  the  Academy  of  }Jusic  in  "The 
Quiet  Family,"  where  Mary  Anderson,  Clara  ]\Iorris,  Rose 
Coghlan,  Linda  Dietz,  Charles  Thorne,  James  O'Xeil  and  many 
others,  gave  scenes  from  different  plays  for  the  benefit  of  the 
Catholic  Orphans'  Home.  \\'hile  they  were  getting  immense  ap- 
plause in  the  comedy,  Justin  became  somewhat  excited,  and  pick- 
ing up  an  actor  known  as  "Little  Mac,"  threw  him  into  the  or- 
chestra. The  curtain  was  rung  down,  but  the  applause  was  so 
great  that  "Little  Mac"  had  to  lead  him  before  the  curtain. 

In  the  early  days  of  Fanny  Davenport's  stage  career  he  play- 
ed Cinderella  while  she  played  the  Prince. 

Here  it  is  well  to  note — when  he  was  playing  in  the  "W'id- 
ow's  Victim"  Francis  A\'ilson  was  twenty-two  years  of  age,  while 
Justin  was  fifty-two.  \Vhen  he  played  with  John  Kemble,  the 
English  actor  at  Haverly's  Theatre  on  Randolph  street,  Chicago, 
Justin  was  fifty-one  years  old  while  Kemble  was  twenty-eight. 
The  public  said  that  Justin  on  the  stage  appeared  the  younger 
of  the  two. 

While  upon  the  stage  and  for  several  years  subsequently 
he  retained  the  name  of  Robinson,  finally  resuming  his  real  name 
— Justin  Hulburd. 

The  full  development  of  Justin's  mission  took  place  during 
the  Civil  War  when  he  became  the  private  spy  of  President  Lin- 
coln and  spent  nearly  four  years  passing  in  and  out  of  the  Con- 
federate lines  at  will,  or  nearly  so,  as  will  be  shown  by  the  com- 
munications of  Jefiferson  Davis,  Gen.  R.  E.  Lee,  Gen.  Longstreet 
and  several  others,  doing  incalculable  damage  to  the  Confederate 
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cause;  so  greatly  were  they  injured  by  his  work  that  President 
Davis  offered  a  reward  of  $20,000  in  gold  for  his  body,  dead  or 
alive.  Gen.  Longstreet  offered  $10,000  in  gold  for  his  capture. 
He  was  seven  times  captured,  twice  tried  and  sentenced  to  be 
hanged,  three  times  to  be  shot,  twice  escaped  before  trial.-  Spirit 
power  protected  him  and  the  rebellion  ended,  he  remained  in  the 
physical  body  to  assist  by  his  grand  mediumship  in  spreading 
the  Truth  of  the  grand  spiritual  philosophy,  the  religion  that  is 
destined  to  spread  throughout  the  civilized  world, 

I  do  not  deem  it  out  of  place  here  to  mention  an  instance 
showing  Justin's  devoted  loyalty  to  his  adopted  country.  Dur- 
ing the  Civil  War  a  captain  of  the  Union  Army  gave  cause  to 
suspect  his  loyalty.  He  had  obtained  "leave  of  absence"  and  it 
was  learned  that  he  had  gone  to  Canada.  President  Lincoln  di- 
rected Justin  to  go  to  Canada  and  shadow  him.  He  went  to 
Montreal,  engaged  with  the  manager  of  the  principal  treatre. 
Between  plays  he  watched  the  suspected  officer.  While  con- 
nected with  this  theatre  the  manager  produced  a  play  in  which 
Justin  was  required  to  trample  upon  the  "Stars  and  Stripes," 
which  he  refused  to  do.  The  manager  threatened  and  attempted 
to  compel  him  to  do  as  he  wished.  Justin  defied  him  and  refused 
to  play.  About  this  time  he  discovered  that  the  Union  captain 
w-as  negotiating  the  sale  of  valuable  plans  of  Gen.  Grant's  to 
Confederate  officers.  Bursting  into  the  room  where  the  infamous 
deal  was  being  consummated,  he  seized  all  the  papers,  thrust 
them  into  the  fire,  stood  in  front  of  the  grate  until  they  were 
totally  destroyed,  then  left  and  crossed  the  line  before  morning. 
His  task  was  accomplished,  but  he  left  a  detective  who  had  as- 
sisted him  to  watch  the  traitor.  The  detective  enticed  the  Union 
captain  across  the  line  and  then  arrested  him. 


Justin  Hulburd,  Sr. 
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Mr.  E.  W.  Hulburd  was  told  to  summon  Dr.  F.  D.  C.  Meyer 
and  Mr.  John  E.  High,  to  be  present  at  his  home  in  fifteen  min- 
utes. They  were  promptly  on  time  (10  a.m.)  when  Justin  was 
controlled  by  Prof.  Bartlett,  at  one  time  of  Yale  College,  who 
said:  We  are  called  together  to  celebrate  the  sixty-ninth  anni- 
versary of  the  discovery  of  Justin  Hulburd's  mediumship. 

Mr.  Bartlett  gave  a  fine  address,  after  a  few  remarks  on 
other  subjects,  on  "Vibration,"  giving  some  new  and  very  in- 
teresting and  instructive  ideas.  He  was  followed  by  spirit  Olivia 
Stephens,  who,  after  a  short  address,  withdrew,  and  w-as  followed 
by  Justin  Hulburd,  the  father  of  the  medium. 

He  said  :  This  is  the  sixty-ninth  anniversary  of  the  medium- 
ship  of  this  medium.  Sixty-nine  years  ago,  in  the  part  of  Scot- 
land where  Sir  John  Robinson,  who  then  had  the  care  of  the 
little  Justin,  resided,  they  were  holding  their  annual  jMay  festi- 
val. On  this  particular  occasion  the  grandfather  of  this  medium. 
Sir  John  Robinson,  had  four  horses  hitched  to  the  family  carri- 
age. When  everything"  was  ready  to  start  for  the  festival  grounds 
the  friends  and  family  entered  the  carriage.  The  driver  started 
the  horses ;  they  walked  ofT.  pulling  the  driver  from  his  seat,  but 
leaving  the  carriage  standing.  The  grandmother.  Lady  Robin- 
son, was  very  angry  and  scolded  the  servants  and  attendants 
who  were  present,  intending  to  have  them  chastised.  They  one 
and  all  declared  they  had  harnessed  and  hitched  the  horses  to 
the  carriage  in  the  proper  manner.  The  old  lady,  noticing  that 
little  Justin  looked  peculiar,  concluded  he  was  a  witch  and  told 
her  husband  to  have  him  killed  at  once.  The  old  gentleman  be- 
came very  angry  and  told  her  to  go  to  hell. 

He  then  had  his  stallion  saddled,  and  taking  the  child  in 
front  of  him  on  the  horse,  went  to  the  festival  grounds.     While 
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there,  some  of  their  relatives  from  Perth  arrived  in  their  car- 
riage. On  their  arrival,  the  bottom  of  their  carriage  dropped 
out.  The  old  lady  then  became  frantic  and  insisted  on  having 
the  child  killed.  She  talked  to  her  relatives  and  succeeded  in 
getting  them  to  think  as  she  did,  so  they  put  their  heads  together 
to  have  the  child  put  to  death. 

The  youngest  son  of  Sir  John  told  his  father  of  their  plans. 
Then  the  old  gentleman,  without  a  word  to  an3^one,  took  the 
child  and  started  at  once  for  the  north  of  Scotland,  where  he 
had  relatives  living.  He  left  the  child  in  their  care.  After  a 
little  time  his  mediumship  showed  itself  so  he  had  to  move  the 
child  again.  This  time  he  took  him  to  an  island  near  the  main- 
land. "There  also  the  spirits  manifested,  and  again  the  child  had 
to  be  moved.  He  took  him  to  the  capitol,  Edinburgh ;  during 
the  child's  stay  here  the  grandfather  one  day  heard  a  voice,  tell- 
ing him  to  bring  the  child  home,  that  the  spirits  would  leave  him 
for  a  time.  That  they  would  later  take  him  to  a  new  country 
and  there  use  him  to  spread  the  light  to  the  world.  It  is  hardly 
necessary  to  say  that  the  horses  were  unhitched  by  spirits,  as 
were  also  the  manifestations  at  the  festival  grounds. 

The  spirit  then  withdrew  and  was  followed  by  the  mother 
of  the  medium,  who  gave  a  talk  in  regard  to  herself  and  family, 
which  would  be  of  interest  only  to  those  who  were  very  close 
to  the  medium. 

Next  came  I\Ir.  Gladstone,  who  gave  a  short  address,  which 
was  a  continuation  of  Mr.  Bartlett's  subject,  "Vibration."  Like 
all  of  his  talks  to  the  circle,  this  was  very  interesting.  Then 
came  Jenny  Lees,  who,  as  usual,  gave  a  very  beautiful  poem 
addressed  to  the  medium,  after  whom  came  Rosa,  with  her  mirth- 
ful witticisms  and  directed  that  the  circle  meet  at  the  home  of 
Dr.  i\Ieyer  for  lunch  in  honor  of  the  medium's  anniversary,  which 
they  did. 

JL'S^J^IX  HULBURD,  Sr.,  Friday,  May  3rd,  1901,  2  p.m. 

Justin  was  controlled  by  spirit  Justin  Hulburd,  the  father  of 
the  medium.  There  were  present  John  E.  High,  Dr.  F.  D.  C. 
Meyer  and  E.  W.  Hul1)urd.  at  the  home  of  the  latter. 

The  spirit  said  :  This  medium  is  my  child.  I  was  forced 
into  the  monastery  against  my  will.  I  hated  it  and  hated  re- 
ligion.    My  mother  wanted  one  of  her  sons  to  become  a  priest. 
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She  tried  to  persuade  my  older  Ijrother  and  faik-d.  but  when  it 
came  to  me,  she  made  my  father  pnt  me  into  the  monastery  l)y 
main  force.  My  mother  absohitely  shoved  me  in  throuj^h  the 
gate.  I  never  liked  it  nor  beHeved  in  their  doings.  I  was  never 
permitted  to  g"o  out  alone;  some  priest  always  accompanied  me 
wdierever  I  went. 

One  day,  while  a  number  of  us  were  marching  along  the 
road,  we  met  a  young  lady  on  horseback.  I  thought  to  myself, 
"She  is  the  most  beautiful  girl  that  I  ever  beheld  in  my  life." 
She  was  small  of  feature  and  had  very  small  hands  and  feet.  She 
looked  at  me,  and  I  at  her ;  directly  she  stopped  her  horse,  pre- 
tending that  something  was  wrong  with  the  saddle.  Again  she 
looked  at  me,  and  I  stepped  out  to  assist  her.  While  so  doing  I 
touched  her  hand ;  an  electric  shock  went  through  me  and  I  knew 
we  loved  each  other.  She  gave  me  her  name,  Mary  Elizabeth 
Stuart,  and  I  gave  her  my  name,  Justin  Hulburd.  "Ah,  ha,"  she 
said,  "we  must  be  somewhat  related.  Your  mother  is  a  Bruce, 
and  some  of  my  ancestors  were  Bruces."  I  was  called  into  line, 
severely  reprimanded,  and  forbidden  ever  to  speak  to  any  woman 
again.  But  this  was  not  the  end;  we  both  said,  "We  will  meet 
again  some  way." 

One  day  wdiile  I  was  worrying,  and  trying  to  think  of  some 
plan  of  escape,  I  proposed  to  take  a  walk  in  the  woods.  Four 
brothers  accompanied  me.  After  a  time  I  wandered  by  myself, 
meditating  and  wondering  how  I  could  manage  to  meet  my  love 
again.  Looking  up,  behold !  I  saw  her  coming,  on  horseback. 
I  ran  to  meet  her,  lifted  her  from  the  horse  and  took  her  in  my 
arms,  embraced  and  kissed  her.  ^^"e  talked  of  our  plans  for  es- 
cape, and  while  she  was  still  in  my  embrace,  one  of  the  fathers 
came  and  tore  me  away  from  her.  He  prostrated  himself  upon 
the  ground,  calling  the  other  priests.  I  was  dragged  back  to  the 
monastery  and  shut  up  for  five  days  with  nothing  but  water  to 
live  on.  By  degrees  they  gave  me  a  little  black  bread,  of  the 
blackest  kind.  They  nearly  starved  me.  \\'hile  in  that  half- 
starved  condition  they  made  me  take  an  oath  never  to  speak  to 
that  girl  again.  There  were  two  others  in  the  monastery  who 
had  been  forced  into  it  in  a  similar  way;  hence  a  sympathy  sprang 
up  among  us.  They  would  bring  me  something  to  eat  and  con- 
sole me. 
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We  had  an  outer  chapel,  outside  the  wall,  where  all  the  peo- 
ple could  congregate,  and  an  inner  chapel  for  us  alone.  One  day 
I  went  to  the  outer  chapel  to  practice  on  the  organ  and  sing,  (I 
had  a  fine  baritone  voice.)  On  entering  the  chapel  I  beheld  a 
young  lady  kneeling  at  prayer.  I  at  once  recognized  her  as  my 
love.  I  ran  to  her,  took  her  in  my  arms.  I  hugged  and  kissed 
her.  To  be  more  secreted,  I  led  her  behind  the  organ.  There 
and  then  we  cohabited,  and  this  medium  is  the  result. 

While  we  were  talking  together  one  of  my  friends  came  to 
the  door  and  saw  us.  He  said,  "Fly  for  your  lives ;  the  high 
priest  is  coming!"  She  fled,  but  I  remained  and  pretended  to  be 
practicing  on  the  organ.  We  had  talked  of  plans  of  escape.  W^e 
had  agreed  to  meet  at  a  certain  place  and  from  there  take  a  small 
boat,  which  would  be  provided  by  Sir  John  Robinson,  the  me- 
dium's foster  grandfather.  We  were  to  go  to  the  nearest  city 
or  island  near  the  mainland  and  there  await  a  vessel  that  would 
take  us  to  Norway,  Sweden  or  anywhere ;  but  I  was  watched  so 
closely  that  I  could  not  make  my  escape. 

After  a  time  I  found  out  that  she  was  pregnant.  We  plan- 
ned what  to  do  with  the  child.  We  decided  that  she  was  to  go 
to  England  and  when  the  child  was  born,  give  it  to  some  friend 
to  keep  until  we  could  take  it.  When  the  time  approached  for 
the  birth  of  the  child,  she  started  for  the  coast.  She  rode  thirty 
miles  on  horseback  and  then  got  a  conveyance  to  take  her  to 
Dundee.  From  there  she  intended  to  take  a  ship  to  England,  but 
the  ride  was  too  much  for  her,  and  she  could  go  no  further ;  labor 
pains  came  on  ;  she  stopped  at  the  lodge  of  a  cemetery  in  the 
suburbs  of  the  city  of  Perth,  where  she  gave  birth  to  the  child, 
which  came  three  weeks  ahead  of  time.  She  sent  for  her  cousin, 
Elizabeth  Robinson,  and  asked  her  to  take  the  child,  making  her 
swear  to  take  care  of  it  as  long  as  she  lived,  unless  she  should 
call  for  it. 

-After  this  she  went  home,  where  she  was  forced  to  marry 
the  Earl  (>\  I'ertli,  to  whom  she  had  been  betrothed  from  the 
cradle. 

When  the  child  was  two  and  one-half  years  old,  I  met  him. 
one  time,  outside  the  walls  of  Sir  John  Robinson's  residence.  I 
knew  he  was  my  child,  for  he  bore  the  same  features  as  myself. 
I  sat  dr)wn  on  a  irreen  terrace  outside  the  wall  and  took  the  child 
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upon  my  lap,  and  luij^i^ed  and  kissed  him.  I  asked  him  if  lie 
would  like  me  for  a  father.  He  smiled,  with  that  gypsy  smile 
of  the  Stuarts  and  asked  me  if  I  had  a  sixpence  to  give  avva_\'. 
The  whole  nature  of  the  child  was  the  nature  of  the  Stuarts,  but 
with  my  face,  which  was  of  the  Hulburds.  I  saw  the  child  again 
six  months  afterward,  but  I  merely  kissed  him,  as  I  was  watched 
and  guarded  by  the  Jesuit  priesthood. 

One  month  after  this  I  escaped  from  the  monastery.  I  found 
the  mother  and  we  fled  together,  but  the  monks  pursued  us,  and 
Ave  were  overtaken  about  forty  miles  from  the  place.  She  was 
taken  back  to  her  home,  and  I  to  the  monastery,  where  I  was 
quietly  put  to  death  by  poison. 

To  the  Earl  of  Perth  she  bore  seven  children,  the  male  por- 
tion of  whom  became  criminals  of  the  worst  kind.  As  pregnancy 
was  forced  upon  her,  she  hated  every  child  while  she  carried  it 
in  the  womb.  In  her  heart  she  cursed  the  man,  cursed  the  child- 
ren and  cursed  herself,  which  resulted  in  giving  birth  to  crim- 
inals. The  Earl  died  very  suddenly,  supposedly  of  heart  failure. 
In  reality,  it  was  a  dose  of  medicine  administered  to  him  in 
brandy.    After  he  was  buried  she  became  insane. 

One  day  she  escaped  and  rushed  to  the  monastery,  and  beat 
on  the  gates  and  called  for  her  husband.  The  monks  came  aud 
thrust  her  away  from  the  gate.  She  fled  to  the  woods  and  died 
a  raving  maniac.  This  was  the  end  of  the  mother,  in  her  earth 
career. 

The  maiden  name  of  my  grandmother,  great  grandmother 
and  great,  great  grandmother  were  Douglass,  as  they  belonged 
to  the  Douglass  family.  Each  one  married  a  man  by  the  name 
of  Hruce.  This  is  a  coincidence  of  which  we  have  no  other  rec- 
ord in  history;  of  a  grandmother,  great  grandmother  and  great, 
great  grandmother  bearing  the  same  maiden  name,  then  mar- 
rying three  different  men  of  the  same  name.  The  three  women 
belonged  to  the  house  of  Douglass,  and  the  three  men  to  the 
house  of  Bruce.  My  wife  was  a  Stuart  for  eight  generations 
back.  Her  mother  was  a  Robinson,  a  sister  of  Sir  John  Robin- 
son, the  foster-grandfather  of  my  child.  The  child  is  related  to 
them  all  through  blood  ties.  His  connection,  through  me,  is  to 
a  straight  line  of  the  Hulburds,  which  I  trace  back  for  ten  gene- 
rations.    The  Rruces  were  proud,  stubborn  and  domineering. 


Mother  Mary  Washington 

Chapter  II 


MOTHER  MARY  A\'ASHINGTON,  Wednesday,  January 
1st,  1902. 

Good  morning-,  sirs.  I  guess  I  had  better  say,  a  Happy  New- 
Year  to  you,  and  ever3'body  on  this  place.  They  tell  me  your 
name  is  Hulburd.  Well,  I  had  a  second  cousin,  back  in  Eng- 
land, whose  name  was  Hulburd ;  she  belonged  to  the  Hulburd 
family  on  the  Scotch  side.  My  second  cousin  married  her  in 
Scotland  and  brought  her  to  England.  Out  of  the  Scotch  family 
came  your  little  medium. 

What  brought  me  here  today,  is  to  say  that  I  gave  the 
thoughts  and  ideas  to  Harriet  Beecher  Stovve,  from  which  she 
wrote  ''Uncle  Tom's  Cabin."  Perhaps  I  had  better  say  that  I 
strongly  impressed  her  with  all  the  principal  material  for  that 
book,  or  work,  as  you  call  it  now  days.  Now,  you  are  not  going 
to  get  any  big,  scholarly  communication  from  me,  for  T  didn't 
have  the  education  to  give  you  such.  In  my  time,  if  a  girl  got 
a  plain  schooling  she  did  pretty  well.  To  become  highly  accom- 
plished and  well  educated,  they  had  to  go  back  to  England;  for 
most  of  the  school  masters  in  Virginia  were  on  the  renegade  or- 
der :  they  cared  more  for  hunting  and  fishing,  gambling  and 
other  sports  than  they  did  to  take  any  pains  with  the  scholars. 
I  want  you  to  understand  this  before  I  go  further,  because  I  have 
been  told  by  spirits,  who  have  come  to  spirit  life,  that  some  of 
your  books  say  that  I  was  highly  accomplished  and  well  edu- 
cated. That  is  not  so.  I  was  a  plain  woman  with  a  plain  edu- 
cation, but  I  did  all  in  my  power  to  help  the  children.  I  saw 
how  George's  niind  led  him,  and  tried  to  help  him  all  I  possibh- 
could.  I  lived  to  see  the  day  when  I  was  proud  of  him ;  but 
there  are  other  things,  too,  that  I  am  proud  of.     In  your  books 
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and  speeches  you  call  him  the  "Father  of  his  Country."  I  am 
awfully  glad  to  hear  that ;  but  don't  you  think  countries  need 
mothers,  too? 

1  was  very  much  opposed  to  slavery,  and  when  George  came 
to  spirit  life,  I  showed  him  how  wrong  it  was  to  keep  a  human 
being  in  bondage.  He  saw  it  just  as  I  do,  and  looked  around 
for  some  one  through  whom  he  could  make  his  predictions,  and 
whom  he  could  use  to  advantage  at  the  same  time.  He  was  di- 
rected toward  little  Justin,  and  when  he  discovered  him,  he  cried 
for  joy.  saying.  "This  Little  One  shall  be  the  bearer  of  my  dis- 
patches." Afterward  little  Justin  was  drilled,  and  put  to  work 
to  execute  his  orders ;  for  you  must  understand  that  my  George 
was  a  born  commander  and  leader  of  people.  Our  hearts  were 
all  with  the  South,  except  that  part  of  it  where  they  held  the 
black  race  in  bondage. 

Now  you  must  go  back  with  me  to  the  Beecher  family.  I 
heard,  in  spirit  life,  that  people  could  communicate  their  thoughts 
through  mediumistic  individuals ;  so  I  kept  searching  until  I 
found  Harriet.  To  me,  the  condition  of  the  black  race  was  dread- 
ful. I  imparted  my  thoughts  to  her  brain,  and  at  the  same  time 
worked  on  her  soul,  which  was  full  of  love  for  the  human  race, 
and  much  charity  for  the  negro.  I  furnished  her  with  all  the 
thought  I  could  concerning  the  black  race.  I  impressed  her. 
T  even  forced  her  to  sojourn  for  a  time  in  the  South,  so  that  she 
might  see  all  its  evils  in  full  force.  With  my  assistance.  Harriet 
Beecher  Stowe  gave  to  the  reading  public  "I'ncle  Tom's  Cabin." 
I  found  all  of  the  F>eecher  family  very  mediumistic,  and  strongly 
magnetic.  T  selected  Harriet  to  give  my  thought  to  the  human 
race. 

The  one  they  called  Henry  Ward  Beecher.  was  very  medium- 
istic and  strongly  magnetic.  It  was  through  this  strong  mag- 
netic condition  that  he  held  his  congregations  in  the  way  he  did  : 
that  explains  why  so  many  people  went  to  hear  him  preach. 

Xow,  perhaps,  you  would  like  to  know  a  little  about  me, 
but  before  I  go  further  with  that  which  concerns  me,  I  want  to 
tell  you  that  Harriet  Beecher  Stowe  brought  me  here  today. 
She  said,  she  knew  where  Little  Justin  lived,  as  she  had  visited 
this  home  a  number  of  times  in  company  with  other  spirits.  She 
told  me  that  the  woman  thev  called  Tlclen   Blavatskv,(   that  was 
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her  name  when  she  Ihed  in  an  earthly  eniljodimenl,  Inil  now 
the  high  elevated  spirits  eall  her  "Searchlight")  has  given  to 
your  home  the  name  of  "Searchlight  Bower."  Well,  here  1  am 
in  Searchlight  Bower,  on  what  you  call  New  Years  Day.  When 
f  lived  in  a  body,  good  sir,  or  perhaps  I  had  better  say  Mr.  flul- 
i)urd.  my  name  was  Mary  Washington.  I  was  the  mother  of 
Cjcorge  Washington,  and  I  loved  to  have  him  call  me  "Mother 
Mary,"  which  he  most  always  did,  as  he  knew  and  understood 
that  I  liked  to  have  children  call  me  "Mother  Mary."  When  1 
was  quite  a  little  girl  an  idea  got  into  my  head  that  it  would  be 
a  grand  thing  to  be  a  nun,  and  perhaps  some  day  I  should  be- 
come the  Mother  Superior;  so,  when  1  had  children  of  my  own, 
I  taught  them  to  call  me  Mother  Mary.  I  also  taught  the  black 
people  to  call  me  ]\Iother  Mary  instead  of  Miss  Mary,  for,  in  ni}- 
time,  the  black  folks  always  called  the  white  people,  or  perhai)s 
}'OU  would  say  addressed  them,  by  their  first  names.  It  was 
always  "Massa  George,"  "Massa  John,"  or  "Massa  Henry" : 
"Missa  Elvira,"  "Missa  Mary,"  or  "Alissa  Jane."  So  I  liked  to 
have  them  call  me  Mother  Mary.  I  had  a  strong  desire  in  girl- 
hood to  become  a  nun,  but  there  came  along  a  man  and  he 
thought  differently.  He  coaxed  me  into  taking  up  my  tent  w^ith 
him,  so,  you  see,  we  tented  together  and  that  changed  the  whole 
course  of  my  after  life.  I  like  Fredericksburg  the  best  of  an\- 
jtlace  in  Y'irginia.  I  had  many  callers  while  I  was  living  there; 
many  came  out  of  curiosity,  to  see  what  kind  of  a  woman  I  was, 
while  others  came  wath  high  respect  and  generosity  in  their  na- 
tures, to  make  a  visit  to  the  mother  of  George  Washington.  I 
was  glad  to  receive  them  and  entertain  them  according  to  ni\ 
•ability.  1  understood  what  good  manners  were,  so  George  never 
had  to  blush  for  his  mother's  etiquette.  I'hose  who  called  out  of 
curiosity  I  treated  with  common  politeness  and  let  them  go  their 
way.  It  was  Harriet  Beecher  Stowe's  desire  tliat  I  should  iic- 
((uaint  the  people  with  the  fact  that  I  laid  the  foundation  for 
I'ncle  Tom's  Cabin  while  she  gave  it  life,  in  order  that  it  might 
set  the  i^eople's  minds  to  work,  to  free  the  black  race.  I  wished 
that  it  could  ha\e  been  possible  for  the  go\crnment  to  ])ay  the 
Southern  planters  for  their  negroes,  but  it  was  otherwise  de- 
creed. I  felt  badly  to  see  the  thousands  of  ])rave  men  laid  low 
upon   the  l)att]efields  b\-    Death's  l)ullcts.   wliile  others   were  <inl\- 
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permitted  to  \We,  maimed  and  crippled  individuals  for  the  rest 
of  their  lives.  Btit  oh!  ]\lr.  Hnlburd,  I  suppose  it  had  to  be,  for 
now  the  North  and  South  will  be  knitted  closer  together  through 
the  younger  generation  commingling  in  marriage.  The  time  is 
coming  when  they  will  express  themselves  like  this  :  Our  beau- 
tiful and  glorious  nation  will  never  pull  down  the  Stars  and 
Stripes  in  submission  to  any  other  colors  or  nation.  We  are 
welded  for  all  time.  It  is  no  longer  the  Blue  and  Gray,  but  the 
united  forces  of  America,  the  land  of  freedom  and  progression. 
Our  beautiful  sons  and  daughters  will  have  world-wide  fame  for 
intellect  and  intelligence  of  the  highest  order.  Alay  all  the  bless- 
ings of  the  great  God  of  Peace  rest  on  this  nation.  Your  friend 
for  Truth  and  Justice,  always. 

MOTHER  ^lARY  WASHINGTON. 
I  thank  you  for  taking  down  my  communication  and  will  bid 
you  all  a  "Happy  New  Year."     Alay  the  angels  constantly  visit 
"Searchlight  Bower." 


Abraham  Lincoln 

Chapter  III 


ABRAHA^l  LINCOLN,  June  8th,  190L 

Good  evening,  Mr.  Hulburd.  You  wonder,  no  doubt,  win'  1 
call  you  by  your  name,  but  I  called  here  once  before  with  some 
other  spirits.  When  living'  in  the  body  I  was  known  as  the  Presi- 
dent of  the  United  States,  or  in  other  words,  as  "Old  Abe." 

What  brings  me  here  is  to  tell  you  that  I  was  acquainted 
with  this  mediuni.  I  first  saw  him  in  Chicago,  Illinois,  perform- 
ing at  the  theatre  with  Buckley's  Serenaders.  The  Hon.  David 
Davis  said,  "They  say  it  is  not  a  girl,  but  a  boy."  I  said,  "It  is 
too  pretty  for  a  boy,  but  whoever  it  is,  it  is  smart."  I  did  not 
then  think  I  should  ever  become  acquainted  with  the  person  who 
played  the  character  of  Cinderella.  The  dancing,  acting  and 
singing  were   fine. 

After  the  play  was  over  and  we  were  outside  on  the  side- 
walk, Davis  said,  'Xet  us  go  and  put  up  at  the  hotel  where  the 
company  is  stopping  and  perhaps  we  shall  get  a  chance  to  see 
the  little  individual  who  played  Cinderella." 

Acting  upon  Mr.  Davis'  suggestion  we  secured  rooms  at  the 
hotel,  but  though  we  saw  a  number  of  men  whom  we  thought 
l^elonged  to  the  company,  we  saw  no  one  whom  we  thought 
could  have  played  the  part,  as  they  were  all  too  tall.  Mr.  Da\is 
said,  "I  believe  it  is  a  girl,  after  all,  and  that  the  story  about  its 
l)eing  a  boy  is  only  bait  to  draw  people  to  the  theatre ;  or  they 
may  treat  him  as  they  do  Tom  Thumb — hiding  him  away  from 
the  gaze  of  the  people  and  only  permitting  him  to  be  seen  dur- 
ing show  hours."  When  we  retired  for  the  night  Mr.  Davis 
said.  "We've  had  all  our  trouble  for  nothing."  T  said,  "Let  us 
trust  to  Inch — we  may  see  him  in  the  morning.""  A  few  minutes 
afterwarfl  we  heard  a  x'oice  liunimin^"  the  tune,  "["m  Alwaxs  C.ax' 
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and  Free,  IJoys."  Our  door  not  beins^-  shut  1  stepped  to  look 
out  in  the  hall,  when  along"  came  the  little  chap,  singing  with  a 
woman's  voice.  I  turned  around  and  said,  "Davis,  I  believe  we've 
struck  it."  As  Mr.  Davis  came  to  the  door  to  look  out,  a  fine 
looking"  woman  came  to  the  door  of  the  room  opposite,  a  little 
down  the  hall  and  said,  "Puss,  you  had  better  come  back  and  try 
to  eat  a  little  more."  The  Little  One  replied,  "Oh,  I  can't;  I'm 
going"  over  to  Bishop's  room  to  make  him  give  back  my  pen 
knife.  " 

He  went  to  the  room  next  to  ours,  the  door  of  which  was 
open  and  from  which  came  the  voices  of  several  men.  The  little 
chap  said,  "Bishop,  I  want  my  pen  knife."  A  very  fine  looking 
gentleman,  with  one  of  those  rich  English  complexions,  came  to 
the  door  and  said,  "Why,  pet,  didn't  I  give  your  pen  knife  back?" 
The  Little  One  said,  "No,  you  didn't,  and  I  want  it  now."  The 
gentleman  said,  "Let  me  see,"  and  he  felt  through  his  different 
pockets ;  out  of  one  of  them  he  produced  a  knife,  saying,  "Why. 
here  it  is.  I  must  have  forgot  it,  as  you  know  I  was  very  busy 
at  the  time  I  borrowed  it."  The  Little  One  said,  "I  knew  it  was 
all  right,  but  I  wanted  it  before  I  went  to  bed."  The  gentleman 
then  said,  "Yoti'll  forgive  Bishop,  won't  you?  Have  you  had 
your  supper  yet?"  The  Little  One  said.  "Yes,  all  I  want  to  eat. 
^lother  wants  me  to  eat  so  much,  and  I  can't."  The  gentleman 
said,  "You  must  eat  lots,  you  know,  to  keep  up  your  strength  ; 
some  day  you  may  grow  to  be  a  big  man."  The  Little  One 
laughed  and  said,  "That's  the  way  you  always  talk,  Bishop,  just 
as  if  I  ain't  big  now."  Then  Bishop  said,  "Kiss  me  good  night, 
and  go  to  bed,  and  see  that  they  tuck  you  in  well."  The  Little 
One  said,  "Are  you  going  to  play  cards  tonight?"  Bishop  re- 
plied, "May  be;  now  good  night." 

As  the  Little  One  passed  our  door  he  happened  to  look  u]) 
and,  when  he  saw  us,  burst  out  laughing,  saying,  as  he  looked 
at  me,  "What  a  great  big,  raw-boned  fellow  you  are — and  your 
clothes  don't  fit  you,  either.  I  guess  you  are  what  they  call  a 
Western  Iloosier,"  and  went  ofif  laughing,  which  made  us  laugh, 
too. 

When  he  reached  his  room  the  lady  said,  "Who  were  3'ou 
talkmg  to?  Don't  you  know  you  mustn  t  talk  to  strangers  that 
way?"     The  fvittle  r)ne  said,  "You  just  ought  to  see  those  two 
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men.  They  look  like  they  had  never  been  in  a  hotel  before  ( )nc 
is  a  fat  kind  of  a  looking"  fellow.  He  must  be  the  father  and  the 
(jther  his  boy,  I  g;iiess.  He  is  the  darndest  looking  coon  I  ever 
saw."  Which,  of  course,  meant  me,  as  I  was  always  attractive. 
That  was  the  Little  One's  opinion  of  us,  so  we  shut  the  door  and 
prepared  to  retire.  Little  did  I  think  then  that  we  should  be- 
come so  well  acquainted  afterward.  This  took  place  before  I 
was  elected   President  of  the   L'^nited  States. 

WHien  I  first  met  him  in  Washington  he  was  in  the  company 
of  a  gentleman  by  the  name  of  Warren,  a  United  States  officer. 
Gen.  Warren  addressed  me  thus:  "This  Little  One  thinks  he 
can  be  of  service  to  you  and  the  ctjuntry,  which  service  you  must 
keep  a  secret."  This  I  did  then  and  will  also  do  now^  1  found 
he  had  an  abundance  of  grit  and  determination,  which  he  showed 
afterward  in  great  courage.  I  grew  each  day  to  like  him  more 
and  more,  as  with  time  we  came  to  understsftid  each  other  better. 
I  went  to  the  theatre  to  see  him  play  several  times.  One  time 
I  went  with  Mr.  Warren  and  we  were  ushered  in  by  the  back 
door.  Mr.  ^^^arren  led  me  to  a  box  which  had  a  door  opening 
ofT  from  the  stage  and  after  we  had  been  there  about  a  quarter 
of  an  hour  Mr.  Blaine  came  in  the  company  of  a  young  gentle- 
man named  Mr.  Cook.  I  sat  in  the  dark  part  of  the  box  so  that 
the  audience  would  not  see  me,  for  1  had  no  desire  to  become 
conspicuous  on  those  occasions.  That  is  why  I  always  entered 
by  the  stage  door  in  company  with  Mr.  ^\'arren. 

The  first  play  that  evening  was  called  "Love  in  All  Corners," 
and  I  laughed  at  it  so  that  my  whole  frame  shook.  I  remember 
there  was  a  man  by  the  name  of  Mr.  Meldrum  in  the  play,  who 
was  a  very  fine  actor,  but  of  course  the  Little  One  was  the  at- 
traction. She  had  five  lovers  who  came  to  see  her,  and  just  as 
one  gentleman  would  be  making  love  to  her  another  would  knock 
at  the  door  to  be  admitted.  But  before  she  could  admit  him, 
she  had  to  hide  the  other  away  somewhere.  She  hid  one  behind 
a  screen  which  stood  on  the  floor.  The  next  one  she  hid  under 
the  bed.  The  next  in  the  bed  and  the  fourth  on  top  of  it.  It 
was  a  four-posted  bedstead,  with  curtains  all  around.  Wlien  she 
had  them  all  hid  away  she  sat  down  on  a  chair  to  breathe  and 
rest  a  little,  consoling  herself  that  now  she  would  not  be  trou- 
bled for  some  time,  and  she  would  let  them  all  out  after  a  while. 
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All  of  a  sudden  another  knock  came  at  the  door.  She  went  to 
the  door  and  o])ened  it,  when  in  walked  this  Air.  Meldruni,  a 
verv  handsome  man  and  a  fine  actor,  dressed  as  a  dashing  Hus- 
sar. She  ushered  him  to  a  seat  at  the  table  and  rang  the  bell  for 
tea.  In  a  few  minutes  a  pretty  little  waiter  girl  came  in,  carrying 
a  trav  with  the  tea  things  on  it.  All  of  a  sudden  the  waitress 
saw  a  face  peeping  out  from  between  the  curtains.  She  gave  a 
scream  and  dropped  the  tray,  which  made  the  Hussar  jump  to 
his  feet  and  demand,  "What  is  the  matter?"  She  pointed  toward 
the  bed  and  gave  another  scream,  whereupon  the  young  lady 
commanded  her  to  leave  the  room,  and  said  to  the  Hussar,  "She 
is  subject  to  fits."  And  while  the  Little  One  was  making  ex- 
cuses and  trying  to  explain  it  all,  the  screen  fell  down  on  the  floor 
and  disclosed  the  man  standing  there.  The  Hussar  demanded 
an  explanation  and  wanted  to  know  what  that  man  was  doing 
in  the  room.  AVhile*  she  was  attempting  to  explain,  the  one  on 
top  of  the  bed  fell  through,  on  top  of  the  other  who  was  in  the 
bed.  Then  commenced  a  scuffle  in  the  bed  and  both  men  rolled 
out  onto  the  floor.  Then  the  Hussar  became  more  enraged  than 
ever  and  demanded  an  explanation  of  all  this.  AVhile  he  was 
shaking  his  fist  at  her  the  other  man  crawled  out  from  under 
the  bed.  Then  the  Hussar  became  so  enraged  that  he  kicked 
the  table  over,  smashed  the  chairs  and  everything  within  his 
reach.  The  other  four  jumped  onto  him  and  were  supposed  to 
be  pounding  the  life  out  of  him.  She  rushed  to  the  window  and 
threw  it  ujj,  shouting,  "Fire,  murder,"  and  "police!"  Then  an 
officer  rushed  in  through  the  door  and  she  threw  herself  into 
liis  arms:  when  the  men  saw  this  they  made  a  rush  for  the 
officer  and  dragged  her  out  of  his  arms.  While  they  were  pound- 
ing him  she  screamed  "Fire  !"  Then  a  fireman  rushed  up  from  a 
ladder  on  the  outside  and  with  the  hose  ])layed  a  big  stream  of 
water  on  the  fellows  who  were  ]iounding  the  officer.  While  this 
was  going  on,  the  ilussar  revived,  jumped  up  and  carried  the 
girl  ofif  in  his  arms,  crying,  "She  is  mine.  She  is  mine!"  The 
curtain  went  down  amid  a  big  storm  of  aj^plause.  Then  Mr. 
Meldrum  walked  on,  leading  the  girl  l)efore  the  curtain,  with  the 
other  members  of  the  company  following.  The  applause  then 
Ijccame  tremendous.     She  threw  kisses  to  the  boys  in  the  gallery 
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and  told  them  to  cli\"i(le  them  among"  themselves.     I   relate   this 
to  show  you  what  I  think  was  the  funniest  play  I  ever  saw. 

At  another  time  I  saw  him  play  one  of  his  funny  characters 
called,  "Nan,  the  Good-for-Nothing,"  which  was  a  fine  piece  of 
acting.  It  put  me  in  mind  of  a  character  in  one  of  Olivia 
Stephen's  books.  I  was  a  spiritualist  and  knew,  all  the  time, 
that  Justin  was  a  medium.  I  had  a  desire  to  take  him  to  one  of 
Nettie  j\la3'nard's  circles.  While  there,  four  of  us  would  sit  on 
the  piano,  which  would  be  raised  from  the  floor  as  the  medium 
played.  1  wished  to  have  him  see  this,  but  Air.  Warren  would 
not  permit  it,  saying",  "I  do  not  wish  him  to  become  en  rapport 
with  spiritualists."  "But,"  I  said,  "he  is  a  medium,  and  some 
day  the  world  will  know  it."  He  said,  "Before  that  happens  I'll 
have  him  hid  away  in  a  pretty  home  upon  the  Hudson,  where 
the  world  and  its  people  will  not  be  permitted  to  see  him."  But, 
alas,  that  never  came  "to  pass.  Air.  Warren  passed  out  of  his 
body,  and  the  medium  became  in  time  a  public  lecturer  for  spir- 
itualism, giving  tests,  and  making  predictions,  many  of  which 
have  come  to  pass. 

I  could  relate  many  other  things  connected  with  his  life, 
which  would  be  interesting  to  the  public ;  it  would  take  up  too 
much  of  your  valuable  time,  and  also  too  much  space  in  the 
book.  Therefore,  I  will  withdraw,  leaving  my  love  for  the  Little 
One,  and  thanking  you  for  taking  down  my  communication. 

I  remain  your  everlasting  friend,  and  thank  God  to  know- 
that  I  was  permitted  to  understand  the  beautiful  philosophy  of 
Spiritualism  before  I  passed  out  of  my  body.  I  know  there  are 
many  frauds,  who  call  themselves  spiritual  mediums,  but  one 
genuine  medium  makes  up  for  a  thousand  of  the  low  lived  vil- 
lains who  rob  the  people  of  their  money  by  fraud. 

Yours  in  the  kindest  of  thought.  One  who  loved  the  truth 
always,  no  matter  what  it  cost.     Good  night. 

ABRAHAM  LINCOLN. 


David  Davis 

Chapter  IV 


DAVID  DAVIS,  Monday.  June  10th,  1901. 

My  name  is  David  Davis.  By  the  people  in  the  mortal  form 
I  was  called  the  Honorable  David  Davis.  The  "Honorable" 
doesn't  amount  to  anything  on  this  side  of  life.  It's  your  deeds 
and  actions,  and  what  you  have  done  for  your  fellow  beings  that 
counts  here. 

I  was  asked  by  an  intelligent  l)and  of  spirits,  to  come  here 
today  and  tell  of  my  acquaintance  with  this  medium.  You  have 
l^een  informed  by  Mr.  Lincoln  where  he  first  discovered  him, 
which  was  in  Chicago.  Illinois.  I  see  no  use  to  give  any  further 
explanations  on  that  point. 

My  first  real  acquaintance  with  this  medium  was  at  the  Fifth 
Avenue  Hotel,  New  York  City.  He  was  in  company  with  Wil- 
liam Florence,  the  /Vmerican  ct)median.  They  were  two  of  the 
guests  in  attendance  at  a  banquet  given  at  said  hotel,  in  honor 
of  many  prominent  lawyers  and  judges  of  the  courts  of  our 
grand  Nation.  Among  others  was  Lawrence  Barrett,  the  Amer- 
ican tragedian,  who  sat  conversing  witli  the  Little  One  as  1  en- 
tered the  banquet  hall,  in  compan}-  witli  judge  Fdmonds,  lamo 
G.  Blaine,  and  a  gentleman  l)y  the  name  i>f  Mansfield.  When 
we  were  seated,  Lawrence  Barrett  came  to  where  1  was  silling, 
shook  hands  with  me  and  asked  after  my  health  and  other  cour- 
tesies of  the  day.  I  said  to  liim,  ".Mr.  I'.arrell,  who  is  llial  lillle 
))erson  to  whom  you  were  speaking.''  lie  is  now  silling  ])rsi(le 
Mr.  Florence."  Mr.  Barrett  said.  "(  )li,  that  Lillle  (  )ih- ;  lie  is  a 
l)urles(|ue  artist  wlio  rei)resents,  mostly,  female  characters.  <  )n 
the  stage  he  is  called  the  Dashing  Bdanchard."  I  said.  "Mis 
face  is  very  familiar  to  me.  and  it  seems  tr)  me  I  nmsl  ]ia\e  mel 
him  somewhere.  1  \er}-  seldom  forget  a  lace,  and  his  looks  so 
familiar  to  me."     Mr.  Barrett  said,  "lie  has  traveled  a  "reat  deal. 
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and  iH)Ssihh"  \on  have  met  him  in  the  \\  est.     He  was  connected 
with  the   Unckley  Serenaders  for  a  number  of  years,  and  placed 
their  female  parts."     I  then  said  to  ]\Ir.  Barrett,  "I  think  I  can 
locate  hini  now.     Isn't  he  the  little  fellow  who  used  to  play  Cin- 
derella?"    Mr.  Barrett  said,  "Yes,  that  was  the  first  time  I  ever 
saw  him,  when  I  was  quite  a  young  man.     He  was  then  playing 
Cinderella.     He  is  a  good  deal  older  than  he  looks.     He  always 
seems,  to  the  people,  only  a  boy,  but  he  is  up  in  years.    How  old, 
I  reallv  cannot  tell  you.     I  expect,  presently,  a  gentleman  here 
bv  the  name  of  Mr.  A\'arren,  Avho  has  him  in  his  care."     I  then 
made  up  my  mind  that  I  would  speak  to  him  if  the  chance  came. 
While   ^Ir.   Barrett  and   I   were  talking,   a   military  looking 
gentleman  came  into  the  banquet  room  and  surveyed  the  whole 
room  with  his  eyes  or,  perhaps  you  would  say,  took  in  the  whole 
room»     \Vhen   he   located   the   little   person,   he    walked   over   to 
where  he  was  sitting  and  took  a  seat  beside  him  ;  the  little  per- 
son looked  up  into  his  face  and  smiled.     Then  I  discovered  there 
was  a  strong  friendship  in  that  smile.     ^Ir.  Florence  passed  his 
hand  over  and  grasped  3^Ir.  A\'arren's  hand  very  warmly.     I  then 
discovered  there  was  an  acquaintance  there,  if  not  a  strong  friend- 
ship.    All  of  a  sudden  ]\Ir.   Blaine  stepped  toward  me  and  ad- 
dressing me,  said,  "Mr.  Davis,  come  with  me.     I  would  like  to 
introduce  you  to  a  friend."     I  followed  him,  and  to  my  aston- 
ishment,  he   introduced   me   to   ^Ir.   Warren,    ^Iw   Florence   and 
Little  Justin.     AMien  we  had  spoken  a  few  words  in  a  friendly 
manner,  I  said  to  the  Little  One,  "I  believe  I  have  seen  you  be- 
fore." He  said,  "Fossibly;  thousands  have  seen  me  whom  I  never 
became  acquainted  with."     I  then  said  to  him.  "Do  you  remem- 
ber, a  number  of  years  ago,  in  a  hotel  in  Chicago,  in  the  hall, 
you  passed  by  a  room  where  the  door  was  o]:)en,  and  two  gentle- 
men stood  in  the  doorway?     As  you     passed,     you  looked  up, 
laughed  and  addressed  one  of  them,  saying,  'You  are  a  raw-boned 
looking  chap — you  must  be  what  they  call  a   Western  Hoosier.' 
'i'hen  you  passed  on  to  your  room,  where  we  heard  a  lady's  voice 
rc])rimanding  you    for   si)eaking  that    way   to   strangers.      I   was 
the  heavier  built  one,   whom  you     told     the     lady  must  be  the 
father."     He   then   laughed  and  .said,  "I   think   T   do  remember; 
Mr.   TUickley  told  me  afterward  that  the  other  one's  name  was 
Lincoln,  that  he   was  a  lawyer  in   Si)ringficld,  Illinois."     I  then 
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told  him  I  also  dealt  in  law  sonic.  He  spoke  up  and  said,  "You 
lawyers  are  a  bad  set  and  need  watching,"  which  made  us  all 
laugh.  Then  I  addressed  the  most  of  my  conversation  to  Mr. 
AVarren  and  Mr.  Blaine.  In  about  half  an  hour  we  were  all  seat- 
ed at  the  banquet  table. 

The  next  time  I  met  him  was  in  Pittsburg,  Penn.  He  was 
playing  with  a  company  called  the  Lyceum  Company.  I  stopped 
at  the  hotel  where  the  company  were  ;  I  think  it  bore  the  name, 
"Monongahela  House." 

When  I  entered  the  dining  room,  the  head  waiter  said,  "Step 
this  way,  sir,''  and  to  my  surprise,  he  seated  me  opposite  Mr. 
A\'arren  and  the  Little  One.  \\  hen  we  recognized  each  other, 
we  all  smiled.  The  Little  One  spoke  up  and  said,  "You  are  that 
old  lawyer  fellow  we  saw  at  the  Fifth  Avenue  Hotel,  ain't  you?" 
W'hich  caused  a  ripple  of  laughter  to  pass  around  the  table.  I 
said,  "I  am  that  old  fellow,  only  a  little  older."  Then  he  said, 
"Ain't  you  coming  to  see  us  tonight?  Papa,  write  out  an  order 
to  pass  him  and  his  girl  in.  You've  got  a  girl,  ain't  you?"  I 
said,  "Several  of  them."  He  said,  "Great  Scott!  How  man}^?" 
1  said,  "I  don't  like  to  tell,  just  now."  ]\Ir.  AVarren  said  he  would 
write  out  the  pass  after  we  had  talked  a  little.  The  Little  One 
asked  me  if  I  liked  stewed  kidneys,  saying  they  had  some  there, 
which  caused  a  ripple  of  laughter  to  go  around  the  table. 

After  w^e  had  dined,  we  passed  out  into  the  lobby.  The 
Little  One  stepped  between  us  and  took  both  our  hands.  Mr. 
Warren  and  I  commenced  to  walk  up  and  down  the  lobbv.  talk- 
ink  with  each  other,  and  as  I  looked  down  al  the  Little  (  )ne's 
hand  laid  in  mine,  I  think  I  beheld  one  of  the  most  beautiful 
hands  nature  ever  molded.  It  looked  so  beautiful  that  I  stooped 
down  and  kissed  it.  He  s]:)oke  up  cjuickly,  "Who  told  vnu  to  do 
that?''  which  made  ^Ir.  AAarren  laugh.  Mr.  Warren  asked  me 
to  go  to  their  rooms  and  join  him  in  a  cigar  and  a  glas<  of  wine. 
I  went  with  them  and  spent  the  most  enjoyable  afternoon  1  had 
spent  in  years.  We  talked  considerable  on  theatrical  life,  until 
Mr.  AA'arren  said,  "Xow,  Little  One,  let  me  take  ofif  your  shoes 
so  you  can  lie  down  and  take  a  nap;  while  you  sleep  I  will  en- 
tertain Mr.  Davis."  The  Little  One  spoke  up  and  said.  "It  wants 
some  big  fellow  to  entertain  a  big  chap  like  him."  ^Ir.  AA^arren 
.said,  "You  will  excuse  me  a  few   minutes,  Mr.  Davis;  I  generally 
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sing"  him  to  sleep.""  Mr.  Warren  sat  in  front  of  the  bed,  took 
the  Little  One's  hand  in  his  and  sang  a  pretty  Scottish  ballad. 
I  then  discovered  that  ^Ir.  W^arren  had  a  rich  bass  voice,  in 
about  ten  minutes  the  medium  went  to  sleep.  I  then  asked  Mr. 
Warren,  "Do  you  always  sing  him  to  sleep?"  He  said,  "Yes,  I 
have  educated  him  to  that."  We  then  took  up,  for  our  conver- 
sation, the  subject  <if  military  life,  which  was  very  interesting 
to  me. 

The  next  time  we  met  was  in  the  city  of  Washington,  D.  C. 
I  saw  their  names  among  the  arrivals  at  the  hotels.  I  called 
upon  them  and  received  a  very  cordial  greeting.  The  Little  One 
led  me  to  a  large  arm  chair,  saying.  "Sit  down  there,  old  man  ; 
I  want  to  see  if  you  look  as  pretty  as  ever,'"  which  made  us 
laugh.  Then  he  said,  "You'll  have  to  be  made  President,  some 
day,  and  eat  up  all  the  pies  and  cakes  in  the  White  House,"  which 
made  us  laugh  again.  All  of  a  sudden,  he  stood  very  still  and 
looked  at  me  \vith  a  vacant  stare  in  his  eyes.  When  W^arren 
looked  at  him  he  said,  "Damn  that  influence.  I  wish  it  would 
stay  away."  I  said.  "What  influence  do  you  mean,  and  why 
does  he  look  at  me  so  strangely?"  "Oh,  you  will  find  out  before 
long;  I  wish  they  would  go  away  and  let  him  alone."  I  said. 
"Why  go  away?"  W'hen.  all  of  a  sudden,  he  turned  and  came 
toward  me ;  sitting  down  on  my  knee  he  took  up  my  fat  hand 
between  his  two  little  hands,  and  with  one  of  them,  smoothed 
the  upper  part  of  my  hand  so  gently.  While  he  was  doing  this, 
suddenly  I  received  a  shock  which  seemed  to  pass  through  my 
whole  body.  He  looked  up  and  smiled,  addressing  me  thus : 
"You  will  almost  reach  the  highest  seat  in  the  government,  but 
not  quite,  for  Abraham  must  go  higher  than  you."  I  said.  "What 
Abraham  are  you  speaking  of?"  when  he  smiled  into  my  face 
and  said,  "Abraham  Lincoln,  the  circuit  lawyer."  I  said,  "\Vell. 
what  of  him  ?"  He  looked  at  me  and  smiled  again,  saying,  "One 
day  Abraham  Lincoln  will  be  president  of  the  United  States." 
It  made  me  laugh  right  out,  for  it  seemed  really  mocking  to  think 
that  my  old  friend  Abe  Lincoln  would  become  president  of  the 
United  States.  !  ])urst  out  laughing  again,  until  my  sides  shook  > 
when  a  voice  spoke  very  solemnly,  and  with  a  distinct  pronun- 
ciation said,  "I  George  Washington,  say  so."  I  laughed  and  said. 
■*You   are   a   burlesque   artist   to   perfection.''     Then   the   solemn 
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voice  said,  "Before  you  mock  us  too  much,  wait  and  see;  for  'he 
who  laughs  last,  laughs  best."  When  it  comes  to  pass,  our  men's 
blood  will  fertilize  the  ground  :  for,  when  he  takes  his  seat,  the 
war  trumpet  will  be  blown,  and  kinsmen  will  face  each  other  in 
battle.     Mark  what  I  say." 

Then  the  influence  seemed  to  ])ass  awa\'  from  him.  He 
walked  over  to  where  Mr.  Warren  was  sitting,  and  sat  down 
on  a  foot-rest  between  his  feet,  laid  his  head  on  Mr.  Warren's 
breast,  and  placed  his  hand  inside  of  his  vest  saying,  "Papa,  1 
am  tired  and  want  to  go  to  sleep."  Mr.  Warren  placed  his  arms 
around  him,  and  the  Little  One  went  to  sleep.  Mr.  Warren  ad- 
dressed me,  saying,  "Mr.  Davis,  I  look  upon  you  as  a  friend,  and, 
for  God's  sake,  don't  mention  what  you  ha^'e  heard  here  toda}' 
to  any  living  person.  I  ask  you  as  a  gentleman  to  make  me  this 
promise.''  I  solemnly  promised  him  that  I  would  never  men- 
tion it  to  a  living  being.  He  said,  "My  Little  One  is  afflicted 
with  a  curse,  which  follows  his  race,  which  the  people  call 
witchcraft."  I  said,  "Isn't  this  mediumship,  which  the  spiritual- 
ists speak  of  so  much?"  He  said,  "Some  people  call  it  that.  I 
am  afraid  it  will  cause  my  Little  One  to  become  an  idiot."  "Oh," 
I  said,  "I  wouldn't  look  at  it  in  that  light,  Mr.  Warren.  If  this 
prediction  comes  to  pass,  then  I  will  believe  in  the  occult  power 
of  things,  and  not  look  upon  Spiritualism  as  some  people  do, 
but  as  one  of  the  laws  which  we  do  not  understand,  our  edu- 
cation being  deficient  in  power  to  teach  us  the  reality  of  such  a 
law."  It  came  to  pass,  and  I  am  a  believer  in  spiritual  power. 
This  prediction  w'as  given  a  number  of  }ears,  as  T  remember  it, 
six  years,  before  Lincoln   was  elected. 

The  next  time  T  met  Lincoln,  in  Illinois,  and  shook  hands 
with  him,  I  laughed  right  out  in  his  face,  thinking  of  the  pre- 
diction, and  that  such  a  man  as  he  would  become  president  of 
the  United  States.  He  said,  "Davis,  what  are  you  laughing  at?" 
I  said,  "It  surprises  me  to  see  how  good  looking  you  are  grow- 
ing, Al>e."  Then  he  said,  "I  thought  you  would  discover  it  some 
time."  Little  did  I  think,  then,  that  he  would  become  the  great- 
est man  the  Nation  has  ever  known,  and  dear  to  the  hearts  of 
all  the  people.  Oh,  that  fatal,  fatal  bullet,  that  destroyed  the 
mortal  body  of  one  of  God's  greatest  creations,  Abraham  Lin- 
coln.    Thv  memorv  will   alwavs  l)e  green   to  the   American   Xa- 
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tion  and  the  wreath  that  has  been  woven  for  thy  martyrs  shall 
bloom  into  a  garland  of  flowers,  that  shall  crown  the  beauty  thai 
lays  in  thy  memory  for  all  time.  Amen. 

The  next  time  I  met  the  medium  was  in  Washington,  D.  C. 
when  Abraham  Lincoln  had  become  President  of  the  United 
States.  Now,  sir,  I  am  goino^  to  tell  you  something  that  ]\Ir. 
Lincoln  swore  to  keep  a  secret,  and  which,  in  fact,  he  did  up 
to  the  present  time. 

He  discovered  that  I  knew  some  things  in  relation  to  what 
I  am  now  going  to  tell,  and  addressed  me  one  day,  in  spirit  life, 
saying,  "You  and  ]Mr.  Blaine  are  acquainted  with  some  facts 
connected  with  Mr.  Warren,  Justin  and  myself,  no  part  of  which 
I  have  ever  divulged,  in  any  way  whatever,  to  any  one.  not  even 
my  private  secretary.  How  did  you  discover  our  secret?"  I 
laughed  and  said,  "A  lady  gave  me  information  concerning  it." 
Then  he  said,  ''Do  you  mean  a  medium?"  I  said,  "Yes."  He 
said,  "It  beats  all  the  Dutch  that  ever  came  out  of  Holland,  how 
these  mediums  can  tell  these  things."  I  said,  "The  medium  does 
not  tell  the  things,  but  the  spirit  that  comes  en  rapport  with  the 
medium.  Do  you  remember,  one  day  I  called  at  the  \Miite 
House  and  you  were  in  conversation  with  Little  Warren?"  (He 
was  always  called  "Little  Warren"  in  those  days.)  He  said  to 
me,  "Yes,  I  remember  that  occasion  very  well;  you  laughed  to 
much  at  the  Little  One  because  he  was  dressed  so  peculiarly." 
I  said.  "Then  do  you  also  remember  a  lady  who  sent  in  her 
card  and  w-ished  to  be  admitted  to  your  presence?  You  granted 
her  recpiest  and  she  was  ushered  into  the  room.  You  said,  ad- 
dressing lier,  'Madam,  what  can  I  do  for  you?'  She  said,  'Mr. 
President,  I  came  to  see  you  about  my  son  who  is  a  lieutenant ; 
I  have  been  informed  that  he  has  been  taken  prisoner,  and  you 
can  help  me.'  When  you  said,  'How,  madam  ;  in  what  way  can 
I  help  you?"  she  pointed  to  the  Little  One  and  said,  'Through 
him,'  you  said,  'Give  me  time,  and  I  will  think  it  over,'  and  as 
you  stepped  to  the  door  to  let  her  pass  out,  she  motioned  for 
me  to  follow  her  and  I  thought  I  had  made  a  mash.  I  then  bade 
you  goofl  morning,  said  I  would  see  you  later,  and  withdrew 
from  the  room. 

When  I  went  out  I  found  the  woman  standing"  on  the  walk. 
She    apprrtachcd    me    and    said.    ■'^'onI•    n;uiK'    is    Mr.    Davis."      T 
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said,  "\'es,  madam;  how  did  3'ou  know?"  She  said,  "The  \'oice 
tells  me  so."  I  said,  "Are  you  what  they  call  a  medium?"  She 
said,  "Yes,  I  am;  and  you  also  are  a  medium."  T  said,  "If  I  am 
I  never  have  been  aware  of  it ;  I  never  knew  my  mediumship  to 
manifest  itself  in  any  way."  She  laughed  and  said,  "I  want  you 
to  draw  me  a  diagram  of  the  lay  of  the  country  around  Rich- 
mond, and  I  will  tell  you  a  secret.  Now  you  will  promise  me, 
as  a  gentleman,  you  will  keep  it  to  yourself?"  I  said,  "I  will 
keep  any  secret  that  a  lady  confides  to  me."  She  said,  "Very 
w^ell,  I  know  you  are  a  gentleman  and  that  I  can  depend  on 
you.  You  saw  that  little  fellow  in  the  room  w'ith  the  President?" 
To  this  I  assented.  Then  she  said,  "The  voice  tells  me  he  is  a 
secret  spy.  What  I  mean  by  a  secret  spy  is,  that  he  carries  se- 
cret messages  from  one  officer  to  another,  and  finally  brings  them 
to  President  Lincoln.  He  has  a  wonderful  memory  and  remem- 
bers all  the  ciphers  :  wdien  the  officers  dare  not  commit  any  mes- 
sage to  paper,  they  tell  it  to  him.  He  keeps  it  in  his  memory, 
carries  it  to  the  President  and,  if  anyone  is  present  whom  the 
President  is  entertaining,  he  walks  into  another  room,  marks 
down  on  a  piece  of  paper  the  ciphers,  which  the  President  un- 
derstands and  can  read,  as  each  cipher  means  so  many  words. 
Then  he  rolls  the  paper  into  a  small  compass,  comes  into  the 
President's  room,  looks  around,  making  believe  he  is  looking  for 
something;  when  he  gets  close  to  the  waste  basket  he  drops  it 
in  there  and,  after  a  few  minutes,  leaves  the  room,, 'carrying  with 
him,  perhaps,  a  newspaper  or  book.  A\dien  the  President  is  re- 
lieved of  the  visitor's  presence,  and  the  door  is  shut,  he  goes 
to  the  waste  basket  and  finds  the  message.  The  President  never 
leaves  the  room  until  he  gets  the  message  out  of  the  waste 
basket.  It  is  done  in  such  a  secret  way  that  if  the  private  secre- 
tary of  the  President,  or  anyone  else,  is  present,  they  would 
never  imagine  for  one  moment  that  anything  secret  was  going 
on  between  the  President  and  the  Little  One." 

Then  I  asked  her  what  she  wanted  the  diagram  for.  She 
said,  "You  have  been  in  and  around  Richmond  before  the  war, 
and  can  give  me  a  diagram,  which  I  will  call  for  by  four  o'clock 
this  afternoon."  She  called,  and  I  had  the  diagram  waiting  for 
her.  When  she  was  seated  and  I  had  handed  her  the  diagram, 
I  said,  "Now.  madam,  will  you  tell  me  how-  that  will  assist  you?" 
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SIk-  said.  "It  is  like  this;  that  person  leaves  tonight  with  a  se- 
cret message  to  a  fellow  spy  who  is  inside  the  rebel  lines ;  1  am 
to  go  and  stand  on  a  certain  road,  so  the  voice  tells  me  ;  I  shall 
see  an  old,  gray-haired  woman  coming  along  with  a  basket, 
filled  with  cookies  and  ginger-bread,  to  be  sold  to  the  rebel 
soldiers :  I  am  to  hand  her  this  diagram  and  then  await  results." 
I  asked  her  what  road  she  was  to  wait  upon.  She  said  she  was 
not  permitted  to  tell.  Then  I  asked  her  about  what  time  this 
woman  would  come  along.  She  said,  "I  am  not  even  permitted 
to  tell  you  that,  but'  I  will  call  tomorrow  and  tell  you  whether 
I  see  her  or  not."  She  called  next  morning  at  ten  o'clock  and  I 
asked  her  what  news  she  had  to  give  me.  She  told  me  she  had 
met  the  old  woman,  who  had  talked  in  a  perfect  Southern  dia- 
lect. "I  handed  her  the  paper,  when  along  came  a  darky,  in  a 
wagon,  and  said,  '^Irs.  Campbell,  wouldn't  you  like  a  lift  on  the 
way?"  She  said,  'I  would,'  and  bade  me  good  night.  They  rode 
into  the  darkness,  and  that  was  the  last  I  saw  of  her." 

Four  days  afterwards  this  woman  and  her  son,  the  lieu- 
tenant, came  to  my  apartment.  I  said,  "Young  man,  how  did 
yf)U  escape  from  prison?"  He  said,  "It  was  like  this  sir.  When 
I  was  first  taken  prisoner,  I  was  put  into  a  large  room,  with 
others,  in  Richmond.  I  had  lost  my  coat  and  hat  on  the  way 
and  had  nothiuLi'  l)ut  my  sword  to  show  that  I  was  an  officer. 
They  said  they  did  not  believe  me  and  that  I  had  stolen  the 
sword  from  someone.  They  were  building  a  fortification  around 
Richmond  and  they  tliought  they  wfuild  humiliate  us  by  com- 
])elling  us  to  work  with  negroes  on  it.  It  turned  out  to  be  a  for- 
tunate thing  for  me.  for  an  old  woman  came  along  one  day,  sing- 
ing, and  selling  ])ics.  cakes,  ginger-bread  and  such  tilings;  an  offi- 
cer looked  uj)  and  said,  'I'm  damned  if  there  ain't  Old  Georgia 
crackling. again.'  He  said,  '\\'e]l  Mag,  what  have  you  to  sell  to- 
day?" 'j"hc  old  woman  gave  an  old  hag  laugh  and  said,  'The  best 
eatin's  in  the  worlrl.  made  out  of  Yankee  stuff.  ( )ne  day  I  made 
one  for  you  out  oi  the  pintins  of  everything.'  and  she  handed  him 
a  fine  l<')oking  ])ie.  which  made  all  our  mouths  water.  When  the 
(•fficer  had  bit  a  jiiece  out  of  it  he  said,  'Alag,  you're  a  cook  and 
no  mistake."  She  laughed  and  said,  'You  bet.'  She  sat  down 
near  the  rtfficer  until  he  had  eaten  the  ])ie.  TIumi  she  took  a  box 
«^>ut   of  her  jjockct   and   liaiidcd   il   lo  the  captain,  saying,  ''Pake  a 
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pinch,  Captain.'  I  noticed  he  took  two  large  pinches  of  snuff, 
when  he  said,  'I'm  damned,  Mag,  if  you  don't  have  the  best  snuff' 
around  here.'  She  said,  'You  bet."  He  asked,  'Where  do  you  get 
it?'  She  answered,  'Steal  it  from  the  ^'anks,'  at  which  he 
laughed  uproarously.  He  hollered  to  us  and  said,  'Do  you  hear 
that,  Yanks?'  Then  she  handed  him  the  box  with,  'Captain,  take 
a  good  pinch.'  Then  he  said,  'Mag,  did  }"ou  deliver  my  mes- 
sage?' She  said,  'Jt  never  went  into  safer  hands  than  I  gave  it 
to.  Cap.,  take  another  good  big  pinch,  for  I  won't  be  around 
here  for  three  or  four  days.  Tr}-  one  of  my  new  ginger  cakes.' 
By  the  time  he  took  the  ginger  cake  I  noticed  his  head  began 
to  nod  one  way  and  then  the  other;  then  he  laid  back  on  the 
bank  and  seemed  to  go  to  sleep ;  then,  I  think,  I  heard  the  most 
fiendish  laugh  that  I  ever  heard  in  my  life.  The  old  woman 
came  over  to  where  we  were,  and  said,  Come  boys,  here,  get  a 
cake."  She  handed  the  cakes  all  around  and  when  she  came  to 
me  she  said,  'You  look  hungry,'  and  handed  me  a  double  cooky — 
that  is.  one  stuck  onto  the  other.  Then  her  voice  changed  to  one 
of  the  most  musical  I  have  ever  heard  and  she  said,  'Boys,  be 
brave  for  your  mothers  and  sisters  at  home.  You  will  soon  get 
out  of  here.  God  bless  you  all.'  She  flew  over  the  bank  as 
though  she  were  thirteen  or  fourteen  years  old  and  disappeared 
in  the  brush  in  no  time.  While  I  was  eating  my  cookies  I  dis- 
covered there  was  a  little  folded  paper  betw^een  them.  I  opened 
it  up  and  discovered  this  diagram,  sir,"  which  he  handed  to  me, 
saying,  "You  will  see  written  on  the  back,  'Meet  me  as  quick  as 
your  legs  will  let  you,  where  the  two  streams  meet,  one  mile  due 
east  from  here."  I  shot  over  that  bank  quicker  than  it  takes  to 
tell  it  and  never  stopped  until  I  found  where  the  two  streams 
met.  T  looked  around,  but  saw  no  one  at  first.  In  about  ten 
minutes  I  saw  a  small  person  emerging  from  a  thicket,  dressed 
as  a  rebel  lieutenant,  which  made  me  laugh,  for  I  recognized 
the  musical  voice.  He  said,  'Ish,  ish,  or  we  will  be  discovered  : 
follow  me  quick.'  I  followed  him  into  the  thicket  and  when  we 
had  gone  about  eight  hundred  feet  we  came  to  a  little  opening. 
There  stood  a  negro  holding  three  horses.  The  Little  One 
stepped  to  a  horse,  took  a  pair  of  pants  and  ;i  coat  belonging  to 
a  rebel  officer  and  said  to  me.  'Put  those  on  as  (piick  as  you  can 
and  mount.'     I  did  as  re(|uestc(l.     The  negro  led  us  this  way  and 
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that.  It  looked  to  me  as  if  he  didn't  know  where  he  was  going". 
When  we  had  ridden  about  four  hours  in  this  manner  we  came 
to  a  river  where  the  water  was  quite  low  and  forded  it  easily ; 
mounting  the  bank  on  the  other  side  we  entered  a  dense  forest 
of  trees  and  undergrowth.  I  judge  we  had  ridden  through  this 
for  as  least  eight  miles,  when  we  came  to  a  place  and  the  negro 
said,  'We  will  dismount  and  rest  here  and  let  the  horses  eat  some 
grass."  The  negro  took  from  his  saddle-bags  some  food,  which 
he  handed  around  for  us  to  eat.  So  we  all  ate  some,  the  negro 
included.  Then  the  negro  said,  'Now,  Little  Warren,  you  take 
some  sleep  while  I  will  stand  guard.'  I  said,  'So  will  I,  for  I 
can't  sleep."     I  was  so  nervous  and  excited. 

"We  remained  there  until  it  was  quite  dark,  when  we  re- 
mounted and  struck  out  again.  We  rode  at  a  lively  gait  and,  in 
about  two  hours,  were  inside  the  Union  lines.  I  cried  for  joy 
at  sight  of  the  Stars  and  Stripes.  We  rode  up  to  an  encamp- 
ment of  soldiers  and  stepped  in  front  of  the  colonel's  tent.  The 
Little  One  vaulted  from  the  saddle  into  the  colonel's  arms.  The 
colonel  said,  'Oh,  my  pet,  my  little  pet,  did  you  accomplish  it?' 
The  Little  One  pointed  to  me  and  said,  'That  young  man  is  the 
proof.'  Then  the  colonel  said  to  the  negro,  'Take  that  young 
man.'  meaning  me,  'down  to  Betty's  where  he  will  get  refresh- 
ment and  a  bed  for  the  night,  and  my  boy  will  join  you  in  the 
morning.'  When  he  had  joined  us  in  the  morning  he  was  no 
longer  the  rebel  lieutenant,  but  a  gay  young  laughing  girl,  with 
a  pretty  frock  and  pinafore  and  large  hat  tied  on  his  head  with 
beautiful  scarlet  ribbons,  and  on  his  feet  the  daintiest  little  pair 
of  shoes  that  you  ever  saw.  He,  or  she  I  should  say,  was  riding 
on  a  horse  beside  the  colonel  when  they  came  up  in  front  of  the 
cabin.  She  called  out,  'Good  morning,  Betty  and  everybody  in- 
side there.'  Then  Betty  said,  'Lor'  bless  'im  ;  thar  is  that  child 
again.'  She  came  out  and  said,  'Honey,  what  is  they  going  to 
make  of  you  next  time?'  The  Little  One  said,  'God  only  knows, 
r>etty ;  time  only  can  tell.  Now,  gentlemen,  let  us  mount  and 
ride  for  Washington.'  The  colonel,  being  a  tall  man,  bent  over, 
took  the  Little  one  in  his  arms  and  kissed  her  several  times,  say- 
ing, "Don't  fail  to  come  to  me  next  Saturday,  as  you  know  how 
I  feel  when  you  are  off  on  these  expeditions.' 

Betty  said.  'Massa  Warren,  God  has  the   Little  One  in  His 
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care."  We  bade  our  adieus,  put  spurs  lo  our  horses  and  started 
for  Washington,  and  we  got  here,  sir,  last  night  at  ten  o'clock. 
My  mother  met  us  at  the  bridge.  The  spirits  directed  her  to 
come  here.  The  negro  and  the  Little  One  disappeared  and  I 
haven't  seen  either  of  them  since.  My  mother  brought  me  here 
this  morning  to  prove  to  you  that  spirits  can  return  and  direct 
the  steps  of  their  loved  ones.  I  will  now  rest  a  few  days  and 
then  report  to  my  regiment.  ^Mother  says  that  I  must  call  on 
the  President  before  I  return  to  my  regiment,"  which  he  did. 
I  relate  these  things  to  you,  sir,  to  show  you  the  life  the  medium 
lived  during  the  war.  I  was  requested  to  come  and  give  this 
communication  for  your  book  and  will  leave  my  love  for  Justin, 
saying  God  bless  the  day  that  the  spirit  of  George  Washington 
predicted,  through  his  mediumship,  that  Abraham  Lincoln  would 
become  President  of  the  United  States,  for  a  grander  man  never 
saw  the  light  of  day.  I  thank  you,  sir,  for  taking  down  my  com- 
munication and  hope  that  which  I  have  related  about  Justin's 
mediumship  will  throw  some  light  on  your  beautiful  philosophy 
called  modern  spiritualism.  Thanking  God  and  the  angels  that 
all  humanity  will  have  as  much  proof  of  it  as  I  have.  I  would 
say  that  this  incident  is  only  one  of  the  many  services  which  the 
medium  did  for  his  country  during  the  war.  This  is  the  bene- 
diction I  send  to  my  earth  friends.  Yours  for  truth  always. 
Good  night. 

TUESDAY,  June  11th,  1901. 

There  is  one  instance  which  I  forgot  to  mention  and  I  think 
it  will  be  a  benefit  to  the  public  if  said  instance  is  related.  One 
day  I  called  at  the  President's  mansion.  That  was  in  the 'month 
of  September.  1863.  I  was  sitting  conversing  with  President 
Lincoln  in  what  they  call  the  Blue  Room.  W'e  were  talking 
upon  war  topics,  when  a  man  appeared  at  the  door  and  said, 
"Mr.  President,  there  is  a  little  mulatto  girl  outside  who  says 
she  must  see  you  immediately."  Then  the  President  said,  "By 
what  entrance  was  she  admitted?"  "I  do  not  know,  sir,"  the 
man  said.  "I  first  discovered  her  in  the  hall  looking  in  at  the 
door  of  the  public  room,  sir.  I  said  to  her,  '\\"ho  do  you  want  to 
see,  and  what  do  you  want?'  'I  wants  to  see  Massa  Lincoln,  and 
right  smart,  too.'     I   said,  'T  guess  you  must   want  to  see  ^frs. 
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Lincoln.'  She  said,  'I  guess  not.  boss;  1  reckon  I  know  who  I 
want  to  see.  I  want  to  see  ]\Iassa  Lincohi  before  my  mind  gets 
cold,'  which  made  me  laugh,  sir,  and  I  thought,  sir,  you  were 
possibly  here  in  this  room."  Mr.  Lincoln  then  said,  "Show  her 
in,''  which  he  did.  Then  entered  a  little  mulatto  wench,  in  a  red 
frock  and  a  bandana  on  her  head.  She  took  a  sweet  potato  out 
of  her  pocket,  a  fair  sized  one,  and  said,  "Massa  Lincoln,  my 
mother  is  the  best  raiser  of  sweet  potatoes  in  the  whole  kintry, 
and  she  sends  you  this  one  as  a  present  to  show  you  how  she 
can  raise  dem  sweet  potatoes."  As  the  President  reached  out 
his  hand  to  take  the  sweet  potato,  I  noticed  he  grew  pale.  She 
looked  up  in  his  face  with  a  mischievous  look  and  laughed,  say- 
ing. "Boss,  it  takes  a  big"  man  to  run  this  kintry,  don't  it  now : 
dat's  de  reason  they  took  you  out  of  de  whole  lot  to  be  dat  man. 
Dat  oder  man  ober  dare  sitting"  on  a  chair  looks  like  he  got  all 
de  g"ood  things  in  the  kintry,"  which  made  us  both  laugh.  As 
she  turned  to  go  I  said,  "Hold  on  there."  She  turned  around 
and  said,  "What  you  white  man  wants?"  I  said,  "What's  your 
name?"  She  spoke  up  quickly,  "Blue  Blossom."  I  said,  "Where 
did  you  come  from?"  She  said,  "Virginia."  I  said,  "What  part 
of  Virg"inia?"  She  said,  "Any  part  most  likely  to  be  found," 
which  made  the  President  smile.  I  said,  "Can  you  sing  any?" 
She  said,  "Somewhat,  I  reckon."  T  took  a  five  dollar  gold  piece 
out  of  my  purse  and  held  it  up.  I  said,  "Now,  ]\Iiss  Blueblossom." 
At  that  she  gave  me  one  of  the  most  niggery  laughs  I  think  I 
ever  heard,  and  she  said,  "The  white  g"emn"ian  calls  the  mixed  up 
trash  Miss — what's  neider  white  nor  black.  Oh,  golly,  I'se 
flustrated."  Then  I  said  to  her,  "If  you"ll  sing  one  of  your  songs 
and  dance  for  me,  you'll  have  this  five  dollar  gold  piece."  She 
said,  "I'se  your  picaninny."  Then  she  started  right  oft'  into  a 
negro  song  in  which  she  patted  time  with  her  feet,  slapped  her 
jaws  with  her  hand,  shook  her  head,  at  which  I  laughed  so  much 
I  thought  I  should  fall  off  the  chair.  She  finished  up  with  a 
dance,  jumjjed  into  the  air  and  struck  a  break  and  then  bolted 
out  of  the  room,  at  the  same  time  snatching  the  five  dollar  piece 
out  from  between  ni}-  fingers  and  while  she  did  that  she  gave  me 
a  kick  in  the  stomach  that  almost  knocked  the  breath  out  of  me. 
When  I  had  recovered  my  wind  again  and  looked  u])  at  the  Pres- 
ident  he   wa^  laugliing  so  that  the  tears   were  rolling  down   his 
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clieeks  and  holdint^'  his  sides.  I  said,  "God  Almighty!  Where 
do  you  suppose  that  creature  came  from?"  Then  he  said,  "If 
you  will  excuse  me  I  will  go  and  look  after  her  and  see  whether 
she  gets  out  of  the  house  all  right."  Then  I  said,  "Mr.  Presi- 
dent, let  me  look  at  that  potato."  He  took  no  notice  of  my  re- 
quest, but  walked  out  of  the  room  with  the  potato.  In  about  half 
an  hour  he  returned,  with  a  broad  smile  over  his  face.  Then  I 
said,  "Abraham,  what  did  you  do  with  that  potato?"  as  I  had  a 
strong  impression,  after  he  left  the  room,  that  that  wench  came 
for  other  business  besides  presenting  the  potato.  To  my  ques- 
tion he  said  in  his  ofT-handed  way,  "Oh.  I  handed  it  to  one  of 
the  servants  to  take  to  the  kitchen."  He  sat  down  and  con- 
versed with  me  a  little  while  longer,  when  he  said,  "Davis,  I 
guess  you  will  ha\e  to  excuse  me  now,  but  call  tomorrow  and 
we  will  have  a  social  chat.  I  have  some  business  to  attend  to 
which  requires  my  attention  immediately."  He  bade  me  good 
morning  and  1  withdrew.  When  I  reached  my  room  I  felt  a 
little  drowsy.  I  laid  down  on  a  couch  on  which  I  was  in  the 
habit  of  taking  a  nap.  I  don't  know  how  long  I  had  slept  when 
a  knock  at  the  door  aroused  me.  I  said,  "Come  in."  A  servant 
opened  the  door  and  entered,  saying,  "Mr.  Davis,  there  is  a  lad\" 
waiting  below  who  would  like  to  see  you."  I  said,  "Show-  the 
lady  up  to  niy  sitting  room."  A  few  minutes  afterward  I  heard 
the  servant  opening  the  door  and  showing  her  into  the  sitting 
room.  I  passed  from  my  sleeping  room  into  the  sitting  room, 
where  I  beheld  the  lady  medium.  She  laughed  and  said,  "Mr. 
Davis,  you  did  not  expect  to  see  me."  I  said,  "Xo,  madam,  1 
did  not."  She  said,  "\"ou  Avere  at  the  President's  mansion  this 
morning  and  were  entertained  l)}'  ^Ir.  Lincoln  in  the  P.lue  Room. 
A\  hile  there,  a  mulatto  wench  was  ushered  into  your  ])resence — 
that  is,  into  the  presence  of  Mr.  Lincoln  and  yourself.  She  gave 
:the  I'resident  a  sweet  potato,  then  sang  and  danced  at  your  re- 
quest." I  said,  "Madam,  how  do  you  know  all  this?'"  She  said. 
"While  sitting  in  my  room  I  saw  it  all  clairvoyantly.  The  Pres- 
ident thinks  he  keeps  all  the  secrets  locked  u])  in  his  breast. 
Little  does  he  think  that  spirit  power  can  unfold  those  secrets 
and  reveal  them  to  me."  I  said,  "It  is  astonishing.  Madam,  this 
spirit  power."  She  laughed  and  said,  "Oh,  you  will  realize  it  be- 
fore you  are  through  with  it.  Mr.  Davis."     Then  she  said.  "The 
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centre  of  that  sweet  potato  was  liollowed  out  and  valuable  com- 
munications rolled  tip  and  placed  therein.  Then  the  sweet  po- 
tato was  fastened  together  with  some  kind  of  gum  and  rolled  in 
the  dirt  so  yoti  could  not  detect  it.  Those  communications  were 
stolen  from  Gen.  Robert  E.  Lee  by  one  of  his  officers,  whom  the 
little  person  had  fascinated,  he  thinking  she  was  a  real  girl  and 
falling  under  the  power  of  her  blandishments  or  her  fascinating 
spell.  She  said  if  he  would  gi\"e  her  some  valuable  communica- 
tions from  his  general  he  might  hope  some  day  to  win  her  hand. 
He  betrayed  his  master  like  judas  did  Jesus.  She  entered  the 
rebel  camp  in  the  guise  of  a  mulatto  girl.  He  had  the  com- 
munication in  the  sweet  potato  already  waiting  her  coming.  He 
met  her  in  a  piece  of  timber  outside  of  the  rebel  camp.  When  he 
saw^  her  coming  his  joy  knew  no  bounds.  He  gave  her  the  po- 
tato, wdiich  she  hastily  placed  in  her  bosom.  He  hugged  her  and 
kissed  her  passionately,  then  he  said,  'Oh  darling,  promise  me 
that  you  will  be  mine.'  She  said,  'Let  us  live  in  hope  of  what 
the  future  will  bring  us.'  He  kissed  her  passionately  again,  then 
she  fled  into  the  night  like  a  wild  deer.  She  had  no  shoes  or 
stockings  on,  so  that  they  might  not  hear  her  coming.  "  Then 
the  lady  said  to  me,  "]\Ir.  Davis,  the  spirits  showed  it  all  to  me 
this  morning  clairvoyantly.  I  have  been  held  in  the  clairvoyant 
state  over  three  days,  off  and  on,  following  the  wanderings  of 
that  wild  creature,  for  she  is  a  Avild  creature,  God  knows.  The 
spirits  have  not  shown  me  the  outcome  of  it  all  yet.  The  old 
woman,  the  rebel  lieutenant,  and  the  mulatto  girl  are  all  one 
and  the  same  person,  who  is  the  Dashing  Blanchard,  who  plays 
at  certain  times  at  one  of  our  theatres  here.  The  spirits  have 
shown  me  how  she  carried  some  of  her  communications.  They 
are  rolled  up  like  small  pellets  and  when  she  thinks  there  is  any 
danger,  she  swallows  them,  and  makes  tracks  for  Washington, 
where  she  has  a  stool,  and  that  stool  is  examined  until  the  pellet 
is  found.  You  must  understand,  Mr.  Davis,  it  takes  so  much 
fine  paper  to  make  a  pellet  of  that  size,  when  done  up  into  such 
a  small  condition,  that  when  taken  into  the  mouth  it  cannot  be 
masticated,  nor  will  it  be  dissolved  in  the  internal  organs,  but 
passes  thrf)ugh  the  channel  and  is  discovered  in  the  stool,  in  the 
same  form  that  it  had  been  swallowed.  The  spirits  tell  me  this 
is  one  of  the  in\entir)ns  of  that  person,  given  him  by  a  spirit. 
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The  spirits  have  shown  inc  where  the  little  person  has  been 
caught  several  times,  but  she  would  fascinate  the  officer  or  who- 
ever had  her  in  custody,  so  that  they  would  allow  her  to  escape. 
God  knows,  Mr.  Davis,  what  the  end  of  it  shall  be.  She  is  so 
reckless  and  daring  that  ^Ir.  Warren  expects  to  hear  of  her  hav- 
ing been  shot  any  day."  But,  while  she  was  talking,  there  came 
over  me  a  feeling  that  the  Little  One  would  escape  through  it 
all  ;•  and  I  was  willing  to  predict  that  he  would.  He  still  lives 
in  the  body,  and  will  soon  be  seventy-three  years  old.  There- 
fore, I  do  not  think  my  prediction  went  amiss.  I  was  requested 
to  come  back,  sir,  and  relate  this  incident,  which  was  one  of 
many  that  occurred  during  the  war:  similar  ones  have  occurred 
throughout  his  whole  life. 

I  think  he  was  the  strangest  being  I  ever  became  en  rapport 
\vith,  and  would  like  to  know  if  anyone  ever  understood  him  ; 
^Ir.  W^arren  thinks  he  did,  l)ut  I  doubt  it.  The  Little  One  has 
been  a  bird  of  passage  from  clime  to  clime,  l)ut  some  day  he  will 
rest  upon  a  branch  and  renew  his  strength.  That  branch  wnll 
belong  to  the  tree  of  knowledge  and  the  main  trunk  will  grow 
in  spirit  life  and  spread  its  branches  throughout  space.  Oh  Time. 
Time,  give  him  a  resting  place  where  he  may  renew  his  strength 
and  gird  on  his  armor,  then  go  forth  again  to  battle  with  life  as 
we  must  all  do  in  time.  I  thank  you,  I\Ir.  Hulburd,  for  your  kind- 
ness in  taking  down  this,  which  must  be  added  to  the  other  part 
of  the  communication.     Your  friend  in  Love,  Truth  and  Charity. 

This  communication  that  I  give,  L  said  David  Davis,  do 
hereby  solemnly  say.  that  all  contained  therein  is  true.  L  being 
one  of  the  prominent  individuals,  know  whereof  I  speak.  L  said 
David  Davis,  w^as  well  acquainted  with  the  medium  ;  and  all  the 
facts  lierein  mentioned  were  to  me  a  reality  as  I  took  part  there- 
in, to  a  certain  extent,  being  a  witness  to  some  of  said  manifes- 
tations. The  secret  herein  related  was  known  onl}^  to  President 
Lincoln  of  the  United  States.  Mr.  ^^'arren,  of  the  army,  Little 
Warren,  who  was  known  as  ju.•^tin.  James  G.  Blaine.  Mrs.  Betty 
Foster  of  Boston,  who  was  the  lady  medium,  and  myself,  David 
Davis.  The  facts  herein  mentioned  were  never  known  to  the 
public  or  printed  in  an\-  publication,  so  far  as  I  know.  The 
reason  it  was  kept  a  secret  was  that  if  given  to  the  public,  the 
assassin's  dagger  might  reach  the  Little  One.     He  has  been  shot 
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at  four  times  iluring  his  life  and  dodged  the  assassin's  btdlet  by 
a  niiraculi^us  coincidence,  which  God  and  the  angels  must  have 
had  a  hand  in.  Little  do  people  think  hc:)w  they  are  saved  from 
a  fatal  step  or  the  assassin'  bullet  by  spirit  power.  All  that  this 
communication  contains,  and  a  great  many  wonderful  escapes 
that  1  do  not  mention  herein,  this  medium  has  passed  through 
without  a  scathe  or  mark  of  any  kind.  \\'e  do  not  mention  any 
more  of  them  for  the  simple  reason  that  it  would  take  up  too 
much  Sluice  in  the  book.  I  give  this  now  to  the  public,  know- 
ing that  it  will  not  hurt  the  medium,  as  peace  now  covers  our 
beautiful  land  and  he  is  an  old  person,  almost  seventy -three, 
whose  hair  is  white.  The  great  experience  he  has  passed  through 
during  his  life  would  make  a  large  and  interesting  novel  for  the 
readers  of  our  Nation,  as  well  as  all  other  civilized  nations.  He 
has  been  a  hero  in  a  quiet  way,  which  others  also  can  testify. 
Many  of  the  secret  communications  that  he  bore  in  person  to 
said  President  of  the  United  States  would  make  a  wonderful  vol- 
ume, if  published ;  I  think  it  would  have  been  well  for  our  read- 
ers at  large ;  that  is,  if  Mr.  Warren  would  have  granted  permis- 
sion to  make  public  their  hair-breadth  escapes  during  the  war; 
also  the  communication  that  I  received  from  Ex-President  Wash- 
ington through  the  organism  of  Little  Justin,  six  years  before 
.\braham  Lincoln  was  elected  President  of  the  United  States. 
To  me  that  was  a  wonderful  communication,  and  I  think  our 
Nation  should  have  been  made  acquainted  with  the  fact ;  but  I 
gave  my  solemn  promise  to  Mr.  Warren,  as  a  gentleman,  that 
I  w^ould  not  divulge  the  secret  to  anyone,  and  I  kept  it  until  I 
entered  spirit  life,  when  Mr.  Lincoln  acquainted  me  with  the 
fact  that  I  was  co-partner  in  that  secret  which  I  have  opened 
up  to  the  reading  i)ublic,  for  their  benefit. 

Hoping  Little  Justin  will  forgive  me  for  the  liberty  I  have 
taken  with  his  secret.     ^^)ur  friend  as  ever 

DAVID  DAVIS. 

Now  a  dweller  in  s])irit  life,  who  thanks  God  that  birth  was 
given  to  him  on  the  great  American  soil,  who  gives  three  cheers 
for  the  Stars  and  Stri])es.  the  most  beautiful  flag  in  the  world. 
Thank  God  the  (^ray  and  the  P)luc  shake  hands  over  the  great 
chasm  called  death  ;  it  is  only  taking  on  the  new  birth  wherein 
reason  teaches  us  life  is  immortsfl. 


James  G.    Blaine 

Chapter  V 


JAMES  G.  BLAINE,  Saturday,  June  15th,  1901. 

I  am  requested  by  a  particular  friend  of  mine,  Mr.  Warren, 
to  come  today  and  give  a  communication  for  your  book.  !My 
name  is  James  G.  Blaine.  I  was  well  known  throughout  Amer- 
ica. At  one  time  the  Republican  party  put  my  name  up  for 
President.  I  ran  against  or  in  opposition  to  Mr.  Cleveland,  the 
Democratic  candidate.  I  was  elected,  but  ruled  out  by  the  Dem- 
ocrats, as  they  played  an  unprincipled  part,  which  all  the  re- 
spectable people  of  the  United  States  know  and  understand.  I 
was  truly  elected. 

But  the  principal  cause  that  brings  me  here  today  is  in  re- 
lation to  this  medium,  Justin.  I  first  saw  Justin  when  he  was 
connected  with  the  Buckley  Serenaders.  The  troupe  was  play- 
ing at  one  of  the  Broadway  theatres  in  New  York.  It  was  a 
good  many  years  ago.  just  how  many  I  cannot  tell.  The  next 
time  I  saw  him  was  in  Albany,  New  York,  with  Adah  Isaacs 
Menken,  under  the  name  of  the  Dashing  Blanchard.  The  next 
time  I  met  him  was  in  Boston,  Mass.,  playing  with  the  Buckley 
Serenaders. 

The  next  time  I  met  him  was  at  a  reception  or  bancpiet  given 
at  the  Fifth  Avenue  Hotel,  where  for  the  first  time  1  met  Mr. 
Warren.  We  conversed  at  considerable  length  during  the  even- 
ing. A  little  group  of  us  got  together,  after  the  banquet  was 
over.  We  went  ofif  jnto  one  part  of  the  room  by  ourselves.  The 
group  consisted  of  Mr.  Warren,  Little  Justin.  Mr.  Davis,  Mr. 
Florance,  Mr.  Page  and  myself.  Our  conversation  became  quite 
interesting.  ]\Ir.  Florance  entertained  us  very  highly  with  a  de- 
scription of  his  travels  in  Europe.  It  was  quite  amusing  to  hear 
him  tell  of  his  first  appearance  before  the  English  public.  Mr. 
Page  also  interested   us   with   his   travels  through   Spain.   Italy. 
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Norway.  Austria,  Denmark,  Sweden,  Holland,  Germany  and 
France.  After  they  had  interested  us  quite  highly  on  the  differ- 
ent subject  of  their  travels  Mr.  Davis  said,  "Now  come.  Little 
Justin,  tell  us  some  of  your  travels."  The  Little  One  spoke  up 
and  said.  "j\Iine  would  not  be  interesting  to  anyone,  as  I  always 
was  a  deck  hand."  Mr.  Davis  said,  ''Why,  what  do  you  mean  by 
that?"  The  Little  One  said,  "I  always  stood  in  the  background 
while  the  mashers  took  the  front  seats,"  which  was  the  cause 
of  quite  a  laugh.  Mr.  A\'arren  said,  "The  Little  One  couldn't 
tell  you  how  many  miles  it  is  from  here  to  Boston,  as  many  times 
as  he  has  traveled  it.  There  are  two  things  which  he  never  seems 
to  take  into  consideration ;  they  are  time  and  distance.  He  never 
seems  to  know  what  time  it  takes  to  go  from  one  place  to  an- 
other, or  how  far  the  distance  is.  I  have  been  trying  to  edu- 
cate him  into  that  so  that  if  he  is  questioned  on  the  subject;  for 
illustration,  if  he  was  asked,  how  far  is  it  from  New  York  to 
Florida,  it  would  be  possible  for  him  to  tell  3"OU ;  or  from  New 
York  to  Chicago.  The  other  day  I  asked  him  how  far  it  was 
from  New  York  to  Sandy  Hook.  He  said,  'I  guess  it  must  be 
as  much  as  a  mile,  ain't  it?"  which  made  me  laugh.  I  said,  'Puss, 
how  far  is  it  from  here  to  New  Orleans?'  He  said,  'I  don't  know, 
nor  I  don't  care ;  she  is  down  there  and  let  her  stay  there.  I  ain't 
a  worrying  about  her."  "  Just  then  he  pointed  at  me  and  said, 
"That  gentleman  wants  to  ask  me  a  question.  I  know  it.  I  feel 
it."  Then  I  said,  "How  did  you  know  that  I  wanted  to  ask  you 
a  question?"  He  said,  "I  saw  it  in  your  eyes.  The  battery  v/as 
switched  off  from  those  other  folks  and  attached  to  you."  \^'hich 
made  us  all  laugh.  Then  I  told  him,  "I  did  want  to  ask  him  a 
question."  Then  he  said,  "Gentlemen,  please  give  your  full  at- 
tention to  the  school  teacher,"  which  caused  another  laugh. 
When  I  said,  "How  far  back  can  you  remember  in  your  life?"" 
he  said.  "Ever  since  Adam  made  God,'"  which  brought  another 
laugh.  I  said,  "Can  you  remember  from  th^  age  of  three?""  He 
said,  "(Jh,  yes,  indeed."  T  said,  "What  took  place  that  you  can 
remember  when  you  were  three  years  old?"  He  then  said,  "My 
grandmother  took  a  hold  of  me  by  the  hair  and  wooled  me  good 
and  said  she  would  knock  the  devil  and  the  witchcraft  out  of 
me."  Mr.  Page  spoke  up  and  said.  "Oh,  how  cruel,  how  cruel: 
nature  had  made  you  wliat  }ou  were  anrl  then  you  were  punished 
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for  it."  The  Little  One  spoke  u{)  and  saitl,  "( jiandniollier  al- 
ways told  me  that  I  was  only  fit  for  the  gipsys  and  the  show 
people.  She  said  that  they  were  the  two  worst  classes  of  people 
living".  When  I  was  about  four  and  a  half  years  old,  there  came 
along  a  lot  of  gipsys  and  I  went  ofif  with  them,  thinking  I  must 
surely  belong  to  them,  when  my  grandmother  said  they  were 
the  only  people  I  was  fit  to  live  with.  My  grandfather  followed 
them  up,  found  me  and  brought  me  back.  I  came  to  this  country 
and  took  up  with  the  other  side  of  the  question,  which  finally 
landed  me  amongst  the  show  people.  But  the  Lord  kept  me 
from  lawyers,  for  I  think  they  are  the  worst  of  all,"  which  caused 
an  uproarious  laugh.  I  laughed  until  the  tears  ran  down  my 
cheeks.  When  I  looked  over  toward  Mr.  Florance  he  was  laugh- 
ing and  holding  his  sides.  He  shouted  out,  "The  Little  One  has 
made  the  hit  of  the  evening,"  and  then  fell  to  laughing  again. 
]\Ir.  Davis  said,  "Justin,  I  am  afraid  you  are  hard  on  lawyers." 
Justin  said,  "No,  sir,  I  am  soft  on  them  ;  anyone  who  has  any 
money  and  gets  into  their  clutches  becomes  soft  before  they  get 
through  with  them,"  which  caused  another  big  laugh.  We 
laughed  so  hilariously  that  many  in  the  l^anquet  room  were  at- 
tracted to  where  we  sat.  Lawrence  Barrett  came  up  and  placed 
his  hands  on  I\Ir.  A\'^arren"s  shoulders,  saying,  "Is  the  Little  One 
reading  the  gentlemens'  characters?"  Then  Mr.  Warren  said, 
"Oh,  no,  he  has  been  merely  relating  some  of  his  life  and  hopes 
God  will  j)rotect  him  from  lawyers."  ^^^lile  we  were  sitting 
there  a  large  number  of  people  gathered  and  sat  around  us.  Mr. 
Law-rence  Barrett  said,  "Now,  Justin,  see  if  you  can  describe 
some  of  the  traits  of  character  of  the  people  present."  Then  ^NFr. 
Warren  said,  "Don't,  Barrett;  not  here."  it  was  too  late.  The 
influence  had  already  taken  hold  of  Justin.  He  described  the 
surroundings  of  many  of  them,  and  also  traits  of  their  character, 
which  brought  applause.  I  saw  it  annoyed  Mr.  Warren  very 
much  to  have  any  such  thing  take  place  in  public.  I  whispered 
to  Mr.  \\'arren  when  I  got  a  chance,  "Don't  feel  vexed  ;  people 
are  getting  to  understand  this  phenomena."  \Mien  Justin  came 
out  from  under  the  influence  Mr.  Warren  arose  and  said,  "Gen- 
tlemen, I  will  bid  you  good  night,"  and  as  he  did  so  he  gave  JNIr. 
liarrett  a  scornful  look  which  I  think  he  never  forgot.  He  took 
Justin   by  the  hand  and  led  him   from   the   bancjuet   room.      Mr. 
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Page  and  myself  followed  them.  \\^hen  we  all  got  onto  the  side- 
walk in  front  of  the  hotel  I  stepped  up  to  Mr.  Warren  and  said, 
'I  am  glad  that  I  have  met  you,  and  hope  it  won't  be  our  last 
meeting."  He  said,  "Call  and  see  me,  gentlemen,  at  our  rooms. 
We  are  stopping  at  the  New  York  Hotel,  just  now."  He  opened 
the  door  of  his  carriage,  handed  the  Little  One  in,  bade  us  good 
night,  stepped  in  and  shut  the  door. 

The  next  afternoon  at  three  o'clock  Air.  Davis,  Mr.  Page 
and  myself  called  at  their  rooms  at  the  hotel.  When  we  were 
shown  up  by  the  bell  boy,  he  knocked  at  the  sitting  room  door ; 
it  was  opened  by  the  Little  One,  who  gave  us  a  cordial  greeting, 
in  this  wise,  "Why,  you  great  big  Western  Bears,  how  did  you 
ever  manage  to  get  up  stairs.  I  heard  heavy  footfalls,  and 
thought  they  were  practicing  horses  to  go  up  and  down  stairs  in 
case  of  fire."  He  said,  "For  Heaven's  sake  come  in  and  get  seats 
before  the  people  find  out  you're  here.  Barnums  looking  for 
curiosities  just  now,'"  which  made  us  all  laugh  as  we  had  become 
somewhat  acquainted  with  his  ways  and  quaint  sayings.  I 
said  "Where  is  Air.  Warren?"  He  said,  "The  old  gentleman  is 
out  on  the  mash  just  now\  He  is  following  a  brass  band  down 
the  street.  If  he  gets  the  mitten  he  will  be  back  after  awhile, 
so  don't  feel  uneasy.  You  will  see  him  walking  in  with  his 
Frida}'  smile."  With  that  hea  rose  and  went  to  the  bell  cord  and 
drew  it,  which  was  answered  in  about  ten  minutes.  When  the 
bell  boy  knocked  at  the  door,  he  opened  it  and  said,  "Bring  four 
lemonades  with  plenty  of  ice  and  long  straws.  I've  got  a 
Hoosier  delegation  here  from  the  west  that  I  want  to  freeze  up. 
If  I  don't  there  will  be  an  explosion  of  gas."  The  bell  boy  said, 
"All  right  Justin,"  and  went  ofif  laughing.  He  shut  the  door  and 
came  back  and  sat  down,  looked  at  us  saying,  "Now  see  that 
yc)u  sharpen  your  wits,  when  the  governor  comes  he  will  ques- 
tion you  mightily."  He  had  hardly  spoken  the  words  when 
Mr.  Warren  walked  in.  He  went  up  and  took  Mr.  Warren's 
hands  in  his  and  said,  "Your  lordship,  you  see  the  menagerie 
is  already  awaiting  your  coming.  Command  them  to  go 
through  their  funny  tricks  so  that  I  may  laugh  at  their  brilliant 
eloquence."  Mr.  Warren  commenced  to  laugh  and  said,  "Come 
here.  You  may  sit  f)n  my  lap  now  and  get  ready  for  your  after- 
nr)nn    na])."     Wliilc    he    was    sitting   on    Mr.    Warren's    lap    Mr. 


JAMES  G.  BLAINE  53 

Warren  huniuied  a  pretty  little  tune  and  in  a  few  minutes  we 
noticed  the  Little  One  went  to  sleep.  Mr.  Warren  then  car- 
ried ,hini  into  an  adjoining-  room  and  laid  him  on  a  bed..  When 
he  returned,  he  said,  "I  always  sing  him  to  sleep."  I  then  said, 
"Mr.  Warren,  how  old  is  he?"  In  reply  he  said,  "He  is  twenty- 
four  years  of  age,  but  as  you  see  only  a  child  in  nature."  When 
I  said,  ''He  may  be  only  a  child  in  nature,  but  he  retorts  some- 
times with  a  sarcasm  which  is  of  a  very  sharp  nature."  Mr. 
\\'arren  then  said,  "A  good  deal  of  the  time  he  is  under  a  cer- 
tain influence  that  feeds  him  with  language  and  shrewd  answers, 
Init  of  himself  he  is  only  a  child  w'hom  I  would  not  give  up  for 
the  whole  world  were  it  offered  to  me  this  afternoon.  There 
is  only  one  thing  that  can  take  him  from  me  and  that  is  death." 
Then  Mr.  Davis  said,  "Warren  I  hope  it  will  be  many  years 
before  that  comes  to  pass."  ~Slr.  Warren  then  said,  "I  hope  he 
will  go  first  so  I  can  see  his  body  laid  away;  to  leave  him  to 
the  world  Avill  be  something  dreadful.  He  is  innocent  and  looks 
upon  all  people  as  being  honest  and  they  can  coax  anything 
out  of  him  that  he  has.  I  have  now  to  go  and  collect  his  salary 
^londay  morning.  If  it  were  given  to  him  he  wouldn't  have 
half  of  it  when  he  got  to  the  hotel,  there  would  be  so  many 
leaches  waiting"  to  borrow  from  him." 

After  Mr.  AVarren  had  spoken  those  words,  we  heard  a  ter- 
rible groan  in  the  next  room  accompanied  by  words  such  as 
these,  "Oh  God  don't  show  me  any  more,"  when  he  rushed 
from  the  inner  room,  got  doAvn  between  Mr.  Warren's  legs  and 
hid  his  face  under  his  dressing  gown.  Mr.  Warren  patted  him 
on  the  head  and  said  "Don't  be  frightened  little  on,  papa  is  hold- 
ing you  tight  and  nothing  will  harm  you."  Then  Mr.  Warren 
said  to  us.  "I  wish  they  would  not  show  him  those  dreadful 
things."  Mr.  Page  spoke  up  and  said  "Will  he  tell  you  what 
he  has  seen?"  Mr.  ^^'arren  said,  "Tell  Papa  what  you  saw." 
The  Little  One  wrapped  the  dressing  gown  around  him  and 
said  "I  don't  think  they  can  hear  now,"  but  we  paid  close  at- 
tention and  bent  our  ears  towards  him.  When  he  said,  "Papa 
there  has  been  a  terrible  wreck  at  sea.  It  aint  by  our  country 
papa  but  by  that  country  away  across  the  ocean.  Oh.  there 
was  such  a  big  ship  full  of  people,  and  the  name  of  the  ship 
was   '  Clifton."     Then    Mr.    Warren   said,   "How   could   you   tell 
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that,  you  can't  read  such  a  long  name  as  that?"  When  he  said 
"Papa  I  spelled  out  the  letters  and  the  voice  said  her  name  was 
Clifton."'  Then  I  discovered  that  the  Little  One  had  ver}j  lit- 
tle education,  and  understood  that  he  could  spell  only  small 
words.  (The  telegraph  flashed  the  news  across  its  wires  and 
the  morning  papers  spoke  of  a  large  passenger  ship,  sailing  ves- 
sel, which  had  struck  a  rock  coming  from  Oueenstown ;  she 
went  to  pieces  and  there  were  only  four  out  of  that  immense 
number  of  passengers  saved  to  tell  the  tale.  The  rest  went 
down  with  the  ship.  It  was  a  terrible  disaster  and  caused  a 
great  deal  of  mourning  in  New  York  for  most  of  the  passengers 
were  coming  to  live  with  their  relatives  there.  The  shipping 
company  had  put  down  the  passage  fare  quite  low  and  the  ship 
was  filled  with  poor  emigrants  coming  to  America.)  I  spoke 
up  and  said,  ''Mr.  Warren  does  this  influence  often  show  him 
such  things."  He  said,  "Quite  frequently  and  I  am  afraid  it 
will  unbalance  his  mind."  We  felt  they  wanted  to  be  alone. 
A\'e  bade  them  good  afternoon  and  withdrew  from  the  room. 
When  we  were  in  the  hall  and  about  to  descend  the  stairs,  Mr. 
Page  said,  "That  is  a  strange  being  and  I  am  glad  that  he  has 
A\^arren  to  protect  him,  for  you  can  see  gentlemen,  Mr.  Warren's 
whole  life  is  centered  in  the  Little  One.  If  anything  was  to 
happen  to  take  the  Little  One  from  him  it  would  kill  him."  Mr. 
Davis  said,  "I  hope  to  God  nothing  like  that  wall  ever  occur 
for  he  is  a  strange  creature  and  requires  some  one's  love  to  pro- 
tect him.  I  could  love  such  a  child  as  that  with  my  whole  soul." 
We  descended  the  stairs  and  when  we  reached  the  side-walk, 
called  a  cab  which  took  us  to  our  own  hotel.  While  riding  in 
the  cab  Mr.  Davis  said,  "I  feel  there  is  something  in  that  little 
one's  life  in  which  we  will  have  to  play  a  part.  I  cannot  tell  you 
why  but  I  feel  as  if  there  was  a  magnetic  current  drawing  me 
closer  and  closer  in  touch  Avith  him." 

The  next  time  we  all  met  was  in  Washington.  In  Mr. 
Davis'  communication  he  has  related  to  you  the  circumstances 
through  which  we  were  connected  with  Justin.  In  company 
with  a  friend  I  frequently  visited  Justin's  rooms  where  we  spent 
many  pleasant  hours,  for  to  me  he  was  a  freak  of  nature,  a  curi- 
osity and  a  study  that  was  hard  to  unravel.  I  have  noticed  at 
the  theatre   when  he  was  jilaying  that   he  woulfl   laugh  and  cry 
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almost  in  the  same  breath.  My  friend  would  say  to  nie,"janies 
don't  }'ou  think  Justin  is  a  mystery."  T  would  say,  "Not  only 
a  mystery  hut  a  wonder,  a  great  wonder,  as  long'  as  I  have  known 
him,  I  do  not  understand  him  yet."  Then  my  friend  Cooke 
wcmld  say.  "That  is  Avhy  I  lo\"e  him  so  because  no  one  seems  to 
understand  him  but  Mr.  Warren."  Justin  has  such  a  nature 
that  he  would  lay  down  his  life  for  those  he  likes,  but.  Oh  God. 
I  feel  the  future  has  a  hard  life  in  store  for  him.  I  would  not 
want  to  be  a  medium  for  all  the  wealth  this  city  contains. 
A\'here  it  will  all  end  for  him,  God  only  knows;  he  worries  me 
so  in  my  dreams.  There  is  some  mystery  James  in  his  life  that 
we  do  not  understand.  I  do  not  mean  any  crime  or  anything' 
in  that  way.  I  would  call  at  the  Hotel  sometimes.  He  would 
not  be  there  and  no  one  would  seem  to  know  where  he  was. 
Then  I  would  go  to  the  theatre  and  ask  for  him.  They  would 
tell  me  he  had  not  been  there  in  three  or  four  days.  I  would 
say,  "Where  do  you  suppose  he  is?"  They  would  answer  me, 
saying,  "God  only  knows.  He  is  a  strange  being.  We  go  to 
the  Hotel  to  find  out  about  him  and  no  one  seems  to  know  when 
he  left  or  wdien  he  will  return.  He  will  appear  all  of  a  sudden 
some  morning  at  rehearsal  saying  to  the  stage  manager,  "You 
can  put  me  down  for  such  a  date."  When  I  would  tell  this  to 
any  one  the}'  would  say,  "He  is  a  strange  being  and  I  think  you 
will  find  some  day  he  will  go  insane." 

I  will  now  close  my  communication  saying  I  think  he  is 
f|uite  sane  yet.  I  thank  you  Mr.  Hulburd  for  taking  my  com- 
munication down  and  hope  it  will  be  of  some  benefit  to  the  book 
and  to  the  public.  T  will  also  add  that  many  of  the  public  pre- 
dictions he  has  made  ha\e  come  to  pass,  so  that  the  people  will 
see   that   he    made   no   error   in   predicting  them. 

Yours, 

JAMES  G.  BLAINE. 


William   E.   High 

Chapter  VI 


WILLIAM  E.  HIGH.  Tuesday  evening,  May  28th.  190L 
My  name  is  William  E.  High.  I  was  born  in  Pennsylvania. 
i  came  to  this  country  before  the  gold  excitement  died  out.  My 
brother  John  E.  High  also  came  to  this  countr}-.  We  worked 
up  in  the  northern  part  of  the  state.  Finally  we  came  to  San 
Diego  in  the  southern  part  of  the  State.  We  were  well  known 
as  men  of  some  means  both  in  land  and  rented  property.  We 
were  connected  with  one  of  the  banks  of  San   Diego. 

^\l^at  brings  me  here  today  is  in  connection  with  the  desert. 
The  ]:)redictions  that  the  medium  made  of  the  desert,  to  me, 
will  be  more  than  fulfilled.  Gentlemen,  there  will  be  one  of 
the  largest  cities  there  in  that  part  of  the  United  States,  and 
several  other  towns  of  consecjuence.  It  will  become  the  greatest 
fruit  belt  of  any  part  of  the  world.  I  do  not  hesitate  in  saying, 
any  part  of  the  world.  There  will  be  canals  north,  south,  east 
and  west  that  will  convey  the  water  to  all  parts  of  the  desert,  in 
time.  It  will  become  a  very  wealthy  district.  Understand  me. 
I  do  not  mean  to  say  that  all  the  wealth  will  be  found  in  the 
locality  of  the  center  of  it.  Xo,  for  there  will  be  found  in  ihc 
hills  surrounding  it  gold,  silver,  copper  and  other  minerals. 
There  is  everything  located,  surrounding  the  desert  to  make  it 
a  very  wealthy  district.  There  will  be  found  stone,  plaster, 
cement  and  all  other  materials  connected  with  l)uilding.  Tlicre 
are  quite  different  building  materials  in  dift'erent  classificatii)ns 
(if  stone.  The  time  will  come  when  some  of  the  handsomest 
buildings  in  tlie  world  will  be  erected  in  what  you  now  call  the 
desert.  They  will  find  in  time  that  the  riches,  in  and  around 
it,  are  unl)ounded.  '^Phey  will  not  only  find  minerals  but  the\' 
will  find  prccioiis  stones.  Thev  will  find  l)eds  of  iasjjcr  and 
other    minerals    of    that    kind.        Tlic\     will    find    on\-x.    near    bw 
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which  is  very  precious  for  decorating"  builcHngs,  such  as  mantles 
and  ornamentations  for  the  interior  of  rooms.  They  will  dis- 
cover a  grass  which  will  draw  a  great  deal  of  the  sourness  and 
much  of  the  alkali  out  of  the  ground.  They  will  also  plant  a 
species  of  tree  which  will  draw^  much  of  the  alkali  out  of  the 
ground  and  those  trees  w'ill  also  al)sorb  much  of  that 
fever,  which  will  be  m  the  atmosphere,  when  they  get  a  certain 
growth.  I  as  a  spirit  am  interested  in  the  progress  of  the  desert. 
That  is  why  I  tell  you  of  these  qualifications  which  surround  it. 
It  will  become  a  paradise  and  the  home  of  the  invalid.  In  time 
there  will  come  millions  of  money.  In  this  city  when  once  in 
business  operations  and  when  things  are  flowing  at  the  full 
tide  of  prosperity,  lots  will  become  more  expensive  there  than 
in  Los  Angeles  or  San  Diego.  The  climate  and  productions  will 
bring  this  to  bear  and  through  them  they  will  realize  greater 
comforts  there  than  in  any  other  part  of  the.  United  States. 
They  will  construct  their  houses  in  such  a  manner  that  they  will 
have  cool  rooms  for  the  heat  of  the  summer.  There  will  be  a 
fan  invented  that  will  keep  the  rooms  cool  and  at  just  the  normal 
temperature  so  that  people  can  lie  down  and  take  a  sleep  in 
peace  and  comfort  when  they  desire  to  do  so. 

I  desire  to  remark  that  Little  Justin  is  the  most  truthful 
medium  I  have  ever  met.  Alan}^  of  his  predictions  have  come 
true  and  others  will  be  fulfilled  in  time.  I"  wondered  why  such 
a  medium  as  he  came  to  live  in  these  mountains,  but  now  I  un- 
derstand it  all.  It  was  for  a  high  development  so  that  his  or- 
ganization could  be  tuned  up  to  such  a  pitch  in  spiritual  growth 
that  these  ancient  spirits  could  communicate  through  his  con- 
dition. 

T  wish  also  to  speak  of  my  own  condition.  I  was  very  sen- 
sitive and  easil}^  led  by  others  to  the  ruin  of  my  brother  and 
myself.  I  was  psychologized  and  held  under  a  condition  by 
one  of  the  worst  scoundrels  who  ever  walked  in  shoes  and  what 
he  could  not  accomplish  his  companion  could.  Their  names 
were  Shephard  and  Tonner.  This  scoimdrel  who  bore  the  name 
Shephard  led  me  to  think,  through  my  condition  he  could  elevate 
Spiritualism  if  we  furnished  the  money,  which  we  did.  He  built 
a  large  establishment  which  1  found  in  time  was  to  build  up 
his    name    and    entertain    his    friends    and    also    those    connected 
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willi  llie  catholic  cluirch.  'I'hcrc  was  as  much  vSpiriluahsm  in 
his  make  up  as  you  would  tind  in  a  hog.  He  was  the  worst 
person  I  ever  came  across  in  my  life.  He  held  me  under  his 
power  and  through  that  condition  I  led  my  brother  into  the 
same  financial  straits  and  humilated  condition  through  which 
we  had  to  pass  ;  all  through  this  imposter  and  his  accomplice. 

J  next  went  into  the  trap  of  a  woman  that  bore  the  name 
of  Smith.  She  was  a  widow.  I  did  not  take  the  warning  that 
Dickens  said.  "I'eware  of  the  widows."  She  came  to  me  with 
wonderful  visions,  that  is  she  said,  "God  had  shown  her  those 
\isions  in  which  my  father  and  mother  and  relations,  on  bended 
knees,  begged  of  her  to  marry  me  to  save  myself  and  brother 
from  ruin,  and  tinall}'  through  her  condition  and  lying  tongue 
we  were  finished  up:  I  am  sorry  to  think  and  regret  that  I  ever 
led  my  brother  into  it,  but  the  first  communications  I  ever  re- 
ceived through  this  medium  were  truthful  ones,  therefore  1 
looked  upon  all  other  mediums  as  being  truthful  also,  liein  ; 
servants  or  as  you  might  say  organizations  to  be  used  by  spirits, 
I  thought  I  would  hear  nothing  but  that  which  was  truthful, 
l)ut  alas,  I  found  I  had  made  a  dreadful  mistake.  Most  of  them 
T  found  were  nothing  but  traveling  mountebanks  and  too  lazy 
to  earn  an  honest  li-v-ing  and  by  that  means  resorted  to  all  kinds 
of  trickery  to  take  people's  honest  money  from  them. 

My  life  with  that  woman  whom  I  married  was  anything 
but  a  happy  one.  She  was  a  schemer  from  the  word  go.  My 
l)rother  and  other  friends  do  not  know^  what  I  had  to  live  down 
to  keep  peace  in  the  family.  If  I  ever  committed  any  crimes  in 
life  I  paid  for  them  with  interest  when  compelled  to  live  in  the 
society  of  that  woman,  but  I  thank  (/od  and  the  spirits  that  re- 
lease came  at  last  through  the  gate  which  the  people  call  death. 
It  is  a  misnomer.  It  means  real  life.  Now  I  can  see  and  realize 
all  conditions.  T  know  who  are  my  friends  and  who  were  m\' 
friends  when  in  the  body. 

Justin  predicted  my  death  before  a  number  of  i)eople  in  that 
large  room  in  the  other  house  and  to  ])rei)are  my  financial  mat- 
ters accordingly  as  I  would  soon  pass  out  of  the  body.  He  told 
me  that  some  of  my  people  needed  hel])  and  I  should  gi\e  it 
to  them  but  alas  that  woman  who  was  called  my  wife  held  me 
in   her  grasp.      He  told   me   that    when   tlie   time   should   come   to 
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l>c  prepared  to  pass  out  of  the  body,  that  I  would  become  dis- 
gusted with  humanity  in  general  and  especially  with  that  woman, 
pointing  at  her.  ^^'ith  that  she  flew  into  a  terrible  rage  and 
I  wondered  why  the  medium  kept  so  calm  and  quiet  but,  since 
I  have  passed  to  spirit  life.  I  discovered  it  was  my  wife,  Susan, 
who  controlled  him  and  made  the  prediction,  which  I  did  not 
expect  W'ould  come  to  pass  so  soon.  That  woman  who  calls 
herself  my  wife  hates  this  medium  like  a  rattlesnake  and  would 
kill  him  if  she  dared. 

1  came  to  give  you  this  communication  to  show^  you  and 
the  public  at  large,  that  the  Spiritual  philosophy  is  a  truth,  and 
no  one  can  escape  from  it.  There  is  a  greater  hell  here  than 
that  of  brimstone  and  fire,  which  is  the  conscience  and  every 
one  will  be  judged  according  to  his  acts. 

I  thank  you,  ]\Ir.  Hulburd.  for  taking  down  my  communi- 
cation and  hope  you  will  be  rewarded  for  the  same. 

Xow  I  wash  my  brother  John.  Dr.  Aleyer  and  yourself  to 
sign  as  being  present  at  the   communication. 

WILLIAM  E.  HIGH. 

Given  in  the  presence  of,  E.  W.  HULBURD,  JOHN  E. 
HIGH.  F.  D.  C.  MEYER. 


Foley  McKeevor 

Chapter  VII 


FOLEY  .McKEEVOR,  Friday,  May  31st,  1901. 

My  name  is  Foley  McKeevor.  I  was  born  in  Ireland.  I 
was  brought  to  America  by  my  grandfather  and  people.  My 
mother  had  already  preceded  us  to  this  country.  When  my 
grandfather  brought  me  over  I  was  quite  a  little  child  and  I  be- 
came moon  blind  coming  over,  from  sleeping  on  the  deck  at 
night  as  it  was  very  hot. 

When  I  arrived  in  this  country  and  had  been  here  about  a 
month,  I  was  taken  to  a  dispensary  by  my  mother  to  have  my 
eyes  treated,  which  helped  me  a  great  deal  and  restored  my  sight, 
but  I  always  remained  very  short  sighted  and  could  not  read 
anything,  a  paper  or  a  book,  unless  I  had  it  close  up  to  my  eyes. 

My  people  were  Roman  Catholics  and  sent  me  to  a  little 
Catholic  school  connected  with  the  church.  There  I  learned 
my  A.  B.  C's  and  to  spell  and  read  some.  ^Ve  moved  to  another 
part  of  the  city  and  it  was  too  far  for  me  as  a  child  to  attend 
the  Catholic  school  but  near  by  to  our  home  was  a  public  school 
where  I  was  sent.  There  I  found  many  pleasant  children  of 
my  own  age  who  were  very  kind  to  me  and  took  pity  on  my  con- 
dition seeing  I  was  so  near  sighted.  After  awhile  I  got  to  like 
the  public  school  very  much  as  I  found  so  many  kind  friends 
there.  At  the  Catholic  school  they  treated  me  hard  as  I  was. 
so  hard  to  learn  on  account  of  affliction  and  I  was  glad  when 
we  moved  away  from  that  neighborhood  and  I  did  not  have  to 
attend  the  school  any  more.  I  tell  you  this  to  show  you  what 
my  condition  was  as  a  child. 

W^hen  I  was  twelve  years  old  I  was  an  altar  boy  in  the 
Catholic  Church  and  was  looked  upon  as  rather  remarkable  on 
account  of  my  singing  voice.     Father  Hughes  was  always  kind 
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to  me  and  always  had  a  kind  word  when  he  met  me  and  re- 
cjuested  the  boys  not  to  get  too  close  to  me  on  account  of  my 
sight,  it  was  so  bad.  He  treated  my  eyes  magnetically  with  his 
hands  which  T  know  was  a  great  help  to  them.  Father  Hughes 
used  to  tell  me  that  he  knew  that  our  loved  ones  were  around  us 
and  that  they  would  help  us  if  we  put  ourselves  in  proper  con- 
dition to  recei\e  them  and  that  I  must  pray  to  the  virgin  to  as- 
sist me  that  1  might  get  better  sight  as  I  grew  older.  I  had 
full  confidence  and  believed  in  all  he  said  for  he  was  so  kind  to 
me. 

Xow  as  to  my  professional  career.  I  was  known  on  the  stage 
and  to  the  public  as  the  great  "Ricardo."  My  first  appearance 
was  with  Bryant's  Minstrels  under  the  name  of  Master  Burn- 
side.  After  my  engagement  was  up  there  I  left  the  stage  and 
attended  an  academy  of  learning  where  I  became  a  pupil  for 
over  three  years.  I  gained  in  health  and  strength  and  my  eye- 
sight also  became  much  better  but  I  still  remained  near-sighted. 
While  I  was  attending  the  Academy  I  saw  an  advertisement  in 
the  papers  where  they  wanted  chorus  singers  at  Kelly  and  Leon's 
Minstrels.  I  applied.  They  tested  my  voice  and  engaged  me 
right  away.  I  remained  under  their  engagement  about  sixteen 
months  when  a  gentleman  by  the  name  of  Purdy  said  to  me. 
"You  should  not  be  a  chorus  singer.  You  should  be  a  solo 
singer  with  3^our  voice." 

fj)ne  evening  he  brought  me  to  Richard  M.  Hooley  of 
Hooley's  Theatre.  Mr.  Purdy  knocked  at  the  private  office 
door,  a  voice  called  out,  "'Come  in  if  its  on  business,  if  not  stay 
out."  Mr.  Purdy  opened  the  door  and  we  entered  the  office. 
Mr.  Hooley  rose  from  his  desk,  a  very  dignified  looking  person 
and  said,  "What  is  your  Inisiness  with  me  this  morning?"  Mr. 
Purdy  addressed  Mr.  Iloolcy  and  said,  "I  have  brought  a  young 
person  here  whom  \  think  has  a  ver}'  rare  voice."  Mr.  Hooley 
in  answer  said  "All  l)()ys  have  rare  voices  but  lose  them  very 
iioon."  Just  then  we  heard  some  one  laughing,  when  immediate- 
ly through  the  door  of  the  box  office  came  a  little  person  about 
four  feet  eight  inches  tall,  into  the  i)rivate  office.  As  he  entered 
the  office  he  turned  and  said  "John,  let  you  tell  that  to  the  in- 
<livdual  in  the  box  office,"  which  was  Mr.  Hooley's  brother  as 
J  Jearned  afterward.     ,'\s  the  little  one  came  close  to  me  I  saw 
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lie  had  a  large,  dark  blue  e}'e,  dancing"  with  merriment.  He  went 
towards  ]Mr.  Hooley  anl  looked  up  at  him  laughing,  and  said. 
"Good  morning,  your  lordship.  I  am  afraid  your  breakfast  doesn't 
act  well  the  way  you  are  looking  this  morning."  He  rubbed  his 
hands  across  ]\Ir.  Hooley's  stomach  which  made  the  gentleman 
smile.  Then  Ylv.  Hooley  looked  rather  se\ere  and  said.  "Puss, 
I  am  afraid  you  are  a  little  late  for  rehearsal.  You  ha\e  been 
gassing  so  long  in  the  office  with  brother  John,  this  morning;" 
when  all  of  a  sudden  the  Little  One  struck  an  attitude  very  tragic 
and  raised  his  little  hand  and  stuck  it  in  Mr.  Hooley's  side  and 
cries  out  aloud  "Richard,  Richard,  my  kingdom  for  a  horse." 
Then  he  made  a  bolt  for  a  door  that  led  into  the  auditorium  of 
the  theatre  but  before  he  got  there,  ^Ir.  Hooley  reached  out  his 
arm  and  laughingly  said,  "Come  back  here.  Little  One,  I  want  to 
introduce  you  to  these  people."'  The  Little  One  then  stood  by 
the  side  of  Mr.  Hooley,  i\Ir.  Hooley  placing  his  right  arm  around 
his  neck,  drew  him  up  to  him  and  said,  "Gentlemen,  this  is  our 
little  mascot,  Justin."  Justin  bowed  with  his  head  towards 
us  while  his  heels  flew  out  behind  him  which  made  Mr.  Hooley 
laugh  cjuite  hilarious'ly.  It  was  pretty  hard  for  the  Little  One 
to  keep  his  feet  on  the  floor  those  days.  He  addressed  us  say- 
ing, "Gentlemen,  who  are  you  and  what  is  your  business,  is 
it  professional  or  non  professional?"  which  made  Mr.  Hooley 
laugh.  Then  he  stepped  forward  and  took  both  my  hands  in 
his  and  said,  "Poor  boy,  you  have  bad  sight."  I  said,  'T  have." 
Then  I  could  feel  the  magnetic  current  run  through  my  body  and 
we  became  friends  immediatel^^  Then  ^Ir.  Purdy  addressed  Mr. 
Hooley  saying,  "AA'ill  }'ou  give  him  a  chance?  Will  you  try  his 
voice?"  AVith  that  the  Little  One  went  to  Mr.  Hooley  and  took 
his  big  hand  in  both  of  his  and  said,  "Of  course  you  will."  ^Ir. 
Hooley  smiled  and  said,  "What  makes  you  think,  Little  One, 
that  I  will?"  "r)ecause  he  has  a  beautiful  voice  and  I  know 
it."  Then  the  Little  One  stepped  forward  and  said,  "Come,  we 
will  try  your  voice.'  ]\Ir.  Hooley  said.  "Hold  on  there,  I  didn't 
say  we  would  test  his  voice."  Justin  spoke  up  and  said,  "I  said 
we  would,"  then  we  passed  out  of  the  door  toward  the  stage. 
After  we  passed  out.  ~\lr.  Purdy  stood  there  mute  and  looked  at 
Mr.  Hooley.  Mr.  Hooley  laughed  and  said,  "W'e  will  have  to 
let  the  Little  One  have  his  own  wav  or  there  will  be  a  row.     I 
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expect  some  morning"  he  will  be  bringing-  in  a  lot  of  boot-blacks 
to  have  their  voices  tested.  He  says,  we  must  always  give 
voices  a  chance,  perhaps  sometime  we  may  find  a  young  Shake- 
speare among  them."  He  took  me  back  upon  the  stage  still 
holding"  my  hand,  and  led  me  to  the  center  of  the  stage  where 
stood  a  large  portly  man,  whom,  I  learned  afterward,  was  Mr. 
Cool  White.  Justin  said  to  him,  "Say  Cool,  old  man,  here's  a 
star  if  he  only  knew  it,  let  us  give  him  a  chance."  Mr.  White 
said,  "\\'ho  will  you  bring  next?  Can't  you  wait  until  rehearsal 
is  over?"  Justin  said.  "No,  we  are  going  to  try  it  right  now." 
I  discovered  afterward,  he  had  his  own  way  in  about  everything 
in  and  about  the  stage. 

He  led  me  forward  to  the  footlights  and  addressed  the  leader 
who  was  a  Mr.  Hoii'man  and  said,  "Fred,  old  boy,  here's  a  per- 
son, w'e  want  to  try  his  voice.  \\  e  want  to  see  if  he  can  raise 
the  roof  off  the  building."  ]Mr.  Hoft'man  laughed  and  addressed 
me  saying,  "W'hat  will  you  sing?"  I  had  no  music  with  me. 
The  Little  One  looked  up  and  said,  "Sing  '1  Dreamt  I  Dwelt  in 
Marble  Halls.'  by  the  look  of  your  mouth  I  think  you  could 
twist  that  out."  Fortunately  for  me  it  was  one  of  my  favorite 
songs  to  which  I  always  did  full  justice  no  matter  where  I  sang 
it.  While  Mr.  Hoffman  was  playing  the  introduction,  Mr. 
Hooley  and  Mr.  Purely  walked  down  the  centre  aisle  and  took 
seats  right  back  of  the  Orchestra.  I  then  commenced  to  sing, 
the  Little  One  holding  my  hand  all  the  time  which  I  believe 
gave  me  courage  as  the  full  company  was  called  on  the  stage 
In-  Mr.  Hooley  to  listen  to  me.  When  I  had  finished  singing 
the  first  verse  thc}"  all  applauded,  when  ^Ir.  White  spoke  up 
and  said,  "I'm  damned  if  I  don't  believe  the  Little  One  has  hit 
it  this  time."  The  Little  One  spoke  up  and  said,  "Of  course 
vou  great  big  rooster.  1  have."  T  discovered  afterwards  he  had 
pet  names  ff)r  all  the  company.  When  Mr.  Hoffman  was  play- 
ing the  introduction  for  the  second  verse  he  says,  "Hold  on  Fred, 
old  boy."  Then  he  took  both  my  hands  and  said,  "You  just 
sing  to  me  and  don't  think  of  those  other  galoots  at  all.  You 
just  let  it  out  for  ;dl  its  worth  and  imagine  Lm  Queen  Victoria." 
It  made  me  smile  for  he  made  me  so  at  home  that  I  let  my  voice 
out  with  all  its  jjower  in  the  second  verse.  When  I  had  finished 
I  turned  arf)und  towards  Mr.  Hoolev  and  Mr.  Purdv  and  found 
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that  Mr.  Hooley  was  stroking'  his  long  beard  and  saying  to  him- 
self, "So-so."  The  Little  One  dropped  my  hand  and  said,  "Wm 
are  engaged,  come  back  here  and  take  a  seat  until  I  get  the  har- 
ness on  and  enter  the  arena  for  a  few  hours."  While  rehearsal 
was  going  on  and  I  was  sitting  at  the  back  ])art  of  the  stage, 
Mr.  Hooley  got  up  and  beckoned  for  me  to  follow  him  to  the 
private  office.  The  Little  One  discovered  him  beckoning  for 
me  and  said,  "Go  to  the  office  and  sign  your  death  warrant  and 
I  will  see  you  after  rehearsal.'"  Mr.  White  and  Justin 
came  into  the  private  office.  I  had  just  signed  a  contract  for 
two  years  when  Mr.  Hooley  said,  "Friends,  we  will  go  and  have 
lunch.  I  have  sent  a  boy  to  order  it."  Justin  spoke  up  and  said, 
"Dick,  1  won't  go  if  wc  don't  have  baked  crabs."  Mr.  Hooley 
said,  "Puss,  you  shall  have  just  what  you  want  and  a  bottle  of 
champagne  to  wash  it  down."  The  Little  One  said,  "Shoot 
your  champagne,  I  want  beer  every  time."  Just  then  Mr.  White 
drew  him  onto  his  lap  and  said.  "You  are  the  worst  old  crab 
in  town."  We  all  got  up  and  left  the  office  and  were  joined 
at  the  front  entrance  by  John  Hooley,  the  brother  of  Mr.  Hooley; 
the  Little  One  went  between  them,  holding  them  both  by  the 
hand  as  they  walked  along,  he  was  swinging  their  arms  and  talk- 
ing to  them  all  the  time.  He  always  appeared  to  me  a  young- 
one  and  never  grew  old  as  long  as  Ik  new  him. 

When  we  had  taken  our  seats  around  the  table  in  the  din- 
ing hall,  Mr.  Hooiey  said.  "What  name  shall  we  give  you?" 
Then  the  Little  One  spoke  up  right  ofif  and  said,  "Ricardo,  of 
course,  that  is  Italian  for  Irish."  Then  tlic}-  all  burst  out  laugh- 
ing and  some  of  the  people  at  adjoining  tables  joined  in  a  hearty 
laugh.  The  ]\Iayor  of  the  city  spoke  up  and  said,  "Me  is  a  sou- 
brette  off  the  stage  as  well  as  on  it."  Which  caused  another 
hearty  laugh.  That  is  the  way  I  came  to  get  the  name  of 
Ricardo,"  and  I  bore  it  afterward  during  my  whole  life.  That 
was  the  most  enjoyable  meal  I  c\cr  sat  down  to,  during  my 
whole  existence  in  the  body.  I  had  never  had  the  pleasure  of 
tasting  champagne  before  as  I  was  always  too  poor;  and  T  never 
expected  to  sit  down  to  a  table  with  such  high-toned  society  as 
were  present  there,  on  that  da}'.  ^lany  who  were  dining  there 
were  Mr.  Hooleys  invited  guests. 

While  we  were  laughing  and  talking  and  making  merry  over 
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the  meal,  who  should  w'alk  into  the  dining  hall  but  Gen.  Grant, 
Gen.  Meade,  Gen.  Warren  and  Mr.  Blaine.  They  were  being 
provided  with  seats  alt  a  table  at  the  extreme  end  of  the  dining 
hall,  when  Mr.  Hooley  happened  to  turn  around  and  discovered 
them,  and  arose  saying,  in  a  loud  voice,  'Xo  you  don't  gentle- 
men, here  is  where  you  belong."  On  hearing  the  voice  Gen. 
Grant  turned  around  and  said,  "AA'ell,  if  there  aint  Richard  him- 
self." Mr.  Hooley  went  over  where  they  were  and  invited  them 
to  come  and  be  seated  along  side  of  us.  The  waiters  provided 
another  table  and  spread  it  with  a  cloth.  ]Mr.  Hooley  then  said, 
"Gentlemen  order  what  you  want."  ]Mr.  Warren  spoke  up  and 
said,  "Bring  us  what  you  have."  After  that  the  friends  were  all 
introduced  to  one  another  around  the  long  table.  Mr.  AYarren 
then  said,  "Richard,  where  is  my  Little  One?  He  hadn't  been 
home  when  I  left."  Gen.  Meade  said,  "Yes,  where  is  the  Little 
One,  I  haven't  seen  him  in  four  months?"  IMr.  Blaine  said,  "I 
haven't  seen  him  in  a  year."  Gen.  Grant  spoke  up  and  said, 
"Some  giant  has  come  along  and  put  him  in  his  pocket  and  car- 
ried him  off,"  which  started  them  all  laughing  again. 

When  Justin  saw  them  coming  over  with  Mr.  Hooley  to- 
wards our  table,  he  got  behind  ]\Ir.  A\'hite,  who  was  a  large 
portly  man,  and  hid  him  entirely,  so  that  none  of  the  party  could 
see  him.  ]Mr.  Hooley  said,  "He  was  here  a  little  while  ago,  but 
the  Lord  knows,  you  never  do,  unless  }ou  have  him  by  the  hand, 
or  the  head,  or  somewdiere."  Then  all  of  a  sudden  he  pops  from 
the  side  of  Air.  W'hite  and  said,  "Gentlemen,  allow  me  to  intro- 
duce you  to  the  festive  board.  The  Queen  and  her  retinue  will 
pass  presently."  Just  then  a  large,  fat  negro  woman  came  out 
of  the  kitchen,  with  three  little  darkies  following  her,  and  passed 
along  out  of  the  front  door;  you  should  ha\c  heard  the  yell  that 
went  up.  The  laughter  was  so  iKjistreous  that  it  brought  several 
of  the  servants  out  of  the  kitchen  to  see  what  was  the  matter. 
'i'iie  Little  One  stepped  u]>  to  the  colored  lady  and  took  her 
hand,  saying,  "Come  this  way  and  allow  me  to  introduce  you  to 
Gen.  G/rant,  and  .some  of  his  marching  officers."  Mr.  Blaine  and 
all  the  generals  got  u])  and  shook  hands  with  the  colored  lady 
which  caused  another  big  laugh,  she  said,  "I  always  wanted  to 
sec  Massa  Grant.  Thank  the  L(jrd,  1  has  looked  on  him.  Massa 
ivinkum  is  in  heaven  and  the  angels  is  feedin'  him  on  the  bes' 
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they  got."  The  brothers  Hooley  bent  their  heads  and  said, 
"Amen"  as  they  bore  a  great  respect  for  Mr.  Lincoln.  It  was 
so  great  that  you  would  really  call  it  re\'erencc.  The  Little 
One  still  holding  the  colored  lady's  hand  said,  "Your  Highness, 
I  told  them  the  Queen  and  her  retinue  would  pass  presently." 
which  caused  another  uproar  of  laughter.  The  colored  lady 
laughed  so  that  her  sides  shook  and  said  "Honey,  you  must  be  a 
kind  of  actor  boy."  At  this  the  Little  One  said,  "Now,  gentle- 
men, you  must  chip  in  for  her  Highness."  He  took  Gen.  Grant's 
hat  and  passed  it  around,  collecting  some  fifteen  or  sixteen  dol- 
lars for  her.  Then  he  presented  her  with  the  money  and  said, 
There,  your  Highness,  that  will  buy  pou  snuff  for  a  few  days 
to  come."  The  black  lady  burst  out  crying  and  while  the  tears 
were  rolling  down  her  cheeks  she  said,  "Would  you  mind  a  poor 
old  black  woman  kissin"  you  Honey?"  "Why  no,  your  Highness, 
I  would  look  upon  it  as  an  honor  to  kiss  one  of  the  first  ladies  of 
the  land."  Right  there  he  stood  upon  his  toes  (which  he  was 
noted  for)  took  the  old  lady  round  the  neck,  and  hugged  and 
kissed  her  good.  As  he  did  so  everyone  in  the  dining  room  burst 
out  laughing  and  Cool  \\niite  roared  and  laughed  saying,  "Puss 
that  is  your  star  act." 

T  relate  these  things  to  show  you  how  I  became  acquainted 
with  the  medium  and  also  to  show  you  how  I  got  my  first  en- 
gagement. I  was  advertised  to  open  Monday  night,  September, 
2d,  68.  Then  ^Ir.  A\'arren  made  an  engagement  for  Justin  to 
go  to  England,  but  became  too  sick  to  accompany  the  Little 
One  on  the  voyage.  Justin  went  alone  and  played  one  week  in 
Liverpool.  Thursday  of  that  week  he  received  a  telegram  which 
said.  "Come  back  quick,  Mr.  A\  arren  is  dying."  He  sailed  from 
Liverpool,  the  following  Saturday.  He  arrived  in  time  to  see 
Mr.  ^^^a^ren  still  in  the  IkmIv,  1)u1  he  passed  away  a  few  days 
afterward. 

Now  with  regard  to  m}-  oi)enini;-  night.  The  Little  One 
assisted  me  all  he  possil:)!}-  could  in  arranging  m_\-  toilet.  My 
opening  selection  was  a  Ca\iteni  from  Xorma  in  which  I  made 
a  big  hit,  and  the  kindness  of  the  medium  I  shall  never  forget, 
as  he  taught  me  a  great  deal  in  fixing  and  arranging  me  for  the 
stage.  When  I  received  my  first  week's  salary,  forty  dollars, 
it  seemed  as  if  I  was  in  a  dream.     I  was  in  the  habit  of  receiv- 
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ing-  fifteen  dollars  in  the  chorus.  When  Justin  came  back  ^Mr. 
Hooley  secured  his  services  right  away  and  he  sent  us  both  on 
to  open  at  his   Seventh   Street  Opera   House  in   Philadelphia. 

The  friendship  between  Justin  and  myself  lasted  for  a  num- 
ber of  years,  until  there  came  btween  us,  a  brute,  in  the  shape 
of  a  lying"  man.  He  was  a  thorough  mischief  maker  and  dis- 
covered there  was  a  great  brotherly  love  between  Justin  and 
myself,  and  through  his  lying,  malicious  nature,  he  broke  that 
friendship.  It  was  like  this,  Sir,  he  first  wrote  me  a  letter  in 
which  he  said  Justin  had  been  slandering  my  name,  and  saying 
cruel  things  about  me,  and  if  I  would  meet  him  by  appointment 
he  would  explain  it  all  to  me.  I  did  so  and  the  things  he  said 
to  me  dazed  me  for  awhile,  for  I  neither  used  judgment,  reason 
or  wisdom  in  the  matter.  When  I  came  to  the  theatre  at  night 
I  did  not  speak  to  Justin  as  my  feelings  were  so  hurt  and  in- 
censed at  him,  thinking  that  he  would  speak  of  me  in  that  way. 
I  was  so  shocked  that  I  lost  all  reason  through  it,  and  tele- 
graphed that  evening"  to  Mr.  Hooley  that  he  must  bring  me  to 
New  York  as  Philadelphia  did  not  agree  with  me.  He  tele- 
graphed on  to  Mr.  A\'hite  saying.  "Send  Ricardo  on  to  New 
York."  which  he  did.  Mr.  Hooley  questioned  me  in  New  York 
as  to  why  I  wished  to  come  on  as  I  did  not  look  sick  he  said. 
Then  I  told  him  how  shamefully  Justin  had  spoken  of  me,  and 
that  I  could  not  remain  in  the  company  where  he  was.  He 
turned  very  pale  and  looked  me  right  in  the  eyes  and  said,  "That 
is  a  lie."  Then  he  said,  "I  will  bet  my  theatre  that  all  you 
heard  are  lies.  Who  told  you  this?"  Then  I  gave  him  the 
man's  name,  which  I  would  not  befoul  this  communication  by 
uttering.  He  became  x'cry  angry  and  left  that  night  for  Phila- 
delphia by  a  night  train.  In  the  morning  he  went  to  the  theatre 
and  confronted  the  man  before  the  whole  company.  The  nian 
tried  to  escape  by  a  back  door  but  he  was  not  quick  enough. 
Mr.  White  grabbed  him  by  the  collar  of  his  coat,  and  turned 
him  round  before  the  whole  com])any  and  said,  "Now,  Mr. 
Hooley,  wJiat  have  you  got  to  say  to  him  ?"  Then  Mr.  Hooley 
told  what  he  had  said  to  Ricardo  and  attached  little  Justin's 
name  to  it.  The  cowardly  brute  broke  down  and  conimenced 
to  cry,  then  little  Justin  stepped  up  to  him  and  said,  "How  dare 
you   to   use    my   name    in    connection    with    such    slander?"   and 
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then  spit  in  his  face.  ^Ir.  Hooley  telegraphed  to  me  to  come 
on  by  the  next  train,  which  I  did.  There  is  one  part  which  I 
forgot,  that  is  that  Mr.  Hooley  kicked  the  villain  out  of  the  back 
door  of  the  theatre.  When  I  arrived  in  Philadelphia  Mr.  Hooley 
and  ]\Ir.  White  met  me  at  the  depot  and  said,  "You  must  have 
this  scoundrel  arrested  for  slander."  I  went  with  Mr.  Hooley 
and  swore  out  a  warrant  for  his  arrest,  which  took  place  that 
afternoon  at  five  o'clock,  and  a  few  days  afterward  his  trial  came 
up.  He  was  convicted  and  fined  three  hundred  dollars  for  sland- 
er of  the  worst  kind,  but  the  worst  thing  that  befell  him  was 
that  he  could  never  g:et  an  engagement  with  a  first  class  theatre 
again.  Justin  never  forgave  me  for  believeing  what  he  said, 
for  which  I  do  not  blame  him.  At  rehearsals  we  would  speak 
and  that  was  all.  Our  friendship  came  to  an  end  and  many  a 
day  I  would  sit  by  myself  and  cry  when  I  would  think  that  this 
was   the    way    I    had    repaid    him    for    his    kindness. 

Now  I  will  get  to  his  mediumship.  \\^hen  we  were  sitting" 
alone  sometimes  we  would  hear  raps  all  over  the  room,  and  es- 
specially  when  we  slept  together  the  raps  would  be  very  loud. 
AVhen  he  was  asleep  I  would  hear  voices  calling  my  name,  "Foley 
remember  your  failing."  I  must  tell  you  here,  I  was  a  klepto- 
maniac and  would  steal.  One  time  I  stole  a  long  heavy  gold 
chain  that  he  used  to  wear  around  his  neck.  And  at  another 
time  I  took  money  out  of  his  purse.  I  stole  a  number  of  things 
from  him  that  other  people  were  accused  of.  I  did  not  only  steal 
from  him,  but  from  others  in  the  company;  the  assistant  prop- 
erty boy  was  accused  of  these  thefts  and  finally  arrested.  When 
Justin  heard  of  his  arrest  he  went  to  the  station  house  and  told 
the  captain  of  the  police  that  the  boy  was  not  guilty  of  those 
thefts.  The  captain  said,  "Justin  how  qo  you  know  that  he 
is  not  guilty."  He  said,  'T  know  the  party  who  is  guilty  and 
perhaps  his  conscience  will  smite  him."  The  boy  was  dis- 
missed. Mr.  Hooley  and  Mr.  \Miite  held  a  private  interview 
with  Justin  and  said  to  him,  "Now  I  want  you  to  tell  me  who 
stole  those  things."  I  heard  from  Mr.  White  that  Justin  said, 
"I  will  to  save  that  innocent  boy  whom  you  have  discharged 
as  it  may  ruin  his  reputation  and  make  a  criminal  of  him.  Ricar- 
do  is  the  theif."  The  shock  was  so  great  to  Mr.  Hooley  that  he 
caught  hold  of  the  desk  to  keep  from  staggering  and  said,  "Oh 
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God.  Little  One,  is  it  possible?"  lUit  he  said,  "Gentlemen,  you 
must  keep  this  to  yourselves  or  it  will  ruin  his  reputation  and 
send   him   on   the   downward   walk." 

Next  day  I  was  quietly  discharged  without  being  given  any 
reason  why  my  services  were  no  longer  required.  I  would  like 
to  say  here  that  if  Justin  had  all  the  money  he  has  lent  and 
given  away,  it  would  take  care  of  him  nicely  in  his  old  age.  He 
has  lent  so  many  people  in  the  profession,  both  men  and  women, 
large  and  small  sums  of  money  which  I  am  confident  they  never 
paid  him  back.  Justin  always  looked  on  the  bright  side  of  every- 
thing and  when  I  would  say  to  him,  "I  would  not  lend  these  peo- 
ple money,  the}'  earn  salaries  large  enough  to  amply  provide 
for  their  wants,"  he  would  say,  "Oh  well,  they  will  pay  it  to  me 
sometime."  While  Mr.  Warren  lived  in  the  body  he  kept  that 
class  of  people  at  a  distance,  but  when  they  found  out  that  Mr. 
Warren's  body  was  laid  to  rest,  they  swarmed  around  him  like 
leeches  until  they  finally  cleaned  him  out.  He  unfortunately 
became  acquainted  with  a  man  by  the  name  of  Howard  who 
had  a  desire  to  become  lessee  and  manager  of  a  theatre.  He 
came  to  Justin  and  begged  him  to  go  on  his  bond.  The  owners 
of  the  building  knowing  full  well  that  Mr.  Warren  left  Justin 
possessor  of  considerable  real  estate,  willingly  accepted  his 
signature.  Unfortunately  this  man  was  not  a  good  manager. 
He  ran  the  theatre  for  about  three  years  and  finally  became 
swamped.  The  owners  of  the  building  attached  Justin's  real 
estate  to  cover  the  bond  and  which  you  say  in  earth  life  'did 
Justin  up.'  I  do  not  think  the  Little  One  owned  much  real  es- 
tate after  that  as  he  was  growing  old.  He  was  much  older  than 
he  looked.  A  stranger  would  never  guess  his  age  within  ten 
or  fifteen  years  of  the  reality.  The  last  time  I  ever  saw  him 
he  was  playing  for  Mr.  Bryant  at  the  Broadway  Theatre.  Mr. 
White  was  the  stage  manager.  1  invited  Mr.  White  one  day 
to  go  and  take  lunch  with  me  which  he  did.  During  the  con- 
versation over  the  menu,  I  said,  "Cool,  I  attended  the  matinee 
at  your  theatre  last  AA'ednesday  afternoon.  Whoever  would 
think  Justin  was  fifty  years  old?  He  came  skipping  out  like  a 
young  girl  of  sixteen  or  eighteen  years  of  age.  His  laugh  seems 
as  musical  as  it  used  to.  He  will  never  grow  old.  Tf  it  is  not 
an  impertinent  question.  C'ool,  Imw  niucli  do  llicy  i)ay  liini  now?" 
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He  said  in  reply,  "Mr.  Bryant  pays  him  fifty  dollars  a  week  for 
an  old  person,  as  he  lacks  that  strength,  power  and  vim  which 
he  had  in  his  youth ;  but  he  fills  the  bill  very  nicely  when  he  is 
strong  enough  to  play.  We  make  it  as  easy  as  possible  for  him 
and  allow  him  all  the  rest  we  can.  You  must  see  him  in,  "Quiet 
Life.'  You  would  never  think  he  was  over  twenty  years  old 
the  way  he  keeps  the  people  laughing.  He  did  a  fine  piece  of 
work  last  week  in  the  'Crushed  Com  median.'  Mr.  Dockerty 
says  he  is  the  finest  support  he  ever  had  in  the  comedy.  Francis 
Wilson  and  he  imitated  some  of  the  actors  and  actresses  up  to 
date.  He  gave  a  representation  of  Matilda  Herron  as  Pauline  in 
the  'Lady  of  Lyons'  and  also  Camille,  which  was  a  masterful 
piece  of  work.  I  think  Francis  Wilson  and  he  are  two  fine  art- 
ists in  burlesque.  If  Justin  were  only  about  ten  or  twenty  years 
younger  they  would  do  well  to  double  up  and  star  it  together ; 
for  I  could  see  that  Francis  Wilson  likes  to  play  with  him."  I 
said  to  Mr.  White,  "Do  you  think  he  will  remain  much  longer 
in  the  business?"  Mr.  A\'hite  said.  "I  think  he  would  if  those 
damned  spirits  would  let  him  alone.  I  suppose  you  know,  or 
have  heard  at  least,  when  they  get  hold  of  him  you  can't  do 
anything  wath  him."  Little  did  Mr.  White  think,  then  they 
were  developing  him  for  a  higher  work. 

That  was  his  last  engagement  on  the  stage.  His  health 
failed  him  and  he  had  to  give  up  the  work  just  when  they  re- 
quired him  for  the  holidays.  There  was  a  gentleman  by  the 
name  of  Meyer,  I  think,  who  lived  at  his  home  in  Yineland, 
New  Jersey,  who  came  to  New  York  and  took  him  back  to  his 
home.  The  following  spring  I  heard  that  he  went  down  south 
to  Memphis,  Tenn.,  for  his  health,  with  this  gentleman.  After 
that  he  went  west  where  he  brought  up  at  KaKnsas  City,  Mo. 
The  last  I  ever  heard  of  him.  while  I  was  in  the  body,  was  that 
he  was  lecturing  in  the  said  city  for  the  Spiritualists. 

Qne  day  before  I  passed  out  of  the  body  I  met  Mr.  Hooley 
on  the  ferry  boat  crossing  to  Brooklyn.  He  accosted  me  and 
addressed  me  thus,  "I  suppose  you  have  heard  about  our  Little 
Justin?  The  spirits  own  him  soul  and  body.  I  thought  some 
day  it  would  come  to  that.  The  Little  \A'itch,  I  loved  him  so. 
as  though  he  were  my  own  child."  Three  weeks  after  that  I 
passed  out  of  my  body.     They  came  into  the  room  and  found 
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my  spirit  had  fled.  It  had  left  the  body  for  them  to  put  in  a 
casket  and  to  lay  in  the  grave.  That  was  all  that  was  left  of 
the  once  great  "Ricardo."  I  finished  the  last  of  my  professional 
career  as  a  member  of  the  San  Francisco  Minstrels.  I  wish  to 
say  here  that  all  the  palaver  and  voice  culture  that  is  wasted 
by  priests  and  ministers,  over  a  dead  body  is  rubbish  and  use- 
less. It  1,ells  for  nothing"  on  the  spirit  side  of  life  as  every  man 
and  woman  must  be  their  own  Saviour.  I  find  here  in  spirit 
life  I  retain  all  my  own  faculties,  and  find  it  very  much  as  the 
influence,  through  Justin,  told  me  I  would. 

When  living  in  the  body  the  Little  One,  to  me,  was  a 
strange  being.  I  did  not  comprehend  all  the  ins  and  outs  of 
his  life,  but  now  I  can  see  and  understand  that  he  had  a  mission 
to  perform.  Let  me  tell  you  here.  Sir,  that  his  life  was  a  rough 
one  sometimes.  I  became  acquainted  with  an  old  lady  who  had 
known  him  from  childhood.  She  said  to  me,  "That  person," 
meaning  Justin,  ''Has  gone  through  enough  to  kill  a  dozen  peo- 
l)le  but,  through  it  all,  he  always  seems  to  be  happy  and  singing. 
Those  people  who  claimed  to  be  taking  care  of  him  treated  him 
harsh  and  it  never  seemed  to  me  that  he  belonged  to  anybody." 
Rut  wherever  he  went  he  always  seemed  to  make  friends  no 
matter  in  what  station  in  life  it  was.  He  was  loved  just  as  much 
by  the  poor  as  he  was  by  the  rich.  He  was  always  willing  to 
play  for  a  benefit,  let  it  be  for  one  in  the  profession  or  otherwise. 

I  saw  him  play  for  a  benefit  at  the  Academy  of  Music,  in 
the  fall  of  1877,  for  the  Catholic  Orphan  Asylum.  A  great  many 
stars  volunteered  to  appear  on  this  ocassion.  which  was  held 
for  two  afternoons.  Justin,  Mr.  White.  Mr.  Bryant,  Mr.  Reed, 
Little  Mac  and  others  appeared  in  a  comedy  which  was  very 
funny,  i  saw  Mary  Anderson,  whom  I  think  was  a  great  artist 
on  the  first  afternoon,  which  was  a  matinee  performance.  Jus- 
tin got  excited  in  the  play  and  grabbed  Little  Mac,  her  husband, 
and  threw  him  into  the  orchestra  among  the  musicians.  The 
laughter  and  applause  became  so  great  that  it  was  deafening 
to  ones  ears.  When  the  curtain  was  rung  down  Mr.  White 
had  to  lead  the  Little  One  in  front  to  receive  the  ovation  that 
the  people  had  in  store  for  him.  which  they  gave  in  three  hearty 
cheers.  The  stage  manager  for  this  ocassion,  whose  name  I  do 
not   remember,   then   said.   "Where   did   this    woman   come   from. 
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I  never  heard  of  her  before.  '  Frank  Mayo,  the  actor,  said.  "She 
was  a  star  in  New  York  before*  you  were  born."  He  said,  "Mr. 
Mayo,  what  are  you  talking  about,  she  can't  be  a  day  over  twenty- 
five."  Mr.  Mayo  said,  "Sir,  there  is  where  you  have  missed  it, 
she  is  over  fifty  years  old."  The  gentleman  said,  "Great  God, 
is  it  possible?"  Just  then  Mary  Anderson  and  Charley  Backus 
appeared  in  the  wing.  Mary  Anderson  said,  "Sir,  I  saw  that 
woman  play  in  Louisville,  Ky.  I  was  a  little  child,  and  she  was 
the  prettiest  dancer  that  I  ever  saw.  She  danced  a  reel  with 
old  Ben  De  Barr  from  St.  Louis.  So  you  see.  Sir,  she  can't 
be  any  spring  chicken  now."  Charley  Backus  spoke  up  and  said, 
"She  never  will  be  old."  When  Mr.  White  led  her  off  the  stage 
Mr.  Bryant  took  her  in  his  arms,  he  or  she  as  you  would  call 
it,  and  held  her  in  his  arms  until  she  could  breathe  easily,  for 
you  must  understand,  the  force  and  exertion  she  used  in  her  act- 
ing wore  her  out  and  she  became  weak.  Air.  James  O'Neil.  the 
tragedian,  gave  a  recitation  that  afternoon.  I  think, "Mrs.  Emerson 
pleading  at  the  bar  of  justice  for  her  son  in  Ireland  or  in  a  law- 
court."  I  remember  there  was  one  sentence  that  will  always 
remain  vivid  to  me  and  that  was,  "Arrah,  judge,  don't  say  the 
word  and  God  will  bless  you. "I  always  remembered  that  for  it 
appealed  to  my  senses  so.  This  Air.  James  O'Neil  spoke  up 
and  said,  "Why  it  can't  be  possible  that  person  is  as  old  as  you 
say  for  the  voice  is  still  that  of  a  young  person."  Francis  Wilson 
said,  "She  is  the  Queen  of  the  Burlesque,"  meaning  burlesque 
comedy.  I  think  Justin  in  his  lines  had  no  equal,  which  he 
proved  to  the  public  that  day,  God  bless  him. 

There  are  many  other  things  that  occurred  in  his  life  that 
I  could  tell  but  they  would  take  up  to  much  space  and  time. 
Now  from  the  spirit  side  of  life  I  understand  him  a  great  deal 
better  than  I  did  while  in  the  body  and  how  strange  it  is  to 
see  him  out  here  in  these  mountains  among  trees  and  rocks  and 
brush.  Who  would  ever  have  thought  that  he  would  live  to 
be  almsot  seventy-three,  which  he  will  be  in  November.  This 
work  will  outlive  all  his  other  works  for  it  will  go  to  the  world 
as  a  high  revelation  in  Spiritualism,  for  spiritual  growth  is  the 
true  maxim  of  life  and  all  humanit}-  must  understand  it  some 
day.  Now  I  can  understand  the  parable  of  the  foolish  women 
who  came  in  the  night  without  their  wicks  trimmed,  and  their 
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lamps  not  filled  with  oil,  the  meaning  of  which  is  that  supersti- 
tion has  overshadowed  the  mind-s  of  men  and  women  and  that 
there  will  always  be  foolsih  people  until  they  know  how  to 
trim  their  lamps  and  see  the  light  which  surrounds  them.  To 
many  minds  the  workings  of  nature  and  all  its  beautiful  laws 
seem  like  a  dream  in  childhood.  They  do  not  understand  the 
growth  of  manhood  and  womanhood  and  that  they  must  taste  and 
realize  for  themselves.  That  wisdom  is  only  gained  through 
perserverance  and  leads  them  to  knock  at  the  door  of  knowledge 
and  comprehension  and  when  they  have  done  this  they  will  un- 
derstand that  life  is  immortal,  eternity  has  no  beginning,  no  end 
and  we  are  waifs  of  time,  trying  to  reach  that  haven  of  rest 
called  perfection.  I  leave  my  love  for  Justin  and  thank  you  for 
vour  kindness  in  takins:  down  mv  communication. 


Edwin   Forrest 

Chapter  VIII 


EDWIN  FORREST,  Tuesday,  May  14th,  1901. 

'T  was  known  to  the  American  public  as  Edwin  Forrest,  an 
actor  of  some  reputation,  ^ly  line  of  acting  was  that  of  tragedy; 
I  sustained  the  leading  parts  in  some  of  Shakespeare's  plays,  also 
in  tragedys  written  by  other  men.  Some  of  my  characters  were, 
I  think,  almost  perfect  delineation,  while  others  I  look  upon  as 
failures.  The  public  tolerated  them  and  I  kept  them  in  my 
repertoire.  My  Hamlet  I  looked  upon  as  a  beastly  piece  of  acting ; 
my  Gladiator,  William  Tell,  Coriolanus  and  Richard  the  Third, 
I  am  conceited  enough  to  think,  I  represented  well ;  that  is,  the 
conception  I  had  of  them." 

The  American  public  looked  upon  my  acting  with  high  re- 
spect for  which  my  whole  soul  thanks  them.  I  was  a  servant 
of  the  public  and  I  served  them  with  pleasure.  The  box  office 
receipts  told  the  story,  yiy  income,  from  these  receipts,  kept 
me,  in  my  old  days,  in  luxury.  Bless  the  American  people,  the 
American  institutions  and  give  three  cheers  for  the  Stars  and 
Sripes.  I  think  you  have  a  fine  man,  in  the  person  of  Wm.  Mc- 
Kinley,  for  President  of  the  United  States,  and  Mr.  Roosevelt 
will  make  his  mark  yet. 

W^hat  brings  me  here  today,  sir,  is  some  of  the  connections 
I  have  had  with  this  medium.  He  played  some  beautiful  child- 
ren's parts  in  his  time  and,  I  think  he  was  the  most  perfect  child, 
in  form,  that  I  ever  took  upon  my  knee.  Madam  Ponisi  sends 
her  love  to  him  and  says,  'Thank  God,  the  world  shall  hear  from 
him.'  She  always  predicted  that,  some  day  his  name  would  be- 
come famous  in  connection  with  the  Spirit  world :  she  was  a 
believer  in  spirit  return  as  well  as  myself,  who  belic\ed  in  the 
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same  philosophy.  She  says  she  heralds  the  day  when  these 
communications  shall  go  to  the  public.  She,  Sir,  was  my  lead- 
ing lady ;  the  greatest  actress  who  ever  supported  me,  in  her 
line,  and  was  a  perfectly  moral  woman.  Her  character  was 
above  reproach.'" 

The  medium,  whom  I  now  control,  was  a  peculiar  child  all 
his  life.  He  made  a  pretty  boy,  or  a  pretty  girls,  it  was  imma- 
terial which  :  and  I  loved  him  with  my  whole  heart ;  with  the 
love  of  a  father  for  his  child.  I  think  he  had  the  most  brilliant 
eyes  of  any  child  I  ever  met.  They  were  always  laughing. 
They  did  not  hold,  then,  the  sedate  expression  they  do  now. 
His  life  has  been  one  of  many  changes,  ups  and  downs  being  of 
common  occurrence  to  him,  and  now  he  has  reached,  in  the 
body,  what  you  call  old  age,  with  a  young  heart  and  a  soul  full 
of  spirit  power.  He  has  lived  long  enough  in  the  body  to  give 
the  public  something  which  will  set  them  to  thinking.  It  has 
been  treasured  up,  awaiting  this  time  to  come,  in  which  he  would 
unfold  his  mediumship  to  the  public.  The  world  has  been  wait- 
ing for  what  was  predicted,  when  I  was  in  the  prime  of  manhood, 
living  in  a  body.  He  has  been  led  from  one  condition  to  another 
until  the  finale  is  near  at  hand.  He  was  conducted  to  these 
mountains  by  a  spirit  1)and  who  led  him  here,  in  order  that  he 
might  be  developed  and  these  ancient  communications  produced 
through  his  organism.  Both  conditions  of  life  are  drawing 
close  together.  His  ministrations,  with  the  aid  of  the  spirit 
world,  will  open  the  eyes,  ears,  and  brains  of  the  people  to  the 
reality  that  all  religion  is  man  made. 

Your  friend  for  the  cause,  and  leaving  my  love  for  the  medi- 
ium,  not  forgetting  my  thanks  to  you  for  taking  down  this  com- 
munication." 

EDWTN  FORREST. 


Cool  White 

Chapter  IX 


COOL  WHITE.  Wednesday,  June  5th,  1901. 

"My  name  is  Cool  \\  hite.  I  was  well-known  to  the  public 
as  a  theatrical  manager,  minstrel  and  stage  manager  and  was 
also  something  of  an  actor.  I  was  one  time  manger  of  a  theatre 
in  I'hiladelphia  and  also  in  Newark,  N.  J.  I  was  stage  manager 
and  middle  man  for  Woods'  Minstrels  on  l>roadway,  New  York. 
I  was  one  of  the  partners  of  Hughes,  Welsh  and  White's  Min- 
strels Brooklyn,  N.  Y.  I  was  stage  manager  and  straight  man 
for  Mr.  Hooley  in  Brooklyn,  New  York,  and  Chicago,  111.,  for 
many  years.  I  was  stage  manager  for  Mr.  Bryant  at  his  theatre 
on  Broadway,  N.  Y.,  opposite  the  New  York  Hotel.  There  is 
where  Little  Justin,  under  my  direction,  played  his  last  engage- 
ment on  the  stage. 

What  brings  me  here  to  day  is  to  tell  some  of  his  peculiari- 
ties while  under  my  management.  I  discovered  after  he  had 
played  with  us  about  two  weeks  that  he  had  no  education  above 
spelling  dog  or  cat  or  something  on  that  line.  The  people  who 
had  charge  of  his  bringing  up  neglected  him  very  much  for 
which  they  would  be  ashamed  as  he  was  naturally  l:)right  and 
I  think  would  have  learned  to  read  and  write  readily.  He  had 
a  frank,  genial  nature  and  attracted  people  to  him.  I  used  to 
read  his  lines  for  him  at  rehearsal  in  the  morning  and  that  is 
all  the  studying  T  ever  knew  him  to  do.  While  I  was  reading 
the  lines  it  seemed  almost  impossible  for  him  to  keep  his  feet 
and  hands  still.  Sometimes  he  would  grab  me  by  the  arms  and 
Say  "Cool,  old  man  for  the  Lord's  sake  is  there  any  more  of  it?'" 
When  I  would  say,  "Yes.  Puss,  there  is  quite  a  bit  yet,"  he 
would  say  "Throw  it  at  me  old  man"  and  I  would  go  on  reading 
the  manuscript.     A  wonderful  mystery  to  me  was  that  he  always 
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knew  his  own  part  and  could  prompt  others.  We  had  to  be 
very  careful  how  we  spoke  to  him  until  we  saw  whether  he 
was  himself  or  somebody  else.  If  we  were  not  quite  careful  he 
perhaps  would  get  stubborn  and  we  couldn't  do  anything  with 
him.     ^^'e  had  to  humor  him  just  as  we  would  a  child. 

I  shall  never  forget  the  first  morning  that  he  came  to  Mr. 
Hooley's  for  rehearsal.  \\'e  expected  to  see  quite  a  good  sized  per- 
son, very  dressy  and  one  that  w'ould  put  on  a  good  many  dis- 
tinguished airs,  for  while  he  was  with  the  Buckley  Serenaders 
he  had  a  big  reputation  for  being  at  the  head  of  his  line. 

Rehearsal  that  morning  was  called  an  hour  earlier  than  usual 
on  his  account  but  he  made  no  appearance,  at  least  that  we  could 
see.  The  comi)any  was  becoming  restless  and  uneasy  and  won- 
dered why  he  did  not  put  in  an  appearance.  I  touched  the  bell 
that  communicated  with  Mr.  Hooley's  private  office,  when  Mr. 
Hooley,  in  about  two  minutes  afterward  appeared  in  the  audi- 
torium of  the  theatre.  I  addressed  him  thus.  "The  star  has  not 
made  his  appearance.  I  wonder  what  can  be  the  trouble?"  Mr. 
Hooley  said  in  reply  "That  is  strange.  I  received  a  telegram 
from  Mr.  AVilliams  saying,  'I  put  him  aboard  the  palace  car 
from  New  York  last  night.'  "  He  said,  "I  will  send  brother 
John  and  your  son  to  the  ferry  and  see  if  he  is  there."  I  said,  "Do 
you  know  wdiat  he  looks  like?"  He  said,  "Only  as  I  saw  him 
on  the  stage.  He  does  not  look  very  tall  there."  Then  I  said, 
"How  are  you  to  discover  him  in  his  street  clothes?"  He  said, 
"There  is  where  the  difficult}^  comes  in."  Then  he  walked  down 
the  centre  aisle  and  stood  back  of  the  orchestra  railing. 
Addressing  the  company  he  asked  them  if  any  of  them  had  ever 
seen  this  person  called  Justin  Robinson,  when  all  of  a  sudden 
a  little  chap  popped  u])  out  of  a  seat  on  the  left,  away  over  in  the 
corner  of  the  audiloruini  and  witli  a  ver}^  musical  voice  said, 
"That  is  my  name."  Mr.  Hooley  then  clutched  the  railing  of  the 
orchestra  and  said,  "Caesars  Ghost."  The  whole  company 
looked  up  at  mc  and  smiled  when  ^Ir.  Reed  said,  "Can't  be  pos- 
sible that  thing  is  the  one  wc  have  heard  so  much  about."  He 
said,  "Then  if  that  is  your  name,  ])lease  step  this  way."  When 
lo  and  behold  a  veritable  "Puss  in  Boots"  came  along  the  seats. 
It  had  been  raining  for  two  days  and. his  legs  were  encased  in  a 
pair  of  boots  that  came  away  up  along  his  thighs.     \Mien   he 
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got  in  to  the  centre  aisle  Mr.  Hooley  looked  up  at  me  and  he 
said,  "Great  Scott,  \vh}-  he's  onl}'  a  baby."  He  walked  down 
the  centre  aisle,  mounted  the  orchestra  railing  and  jumped  upon 
the  stage.  At  that  Mr.  Hooley  threw  his  hat  into  the  air,  caught 
it  when  it  came  down  again  saying,  "Shoo  Fly."  The  Little  One 
came  forward  and  addressed  me  saying  "I  believe  you  are  the 
stage  manager."  He  looked  up  at  me  Avith  a  twinkle  in  his 
eye  and  said,  "I  think  you  are  big  enough  for  anything"  which 
made  all  the  company  smile.  He  said,  "I  see  you  received  my 
manuscript  all  right."  Turning  around  he  addressed  the  com- 
pany saying,  "Now  children  of  the  abbey,  I  want  your  close  at- 
tention." This  made  them  all  smile  again.  I  thought  to  myself, 
"Can  this  be  the  real  person  or  one  sent  to  mock  us?"  We  dis- 
covered after  he  was  in  harness  about  fifteen  minutes  that  he 
was  the  real  person  and  a  very  exacting  one  at  that.  After  we 
had  rehearsed  his  business  through  entirely' I  saw  the  company 
was  somewhat  tired  and  thought  I  would  dismiss  them,  when  all 
of  a  sudden  he  said,  "  I  will  once  more  call  the  attention  of  the 
Hooley  brigade  to  little  points  that  I  wish  to  impress  upon  their 
memory.  I  like  to  understand  and  also  have  you  individuals 
understand  where  your  positions  are  as  I  am  a  very  big  person 
and  require  lots  of  room."  The  whole  company  burst  out  laugh- 
ing, stage  carpenters,  scene  shifters  and  all  who  were  in  the 
wings  laughed  uproarously  when  he  placed  his  hand  across  his 
breast  and  bowed  to  all  present  in  a  very  meek  condition  throw- 
ing out  his  little  foot  with  one  of  those  kicks  which  he  was  cele- 
brated in  which  had  a  fashion  of  bringing  the  applause  of  the 
gallery  at  night.  He  stepped  forward  and  addressed  the  leader 
of  the  orchestra  saying,  "You  distinguished  person.  You  please 
fiddle  once  more  for  this  occasion."  This  made  the  whole  or- 
chestra laugh.  Mr.  Sanders  spoke  up  and  said,  "If  the  Little 
One  don't  make  a  hit  you  can  have  my  head  for  a  foot-ball." 
He  stood  four  feet  six  inches  tall  and  weighed  ninety  pounds. 
J\Ir.  Hooley  weighed  him  on  the  scales,  .\fter  he  was  satisfied 
Avith  the  work  the  company  had  done  he  thanked  us  all  very 
kindly  and  addressed  us  thus  :  "Fellow  sinners.  Christians  and 
angels  minus  wings,  call  for  the  beer  in  my  name.  Papa  is  stand- 
ing back  there  talking  to  Mr.  Hooley  and  he  will  pay  for  it." 
Then   I   dismissed   the   compau}-.     He   stepped   otT  the   stage   on 
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to  the  railing"  of  the  Orchestra  then  placed  one  foot  on  the  should- 
er of  the  bass  player  and  leaped  into  the  centre  aisle  on  his  feet 
like  a  cat.  when  the  dutch  bass  player  got  mad  and  said,  "My 
Got  in  Hinimel,  you  think  that  I  be  one  horse  that  you  play  mit 
the  circus  on  me."  All  the  company  and  the  orchestra  laughed. 
He  came  down  the  centre  aisle  leading  a  tall  military  man 
by  the  hand,  addressing  us  he  said,  "Hebrew  children,  this  is 
my  papa  and  he  will  see  that  you  are  well  beered."  He  bowed 
to  us  very  pathetically  throwing  up  his  little  foot  behind  which 
Mr.  Hooley's  stomach  stopped.  Turning  around  and  discover- 
ing what  he  had  done  he  said,  "^M}^  Lord  and  Grace  you  would 
ruin  any  man's  career,  let  alone  a  giant's.""  With  that  Air.  Hooley 
sat  down  panting,  saying,  "I  guess  we  will  have  to  name  you, 
"Puss  in  Boots."  ■Mr.  Warren  addressed  the  whole  company 
saying,  "'Friends,  if  you  will  join  me  in  the  garden  where  there 
is  music  we  will  partake  of  refreshments."  This  we  did  at  his 
request.  This  being  the  first  time  that  the  company  was  ever 
treated  after  rehearsal.  Mr.  Warren  addressing  ]Mr.  Hooley 
said,  "If  3'ou  want  to  get  a  good  night's  bill  out  of  the  Little 
One  you  will  have  to  humor  him,  which  we  discovered  by  our 
experience  was  a  fact.  He  was  advertised  to  open  in  "Aladdin 
and  His  \\'onderful  Lamp"  that  night.  Next  morning  the  papers 
had  a  long  press  notice  in  which  they  had  it  "Aladdin  and  the 
Wonderful  Scamp."  Of  all  the  antics  and  cutting  up  that  I  ever 
saw  he  introduced  the  worst  into  that  musical  comedy.  I 
laughed  until  my  sides  ached.  Mr.  Hooley  came  to  my  dressing 
room  and  said  "I  guess  in  the  Little  One  I  have  struck  a  bonanza." 
'J^he  people  in  coming  out  of  the  theatre  asked  us  to  open  the 
ticket  ofifice  so  they  oculd  purchase  reserved  seats  for  themselves 
and  their  friends  for  the  next  night.  We  had  sold  over  three 
hundred  seats  for  to-morrow  evening.  He  said,  "I  have  sent 
the  call  boy  around  to  notify  the  company  to  meet  me  at  the 
dining  hall  and  take  lunch  with  me.  Now  I  will  go  and  find 
'"Puss  in  Boots"  and  give  him  a  special  invitation  with  his 
father."  Mr.  Hooley  went  and  knocked  at  Justin's  door  when 
the  voice  within  said,  "Who  are  you  and  what  are  you?"  Mr. 
Hooley  said,  "It  is  I  Little  One."  Then  the  voice  from  within 
said,  "That  is  a  pretty  way  to  address  a  nine  footer,  I  want  yoii 
to  know  I'm  just  as  big  an  animal  as  you  have  got  in  this  men- 
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at^eric."  which  made  Mr.  iloolcy  lavii^h.  Then  he  said.  "Come 
in  if  you  feet  are  clean  and  if  tlievVe  not  then  throw  yourseh' 
out  of  the  window."  Just  then  Mr.  Warren  came  along,  a  waiter 
following  him  carrying  a  tray  with  the  Little  One's  supper  on 
it.  ]Mr.  Hooley  addressed  Mr.  \\'arren  and  said  "I  came  t(j  in- 
\ite  you  and  Justin  to  go  and  take  lunch  with  us."  Mr.  Warren 
said,  "I  will  see  what  the  Little  One  thinks  about  it."  He  then 
opened  the  door,  the  waiter  following  him  in  and  laying  the 
tray  down  on  the  table.  W  hen  Justin  saw  it  he  struck  a  tragic 
attitude,  grabbed  the  leg  of  a  chicken  and  cried  out,  "Oh  my 
])rophetic  master  do  I  behold  you  again."  At  that  moment  I 
came  up  to  the  door  dressed  to  go  to  lunch  with  Mr.  Hoole^^ 
and  company.  When  we  saw  the  position  we  all  burst  out 
laitghing.  Mr.  Hooley  spoke  up  and  said,  "Little  One  that  won't 
do  you  must  join  us  at  supper.  I  have  sent  for  a  number  of 
friends  to  meet  you  there."  Justin  stepped  up  to  the  waiter 
and  took  his  hands  and  stood  in  the  attitude  of  weeping  when 
he  said  "Throw  that  at  the  first  angel  you  meet,"  meaning  the 
supper,  and  "vanish  from  my  sight  thou  master  of  the  culinar}' 
department."  We  all  adjourned  to  the  green  room  to  wait 
initil  Justin  should  get  dressed  for  his  street  walking  as  he  called 
it.  In  about  two  minutes  Mr.  W^arren  and  the  Little  One  ap- 
peared in  the  green  room.  Then  Mr.  Hooley  got  the  company 
in  line,  two  and  two,  when  we  marched  to  the  dining  hall  to 
partake  of  our  supper  where  a  number  of  friends  who  came  upon 
^Fr.  Hooley's  special  in\-itation  to  meet  Justin  had  alread}'  pre- 
ceeded  us. 

A\'hen  Justin  first  came  into  the  compau}'  it  was  so  hard  to 
understand  him  and  through  that  condition  he  and  I  had  many 
rows.  When  we  would  be  rehearsing  in  the  mornings  and  es- 
l)ecially  if  it  was  in  a  pathetic  scene  he  would  get  ott  one  of  his 
funny  sayings  which  would  get  the  whole  company  to  giggling 
and  laughing.  I  was  rather  of  a  stern  make  up  and  his  funny 
l)usiness  didn't  go  down  with  me  very  well  and  I  would  call 
him  to  order  for  his  levity  and  speak  to  him  in  a  sharp  wa}'  as 
I  had  to  keep  order  on  the  stage  in  the  morning  at  rehearsal. 
As  it  was  my  duty  I  would  say  to.  him,  "Justin.  I  can't  have  this 
and  you  will  ha^•e  to  do  differently"  when  he  would  say  in  re- 
p\y  "You  great  big  rooster,  go  and  hang  yourself  up  until   the 
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weather  gets  better."  Then  1  would  have  to  send  for  Mr. 
Hooley  to  come  to  the  stage,  ^^'hen  he  got  there  I  would  have 
to  explain  matters  to  him,  telling  him  it  was  utterly  impossible 
for  me  to  get  along  at  rehearsal  if  the  Little  One  were  allowed 
to  get  off  his  funny  sayings.  Mr.  Hooley  would  say,  "Well,  how 
are  we  going  to  stop  them?  I  can't  afford  to  lose  him." 

On  one  occasion  I  told  Air.  Hooley  he  would  have  to 
remain  there  and  reprimand  him  when  he  got  off'  any  of  his  funny 
business.  He  said,  "A\'ell  let  us  get  to  rehearsal  and  see  what 
we  can  do."  I  called  the  company  on  the  stage  again  and  told 
them  to  get  their  positions.  Then  I  placed  a  chair  about  the 
centre  of  the  stage,  that  is  about  the  centre  of  the  lines  down 
about  the  footlights  for  Air.  Hooley  to  sit  upon.  He  had  no 
sooner  taken  his  seat  when  the  Little  One  stepped  up  to  him 
and  said  "Richard,  old  boy,  I  think  I  would  make  a  good  devil 
in  a  play.  Suppose  we  get  up  a  scene  where  we  have  got  hell 
in  it  so  that  I  can  be  sizzling  old  Cool  as  an  experiment  to  see 
how  he  can  stand  it."  The  whole  company  burst  out  laughing 
even  to  the  scene  painters  painting  a  scene  at  the  back  of  the 
stage.  The}'  laughed  so  that  one  of  the  painters  crossing  the 
paint  bridge  let  a  big  pot  of  paint  fall  on  the  stage  and  was  com- 
pelled to  sit  down  astride  the  paint  bridge.  It  was  fortunate 
that  none  of  the  company  were  at  the  back  part  of  the  stage  or 
they  would  have  been  spattered  all  over  with  paint,  as  it  covered 
quite  a  space  on  the  stage.  I  then  addressed  Air.  Hooley  say- 
ing, "Who  could  stand  this?"  When  Justin  spoke  up  and  said. 
"Poor  old  Cool,  he  isn't  civilized  yet."  Air.  Hooley  took  him 
by  the  hand  and  dragged  him  down  on  to  his  lap  and  said,  "Now 
Little  One  keep  quiet  until  it  is  your  time  to  speak  your  lines." 
Then  Air.  Hooley  addressing  the  company  said,  "Friends  we 
will  proceed  with  rehearsal."  Air.  Hooley  always  called  all 
those  connected  with  the  theater  friends.  He  had  a  pleasant 
way  of  speaking  to  all  those  under  his  employ.  The  rehearsal 
that  morning  went  on  fairly  well  with  the  exception  that  some 
of  the  company  would  burst  out  laughing  and  could  not  help 
it.  After  rehearsal  I  said  to  Air.  Hooley,  "After  this  you  will 
have  to  be  on  the  stage  in  the  morning  and  take  charge  of  the 
[Jttle  One  while  rehearsal  is  going  on."  Rehearsals  went  on 
fairly  well  for  a  number  of  mornings  until  one  morning  I  thought 
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I  would  show  the  tenor  singer  how  to  walk  off  the  first  entrance 
as  he  was  the  one  to  play  the  prince  in  Cinderella.  We  had  done 
it  I  guess  as  many  as  three  times  when  I  thought  I  would  re- 
turn to  the  entrance  and  we  would  walk  out  once  more.  Just 
as  we  were  coming  out  of  the  entrance  we  each  received  a  kick 
that  almost  sent  us  to  the  footlights.  I  got  angry  and  turned 
around  looking  into  the  entrance.  I  saw  the  head  stage  carpen- 
ter standing  there  laughing  fit  to  kill  himself.  When  I  addressed 
him  saying,  "Ferguson  who  kicked  us?"  he  said,  "I'll  never  tell," 
laughing  more  boisterous  than  ever.  I  thought  I  would  look 
into  the  next  entrance  where  Mr.  Hooley  was  sitting,  the  Little 
One  was  standing  by  his  side.  I  had  become  very  suspicious 
of  him  by  this  time  but  as  I  looked  into  the  entrance  there  I 
saw  the  Little  One  standing  with  Air.  Hooley's  arm  around  him, 
both  their  countenances  calm  and  placid  as  the  surface  of  any 
smooth  water  and  no  expression  of  mischief  on  the  Little  Ones 
face.  I  thought  to  myself  "Surely  it  could  not  have  been  he" 
and  that  I  would  look  into  the  matter  after  rehearsal  is  over. 
After  rehearsal  and  as  I  was  about  to  dismiss  them  I  called  all 
the  company  on  the  stage  and  addressed  them  saying,  "Can  any 
of  you  inform  me  who  kicked  Mr.  ^^^alIace  and  myself  coming 
out  of  the  first  entrance?"  ^Nlr.  Hooley  spoke  up  and  said, 
"AMiat  does  this  mean  that  anyone  should  kick  the  stage  man- 
ager?" He  said,  "The  Little  One  had  no  hand  in  that  this  morn- 
ing as  I  had  him  with  me  all  the  time  only  when  he  was  on  the 
stage."  Little  Justin  stepped  from  the  side  of  Mr.  Hooley  very 
calmly  and  quietly  and  took  hold  of  my  hands,  looked  up  into 
my  face  and  said,  "Did  it  hurt?"  When  Mr.  Hooley  and  the 
company  laughed  I  said,  "Rehearsal  is  dismissed."  The  Little 
One  spoke  up  and  said,  "I  will  be,  too,  one  day,"  I  was  deter- 
mined to  ferret  that  out,  for  no  one  had  dared  take  such  liberty 
with  me  before. 

We  produced  the  piece  and  it  was  a  success.  Mr.  Hooley 
then  invited  the  company  one  evening  to  lunch  which  was  his 
usual  habit  when  the  piece  was  a  success.  At  the  table  I  sat 
next  Mr.  Trumbull  the  principal  scene  painter  when  he  addressed 
!ne  saying,  "Cool,  I  will  tell  you  something  if  you  don't  get 
angry."  I  said,  "Xot  as  I  feel  just  now  since  I  have  had  some- 
thing good  to  eat  and  a  glass  of  wine  to  wash  it  down.     I  could 
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stand  most  anything  just  now  and  you  must  know  a  stage  man- 
ager has  to  put  up  with  a  great  deal.  Let's  have  it."  He  said, 
"Do  you  remember  the  morning  that  you  and  Mr.  Wallace  were 
kicked  when  you  were  coming  out  of  the  first  entrance?"  I  said, 
"I  guess  I  do."  "Well,  I  came  and  found  ]\Ir.  Hooley  in  the 
second  entrance  that  morning  as  I  wanted  to  get  some  advice 
about  the  ball  room  scene.  \A'hile  I  was  talking  with  ]\Ir.  Hooley 
the  Little  One  slipped  out  of  his  arme  went  into  the  first  en- 
trance, came  back  and  got  into  his  arms  again.  This  I  don't 
think  took  over  a  second  and  I  don't  believe  that  Mr.  Hoolev 
ever  missed  him.  \\'hen  Mr.  Ferguson  and  I  were  going  home 
to  dinner  he  told  me  the  Little  One  jumped  and  kicked  you  with 
both  feet.  He  said,  "It  was  the  quickest  thing  he  ever  saw  done 
in  his  life  and  thought  he  would  die  laughing  when  the  Little 
One  stepped  up.  to  you  and  asked  you  if  it  hurt."  I  told  him 
that  I  thought  the  Litttle  One  had  a  foot  in  it  somehow  but 
when  he  stood  there  along  with  Mr.  Hooley  so  calm  and  quiet 
I  did  not  want  to  misjudge  him.  I  said,  "The  only  thing  we 
can  do  is  to  chain  him  and  get  ]\Ir.  Hooley  to  hold  the  chain." 
^\'ell  sir,  it  took  me  quite  a  while  to  understand  him,  that  is  if 
T  ever  understood  him.  I  discharged  him  four  times  in  one 
week  for  it.  It  seemed  to  me  I  could  not  stand  it.  j\Ir.  Hooley 
would  go  and  bring  him  back  and  he  would  be  there  at  night 
ready  to  go  on  as  bright  as  a  lark.  He  would  look  at  me  and 
say.  "Cool  my  boy  you  don't  know  how  to  swim." 

One  time  after  he  had  been  there  about  three  months  we 
were  rehearsing  a  farce  called  "Honeymoon."  During  the  re- 
hearsal in  the  morning  he  tried  my  patience  so  that  I  discharged 
him.  He  went  out  humming  the  tune  "Trust  to  Luck."  Mr. 
Hooley  met  him  going  o»t  the  front  entrance.  He  said,  "Puss, 
where  are  you  going?"  "To  wear  out  my  shoes,  old  man."  Mr. 
Hooley  said,  "What  do  you  mean  by  that?"  He  said,  "I  am  dis- 
charged and  carry  no  torch  in  the  procession  any  longer."  Mr. 
Hooley  grabbed  him  by  the  hand  and  said,  "Here  Little  One 
that  won't  do"  and  brought  him  back  to  the  stage  addressing 
me  saying,  "Mr.  White  what  is  the  row  now?"  I  said,  'Row, 
he  climbed  on  to  my  back  and  got  onto  my  shoulders  and  stood 
on  one  foot  with  his  other  foot  in  the  air  and  crowed  like  a  roost- 
er.    Then  he  hr)l]crofl  r)ut,  "Ladies  and  gentlemen,  stcj)  uj) :  it's 
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only  a  dime  to  hear  a  young"  rooster  learn  to  crow  like  an  old 
one."  He  jumped  from  my  shotilders  onto  the  sitage  and  turned 
a  i)iroutte,  struck  a  position  and  said,  "I  am  Ventis  on  a  keg 
of  pickles."  I  then  said,  "Mr.  Hooley,  to  keep  him  will  demoral- 
ize the  whole  company."  Mr.  Hooley  said,  "Oh  nonsense  he  is 
only  full  of  life."  Then  he  stooped  and  kissed  him  and  said, 
"Now  Little  One  l)ehave  and  be  good."  Addressing  me  he  said, 
"Go  on  with  the  rehearsal"  and  then  left  the  stage.  We  went 
on  with  the  rehearsal  and  it  went  all  right  for  about  an  hoiu\ 
Mr.  Ferguson  and  another  carpenter  had  a  frame  lying  down  at 
the  back  of  the  stage  on  which  they  were  staking  canvass  and 
l)reparing  it  fc^r  the  scene  painters,  when  all  of  a  sudden  he 
jumped  on  ^Ir.  Ferguson's  shoulders  and  standing"  erect  said, 
"Gaze  on  Washington's  monument"  which  sent  the  company  off 
into  another  fit  of  laughter.  T  threw  the  manuscript  onto  the 
table  and  said  T  would  be  damned  if  I  would  stand  it.  "I  dis- 
charge you  again.  Now  leave  the  building."  He  jumped  up, 
cut  a  pigeon  wing  and  said,  "Ta  ta"  and  bolted  out  of  the  back 
door.  I  sat  down  on  the  chair  covered  with  perspiration,  struck 
the  bell  and  sent  the  call  boy  for  ]\Ir.  Hooley  to  come  to  the 
stage  immediately,  when  I  addressed  him  saying,  "Mr.  Hooley 
it  is  more  than  I  can  stand."  He  said,  "What  is  more  than  you 
can  stand?"  I  told  him  I  had  discharged  that  kid  as  he  was  de- 
moralizing the  company.  He  said,  "Pshaw,  you've  got  no  pa- 
tience wdth  him  that's  what's  the  matter."  "I  have  no  trouble 
in  getting  along  with  him."  1  addressed  him  saying,  "Mr. 
Hooley  you  are  in  that  front  olifice  while  I  am  here  struggling 
with  the  compau}-  getting  them  up  in  their  business  and  to  have 
him  get  off  some  of  his  monkey  l)usiness  is  too  much  for  me. 
I  can't  stand  it."  He  addressed  the  company,  "You  had  better 
go  home  now  and  get  some  lunch  and  come  back  at  two  o'clock, 
and  we  will  try  rehearsal  again."  He  ininiediately  went  to  where 
the  Little  One  was  stopping  and  foiuid  him  at  the  hotel  and  said 
to  him,  "Justin,  this  won't  do.  You  annoy  Mr.  ^^'hite  very  much 
and  he  threatens  to  leave  me  and  1  can't  stand  that."  The  Ut- 
ile One  spoke  up  and  said.  "Poor  man.  he  walks  through  rehear- 
sal like  he  was  in  a  dream.  Ls  he  subject  to  sleep  walking?  for 
I  have  to  wake  him  uj)  once  in  a  while."  Mr.  Hooley  said  it 
made  him  smile  when  the  Little  One  came  up  and  took  his  hand 
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and  said,  "Be  calm,  keep  peace  in  )^our  heart  and  God  will  re- 
ward yon."  Then  ]\Ir.  Hooley  told  him,  ''We  are  going  to  have 
rehearsal  at  two  o'clock.  Yon  come  there  and  see  what  can 
be  done  and  see  that  yon  keep  calm  and  have  peace  in  yonr 
heart."  Jnst  then  ]\Ir.  Hooley  said,  he  saw  a  rognish  smile  com- 
ing np  from  the  corner  of  his  eye  when  he  stepped  forward  and 
took  Mr.  Hooley's  hands,  saying,  "My  dearly  beloved  brother, 
trnst  me  and  I  will  pour  oil  on  the  troubled  waters."  Then  Mr. 
Hooley  said  he  heaved  a  big  sigh  and  said.  "The  Lord  be  with 
you  this  day  for  the  Philistines  are  hard  at  work." 

An  impression  came  to  Mr.  Hooley  that  he  had  better  stay 
there  until  Justin  got  ready  to  go  to  the  theatre.  Mr.  Hooley 
told  me  that  he  was  highly  entertained  during  the  time  with  jigs 
and  reels  and  a  hand  spring  thrown  in  once  in  a  while  for  a 
change.  He  wanted  Mr.  Hoole}^  to  take  his  coat  and  vest  oft 
and  get  down  on  the  floor  and  play  circus  with  him.  Mr.  Hooley 
said  he  humored  him  all  he  could  but  he  never  was  much  at  cir- 
cus work  when  all  of  a  sudden  he  said  rappings  came  all  over 
the  wall  of  the  room  and  a  voice  speaking  to  him  seemingly 
from  one  corner  of  the  room  said,  "Richard  stay  by  him."  In 
about  five  weeks  he  will  come  out  from  under  this  condition." 
Mr.  Hooley  said,  "I  will,"  but  he  couldn't  tell  why  he  said  it 
for  his  skin  seemed  to  creep  all  over  his  body  when  the  voice 
said,  "He  is  under  the  influence  of  a  circus  boy  and  it  will  take 
about  five  weeks  before  that  boy  will  realize  his  condition." 
While  the  voice  was  talking  Justin  was  sitting  on  a  chair  when 
all  of  a  sudden  Mr.  Hooley  said  the  chair  was  elevated  about  a 
foot  from  the  floor  and  let  down  again  very  easily.  Just  at  that 
time  Mr.  Hooley  said  he  wished  he  had  a  drink  of  brandy  to 
steady  his  nerves  when  suddenly  the  voice  cried  out,  "The  theat- 
rical profession  will  only  have  him  for  a  certain  number  of 
years  to  keep  those  other  parties  who  brought  him  to  America 
from  abusing  him.  You  see,  Richard,  he  is  a  medium  and  in- 
fluenced by  outside  parties  which  makes  it  look  to  you  people 
as  though  he  were  not  a  rational  being.  Now  you  can  take 
him  to  the  theatre  and  when  you  have  done  so,  go  immediately 
to  the  telegraph  office  and  telegraph  to  Mr.  Warren,  who  is 
in  Albany  to  come  at  once.  He  understands  his  condition  and 
is  the  only  one  who  can  control  his  actions." 
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]\lr.  Ilodlev  (lid  as  he  was  requested  ])nt  did  not  tell  me  this 
until  next  morning.  The  Little  One  came  upon  the  stage  for 
rehearsal  about  a  quarter  past  two,  walked  up  to  where  I  stood, 
bowed  in  a  very  graceful  manner  and  said,  "You  look  just  as 
sweet  as  ever  darling,"  and  with  that  he  gave  me  a  kick  on  the 
shin  which  made  me  scream  with  pain  and  turned  a  handspring. 
I  said.  "Great  God,  is  this  the  quiet  way  you  are  going  to  be- 
have?" When  he  sat  on  a  chair  and  said,  "Just  see  me  as  quiet 
and  demure  as  a  cat."  He  sat  there  for  fifteen  solid  minutes 
and  never  said  a  word  when  I  addressed  him  and  said,  "Now  Jus- 
tin, I  will  read  your  lines  for  you."  He  said,  "Thank  you,  my 
Lord,"  but  I  didn't  just  like  the  way  he  said  it.  He  came  for- 
ward and  stood  beside  me  and  as  he  looked  up  I  saw  the  leer 
in  that  eye  when  he  said,  "Cool,  dear,  how  did  they  ever  come 
to  let  you  out  of  heaven?"  I  said,  "Now  let  us  attend  strictly 
to  business.  I  want  to  be  your  friend  but  I  want  you  to  mind 
what  I  say."  He  looked  up  at  me  and  said,  "Sweet  one,  busi- 
ness it  shall  be."  I  told  him  in  this  scene  I  wanted  him  to  cry 
and  to  cry  for  all  it  is  worth  so  that  he  would  bear  down  upon 
the  people  with  all  his  effect  of  action.  He  could  cry  and  laugh 
it  seemed  in  the  same  instant.  His  acting  in  some  emotional 
scenes  was  really  wonderful.  He  turned  around  and  looked  at 
me  in  a  tragic  manner  with  a  terrible  scowl  on  his  face  and  ad- 
dressed me  saying,  "I  am  a  daisy  at  crying  and  don't  you  forget 
it.  I  have  cried  all  my  life.  AA'hat  I  have  been  crying  for,  God 
only  knows."  He  commenced  to  read  his  lines  and  act  with 
such  great  emotion  that  the  effect  brought  the  tears  to  our  eyes, 
and  think  of  it,  we  were  accustomed  to  such  scenes.  He  seemed 
to  outrival  himself  that  day.  On  this  occasion  when  the  heroine 
appeals  to  the  monster  in  human  form  who  is  her  lover  she  tells 
of  all  her  love  for  him  and  begs  for  a  little  of  his.  Then  she 
tells  him  of  the  night  that  the  baby  died  and  how  it  called  his 
name  and  wanted  to  see  him.  Her  reading  and  acting  in  that 
scene  were  heartrending.  I  stepped  off  the  stage  and  said  to 
Mr.  Reed  in  the  entrance,  "^^'hat  kind  of  a  person  is  this  we 
have?"  One  time  he  is  like  a  circus  perfomer  and  next  time  will 
draw  the  tears  from  y(jur  eyes  in  spite  of  you."  In  the  scene 
the  brute  knocks  her  down  and  kicks  her  then  he  walks  off  a 
little  and  spits  at  her  and  calls  her  \i!e  names.     Then  she  crawls 
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with  her  body  like  a  snake  across  the  stage  to  his  feet.  It  was 
pitiful  to  see  her  fasten  her  nails  in  the  boards  of  the  stage  to 
get  to  him  in  her  agony.  \\'hen  she  gets  there  she  says,  "Morris 
I  love  you.  \\  alk  on  ni}'  liody  if  yon  will,"  when  he  says,  "No. 
I  never  loved  yon,  you  w^ere  only  a  plaything  like  the  rest." 
She  says.  "You  never  loved  me.  Oh  God  can  it  be,  when  you 
told  me  I  was  dearer  than  the  angels  in  Heaven."  He  says,  "I 
hate  you  now,  you  wanton.  Potters  field  is  the  only  place  for 
the  like  of  you."  Oh,  sir  I  wish  you  could  have  seen  her  eyes 
then,  she  clutches  at  his  pants  and  then  at  his  coat  and  drags 
herself  up  off  the  ground  when  she  stands  erect  she  grabs  him 
by  the  vest  and  raises  her  little  head  to  its  full  height.  She 
clutches  his  vest  by  the  left  hand  then  she  gives  him  such  a 
malignant  look  you  would  think  all  the  devils  in  hell  were  in 
that  look.  She  says,  "You  never  loved  me  then."  He  stands 
motionless  and  as  pale  as  death.  She  says,  "You  sought  to 
gain  that  which  a  woman  holds  dearer  than  life.  You  gained 
it  and  got  it  by  a  lie.  You  gave  me  a  solemn  promise  you  would 
marry  me.  If  I  a  wanton  am  only  fit  for  the  potters  field,  then 
you  as  a  fiend  are  only  fit  for  hell."  Then  she  gives  the  mad- 
dest laugh  and  scream  I  ever  heard  from  human  throat.  Then 
she  makes  a  spring  at  his  throat  and  bites  it  with  her  teeth  and 
is  supposed  to  bite  it  until  he  loses  his  mind  and  consciousness. 
She  is  still  gnawing  at  it  when  I  walk  on  the  stage  as  his  father 
and  demand  what  is  this.  She  looks  at  me  like  a  living  fiend 
and  says,  "I  am  his  wanton  and  you  are  his  father."  I  say, 
"Woman  you  look  as  if  you  came  from  the  region  of  hell."  She 
says,  "Further  than  that,  I  came  from  the  devil's  palace  to  en- 
tertain you"  and  with  that  she  makes  a  clutch  at  me.  I  strike 
with  my  cane  and  she  falls  to  the  ground,  I  then  fly  to  summon 
the  police.  Just  then  she  gives  a  maniac  laugh  and  crawls  to 
where  his  body  lies  and  with  another  laugh  that  is  terrible  to 
hear  she  kisses  his  dead  face  and  says,  "This  is  our  honeymoon." 
When  we  arrive  on  the  spot  we  find  that  she  is  lying  across  his 
body  dead.  The  rest  of  the  ])lay  is  quite  funny  until  the  last 
two  scenes  which  rise  to  the  height  of  emotional  tragedy.  I 
tell  you  this  to  show  you  what  he  could  do  when  he  was  in  the 
right  frame  of  mind. 

Mr.  Warren  arrived  late  at  nii^ht  and  went  to  the  hotel  and 
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found  the  Little  ( )iu'  slccpium  as  peacefully  as  any  little  child.  Mr 
was  a  strange  beiny.  Next  morning  Wr.  Hooley  and  myself 
talked  with  Mr.  Warren  about  his  actions.  !\lr.  Warren  said, 
"After  this  1  will  attend  rehearsals  with  him  in  the  morning  and 
see  that  he  does  what  is  right  for  1  allow  no  one  to  speak  to 
him  crossly.  He  is  all  that  I  have  to  love  in  life  and  without 
him  I  could  not  live.  He  did  as  he  promised  and  things  in  the 
future  went  much  better. 

Let  me  tell  you  here  sir  that  I  discovered  afterwards  who 
this  circus  boy  was.  I  at  one  time  was  a  partner  of,  what  was 
for  those  days  quite  a  large  circus.  \Ve  had  quite  a  number  of 
acrobats  and  tumblers  connected  with  our  show  and  this  boy 
was  one  of  the  performers.  I  was  the  ring-master.  This  boy 
in  some  way  made  me  angry  and  1  struck  him  with  my  whi]) 
harder  than  I  ought.  He  cried  out  with  the  pain  and  said. 
"Damn  you.  I  will  get  ni}'  revenge:  if  not  in  this  world.  I  will  in 
tlie  next."  Mr.  Warren  finally  discovered  who  this  l)o>-  was. 
He  controlled  Justin's  organization  and  gave  his  name  which 
was  W'illie  Kent.  He  said.  "Damn  that  Cool  White,  I'll  gvi 
even  with  him  yet.  I'll  make  it  so  hot  for  him  that  he  will  find 
out  spirits  can  come  back"  and  he  did  too.  I  can  tell  you  that 
sir.  I  had  purchased  a  new  whip  when  I  was  driving  my  horse 
out  on  the  avenue.  I  laid  it  down  by  the  prompter's  desk  when 
Justin  picked  it  up  and  came  towards  me  and  commenced  to 
horse- whip  my  legs.  I  shouted  "Little  One  don't,  that  hurts." 
lie  said,  "God  damn  you  I  will  get  e\'en  with  you"  and  com- 
menced to  lay  it  on  to  me  good  when  I  called  for  Mr.  W^arren 
who  came  from  the  green  room  and  said.  "Whats  the  matter?" 
I  said,  "The  little  scoundrel  has  been  horse-whipping  me."  15} 
that  time  I  had  hold  of  him  by  the  arms.  Mr.  \\'arren  took  him 
by  the  arm  and  led  him  away  like  a  little  lamb.  1  discovered 
afterwards  that  the  spirit  saw  the  whip  there  and  infiuenced 
Justin  to  use  it  on  me.  which  he  did  to  good  effect.  The  spirit 
told  me  afteruard  he  wished  to  kee])  his  word  and  to  fulfill  it 
to  the  letter. 

1  would  say  w  l-  produced  a  new  piece  called  "Immolation 
or  the  lirnised  Heart  "  in  which  Justin  played  the  heroine.  There 
was  one  grand  scene  in  the  l)la\'  where  Clothilde  denounces  and 
cxpo.ses   her    father    inr    his    deception.        She    works    herself    u]) 
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into  such  a  frenzy  of  passion  that  when  her  lover  appears  and 
the  father  exposes  him  for  taking"  part  in  the  crime  she  gives  a 
scream  and  rushes  toward  him  falling"  in  a  faint  at  his  feet  on 
the  floor.  His  acting"  in  this  character  was  such  a  masterpiece 
of  work  that  every  night  I  had  to  lead  him  before  the  curtain 
to  receive  the  applause  that  was  awaiting  him.  He  could  not 
walk  alone  as  he  was  too  weak  after  that  heavy  scene.  Mr.  War- 
ren would  raise  him  from  the  floor  and  place  him  in  my  arms, 
then  I  would  lead  him  on  in  front  of  the  curtain  and  lead  him  ofif 
again  when  Mr.  Warren  would  take  him  to  his  dressing  room 
and  wrap  him  up  in  a  shawl  and  lay  him  on  a  couch  until  he 
was  thoroughly  rested.  When  he  passed  through  any  of  these 
heavy  scenes  his  strength  was  always  exhausted  and  his  voice 
seemed  too  heavy  and  powerful  for  his  body  while  acting. 

One  night  after  the  performance  Mr.  Warren  invited  Mr. 
Hooley  and  myself  and  another  gentleman  from  Philadelphia 
to  join  them  at  a  lunch  in  their  private  room  at  the  hotel,  which 
we  did,  and  while  we  were  all  making  merry  over  the  lunch  a 
very  strange  and  peculiar  thing  happened.  We  all,  excepting 
this  gentleman  who  came  from  Philadelphia,  put  our  hats  on  a 
side  table.  The  Little  One  took  his  hat  and  put  it  on  the  top 
of  the  bed  at  the  same  time  laughing  and  saying,  "This  must 
be  your  grandfathers  hat."  The  gentleman  had  quite  a  large 
head  and  the  hat  he  wore  was  a  large  black  soft  felt  hat. 

In  the  midst  of  our  laughter  and  merriment  we  all  saw  that 
black  hat  rise  from  the  bed  and  come  towards  the  Little  One. 
It  dropped  onto  his  head  and  covered  his  face  entirely  from 
sight.  I  saw  it  annoyed  Mr.  Warren  and  he  said,  "I  wish  these 
things  would  not  take  place  in  the  presence  of  visitors.  I  don't 
mind  it  so  much  when  we  are  alone."  This  gentleman  spoke  up 
and  said,  "Why,  Warren  I  should  think  you  would  like  to  have 
those  things  occur.  I  should  encourage  them  by  all  means." 
.Mr.  Warren  said,  ".\o,  that  won't  do,  it  interferes  with  his  pro- 
fession and  work."  All  of  a  sudden  the  Little  One  raised  the 
hat  off  his  head  and  held  it  in  his  hands  back  of  his  head  and 
with  a  ])cculiar  grin  on  his  face  he  spoke  these  words,  "I  am 
Je.sus  walking  on  the  waters  of  obli\'ion  which  means  nowhere 
in  particular  just  now"  and  then  with  one  of  his  comedy  laughs 
contitnied.     "The  next   show   will   be   where   I   ascend   from   the 
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tomb  and  ride  on  a  theatrical  cloud  so  as  to  meet  my  next  en- 
gagement in  the  next  town."  Mr.  Warren  spoke  up  and  said, 
■'Gentlemen  you  see  that  it  will  make  an  Idiot  out  of  my  IJttle 
One  and  when  that  time  comes  I'll  kill  him  and  then  myself  so 
that  they  can  lay  us  both  in  the  grave  together."  (This  never 
came  to  pass  as  he  outlived  Mr.  Warren  by  a  good  many  years.) 
The  Little  One  looked  over  at  me  and  said,  "You  big  rooster 
sing,  'Rocked  in  the  Cradle  of  the  Deep'  which  I  did  and  the 
others  all  joined  in  the  chorus.  While  we  were  singing  the 
Little  One  stepped  back  towards  the  bed  when  all  of  a  sudden 
he  made  a  jump  and  lit  right  on  top  of  the  table  not  discommod- 
ing any  thing.  He  still  held  his  beer  glass  in  his  hand.  He 
never  would  drink  wine,  only  beer.  He  always  said  beer  was 
the  only  drink  for  a  common  man  of  his  size  which  made  us 
all  laugh  at  the  words  "A  man  of  his  size"  as  he  was  only  four 
feet  and  a  half  and  weighed  ninety  pounds  at  the  time.  He 
raised  his  glass  saying,  "Gentlemen  I  will  drink  you  a  toast. 
Here's  to  the  time  when  I  met  you  all  in  the  bowels  of  the  earth 
called  Hell.  I  breathed  into  your  nostrils  the  breath  of  life  be- 
cause you  were  only  clay  then  and  bad  niud  at  that ;  I  took  you 
to  Coney  Island  so  that  you  would  dry  in  the  sun  and  I  would 
walk  on  the  waters  being  God  fitted  up  with  electricity.  I 
smiled  upon  you  with  all  my  godlike  expression  when  lo !  }ou 
shot  into  living  beings  immediately  for  I  am  the  God  of  Abra- 
ham, Isaac  and  Jacob  and  all  the  rest  of  the  galoots  that  will 
come  after  us,  Amen."  This  set  us  all  to  laughing  again.  Then 
he  said,  "Now  papa  you  take  God  down  a  peg,"  w-hich  meant  to 
take  him  ofif  the  table  and  place  him  on  the  fioor.  So  you  see 
by  these  scenes  and  many  others  that  I  was  getting  to  under- 
stand him. 

When  Mr.  Hooley  and  myself  would  tell  to  individuals  what 
we  had  seen  take  place  in  his  presence  it  was  pretty  hard  to 
make  them  believe  it  for  it  all  seemed  so  superstitious  and  vis- 
ionary to  them. 

At  another  time  when  Mr.  Hooley,  ]Mr.  Samuel  Purdy  and 
myself  were  invited  by  Mr.  Rogers  to  take  a  sail  in  a  small  yacht 
that  he  owned,  after  we  had  been  aboard  about  half  an  hour  a 
carriage  drove  down  to  the  pier  from  wdiich  Mr.  \\'arren,  the 
Little  One  and  the  Mavor  got  out  and  came  on  board.     As  thev 
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were  stepping  aboard  ]\Ir.  Rogers  stepped  up  and  shook  hands 
with  Mr.  Warren,  the  ^Nla^or  and  the  Little  One.  saying  to  J\lr 
\\'arren.  "\\'here  is  your  friend?"  Mr.  Warren  said,  "He  wil. 
be  here  in  an  hour,  as  it  was  impossible  for  him  to  come  just 
then  with  us."  Mr.  Rogers  said.  "I  will  wait  for  him  as  I  want 
him  on  the  yacht  with  us." 

We  all  went  into  the  little  saloon  of  the  yacht  and  com- 
menced to  play  a  game  of  cards.  W^e  had  been  playing  onh/  a 
little  while  when  we  heard  a  carriage  drive  up  to  the  pier,  the 
door  opened  and  Mr.  Edwin  Forrest  the  actor  stepped  out  fol- 
lowed by  ^Ir.  Clifford,  the  theatrical  manager  and  a  militar}- 
looking  man.  They  all  came  on  board  and  were  introduced  to 
the  company  by  Mr.  \Varren.  I  noticed  that  the  last  man's 
name  was  Meade.  (This  took  place  before  the  war.)  This 
man  became  afterward  the  distinguished  General  Meade.  As 
we  were  all  walking  into  the  cabin  or  saloon  of  the  yacht  Mr. 
Rogers  whispered  to  me.  "We  have  some  distinguished  guests 
on  board  today,  I  only  expected  one  more  outside  of  the  present 
company,  but  the  more  the  merrier."  I  discovered  from  the 
conversation  that  when  Mr.  Clifford  was  getting  ready  to  start 
for  the  yacht  Mr.  Forrest  and  ]\Ir.  ]\Ieade  had  called  to  visit  with 
Mr.  AX'arren  and  the  Little  One.  Mr.  Clift'ord  had  said  "They 
are  on  board  a  yacht.  Come  get  into  the  carriage  with  me  and 
you  will  see  them  on  board  the  boat,"  which  they  did.  When 
Mr.  Warren  was  introducing  them  I  noticed  a  happy  smile 
spread  over  Mr.  Rogers'  countenance.  He  addressed  them  say- 
ing, "Gentlemen,  I  hope  you  will  join  us  in  a  little  sail.  I  would 
be  pleased  to  have  you  do  so."  Mr.  Warren  said,  "Why,  yes. 
gentlemen  come  along  it  will  do  you  good,  we  are  going  to  sail 
down  the  bay  vmtil  we  meet  rough  water ;  then  we  will  return 
as  you  know  thes'^  gentlemen  have  to  be  at  the  theatre  tonight." 

They  consented  and  I  think  it  was  the  most  pleasant  sail 
that  I  ever  experienced.  W^e  took  lunch  on  board  the  yacht. 
After  lunch  we  adjourned  to  the  deck  to  smoke  our  cigars. 
There  were  chairs  and  three  legged  stools  distributed  around  for 
the  guests  to  sit  on.  While  we  were  sitting  there  the  Little  One 
came  out  of  the  saloon  with  a  glass  of  lemonade  in  his  hand. 
He  was  sucking  the  lemonade  through  a  straw  when  all  of  a  sud- 
flen  he  threw  the  straw  away  and  said.  "That's  only  made  for 
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lazy  people."  Then  he  drank  the  lemonade  all  down  saying, 
"Oh!  aint  that  good.  Your  wine  aint  nowhere."  All  of  a  sud- 
den the  glass  was  snatched  out  of  his  hand  and  carried  by  some- 
thing invisible  and  placed  on  a  chair  where  no  one  was  sitting. 
I  heard  Mr.  Warren  give  a  groan  but  he  said  nothing.  Mr.  For- 
rest said,  "Come,  pet  and  sit  on  my  lap.  You  haven't  sat  there 
in  a  long  while."  He  sat  on  Mr.  Forrest's  lap  and  then  placed 
his  little  hand  inside  of  his  vest.  He  had  a  habit  of  doing  that 
with  any  one  on  whose  lap  he  sat.  He  did  it  frequentl}  with 
me  and  then  would  go  to  sleep  with  his  little  hand  inside  my 
vest.  He  always  put  me  in  mind  of  a  child  who  had  never  been 
pro])erly  mothered. 

As  much  as  we  always  quarrelled  and  fussed  on  the  stage 
at  rehearsal,  there  came  a  great  desire  in  my  sold  and  a  hanging 
that  I  might  own  him  and  that  he  should  become  all  mine  and 
be  my  little  one  for  the  rest  of  his  days  but  that  could  not  be  as 
he  was  already  in  the  keeping  of  another  one  who  loved  him  very 
dearly.     Everybody   felt  towards   him   like   a   father. 

While  he  was  sitting  on  Mr.  Forrest's  lap  he  went  to  sleep 
and  we  went  on  with  our  conversation  and  smoking  our  cigars 
when  Mr.  Forrest  said  suddenly.  "\\'arren  let  me  take  the  Little 
One  home  with  me.  My  sister  will  love  him  so.  She  wonders 
why  you  don't  bring  him  there  and  leave  him  for  a  visit."  Mr. 
W  arren  said,  "Oh.  I  couldn't  think  of  such  a  thing.  I  can't  have 
him  away  from  me."  Then  Mr.  Hooley  spoke  up  and  said,  "IMr. 
Forrest,  that  wouldn't  do  we  can't  spare  him  now  :  wait  until  the 
season  is  finished  and  then  perhaps  }<lv.  W  arren  will  visit  your 
home  accompanied  by  the  Little  One."  Mr.  Forrest  said.  "1 
think  it  is  cruel  to  have  him  play  the  whole  season  through  as 
any  one  can  see  he  is  not  a  strong  child."  r\Ir.  Hooley  said, 
"You  forget  he  is  twenty-four  years  old  and  we  all  take  the  best 
of  care  of  him."  Mr.  Forrest  said,  'T  know  it  but  he  is  only  a 
child  with  all."  In  a  little  while  he  woke  up  when  Mr.  Forrest 
said,  "Well,  pet.  did  you  have  a  good  sleep?"  He  said,  "Yes,, 
thank  you.  I  want  you  to  get  up  and  let  me  have  this  stool. 
I  picked  it  out  first  when  I  came  on  the  boat,"  which  made  us 
all  laugh.  Mr.  Forrest  got  up  and  took  an  arm  chair.  He  said, 
"There  pet  you  can  have  your  stool."  The  Little  One  sat  down 
on  the  stool  and  put  his  feet  across  my  legs,  then  he  said.  "\nn 
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great  big  rooster  you  aint  as  tired  as  I  am  Fll  bet."  Suddenly 
the  stool  was  elevated  from  the  deck  as  much  as  two  feet  with 
the  Little  One  sitting  on  it.  Mr.  Forrest  said,  "Ha  ha,  they 
take  a  hold  of  him  on  water  as  well  as  on  land."  Mr.  Warren 
gave  a  groan  and  said,  "I'll  be  glad  if  they  ever  stop  this  monkey 
business."  Mr.  Rogers,  the  owner  of  the  yacht  said,  "I  wouldn't 
have  missed  this  for  a  thousand  dollars."  Addressing  me  he 
said,  "I  have  heard  Hooley  and  you  speak  of  this  and  here  it 
takes  place  on  board  of  my  yacht  right  in  broad  daylight  sur- 
rounded by  distinguished  guests  and  no  trickery  attached  to  it 
whatever.  Gentlemen,  I  am  a  believer  in  the  occult."  Mr.  War- 
ren said,  "Don't  investigate  or  you  may  become  luna  and  per- 
haps worse  than  that,"  which  made  us  all  laugh. 

Mr.  Forrest  spoke  up  and  said,  "Gentlemen,  what  you  have 
seen  and  other  things  have  always  taken  place  in  his  presence 
ever  since  I  knew  him.  An  old  woman  told  me  that  his  grand- 
mother in  Scotland  hated  him  for  it  as  those  things  took  place 
in  her  presence.  She  said  he  was  twelve  years  old  but  he  didn't 
look  much  bigger  than  a  grasshopper  to  me  but  he  had  grit  in 
him.  When  Fd  clutch  hold  of  him  and  throw  him  up  above 
my  head  in  a  Roman  play  Fd  threaten  to  throw  him  at  the  peo- 
ple. He  was  dressed  in  a  little  Roman  toga  and  I  would  catch 
hold  of  one  arm  and  one  leg  and  throw  him  up  expecting  to  hear 
him  cry  but  not  one  whimper  came  out  of  the  Little  One.  When 
the  scene  would  close  and  I  would  take  him  down  I  would  ask 
him  if  I  had  hurt  him.  He  would  say,  "Oh  no,  but  I  think  you 
might  give  me  a  cjuarter  for  it."  Then  the  whole  company 
would  commence  to  laugh.  He  talked  then  with  a  little  lisp  in 
his  speech  which  made  it  sound  so  cute.  I  would  take  him  to 
my  dressing  room  and  while  my  dresser  was  rubbing  me  down 
I'd  have  him  sitting  on  my  lap.  Then  Fd  ask  him  what  kind 
of  a  quarter  he  wanted.  He  would  say  "A  big  one"  which 
meant  a  dollar.  Then  Fd  give  him  the  dollar  and  he  would  kiss 
me  good-night  as  his  services  were  required  no  longer  that  even- 
ing. Then  the  property  woman  would  dress  him  for  the  street. 
Some  nights  I  would  give  him  a  large  copper  penny  as  we  had 
many  in  circulation  at  that  time.  He  would  take  it  and  kiss  me 
good  evening  as  usual  but  one  evening  when  I  offered  him  one 
he  said,  "I  don't  want  that  red  one.     I  can  get  more  apples  for 
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the  white  one."  He  spoke  then  with  the  Seotch  accent  which 
sonnded  quite  cute.  1  had  a  check  (h'awn  for  fifty  dollars  that 
I  wanted  him  to  carr}-  home  to  the  old  woman  who  took  care  of 
him.  I  asked  him  where  he  could  carry  it  safest.  He  first  took 
off  his  shoe  and  then  his  stocking,  and  said  to  me,  "I'll  put  it 
there."  Then  he  put  on  his  stocking  and  his  shoe.  I  said,  "But 
they  may  knock  you  down  and  rob  you."  He  said,  "If  they  do 
I'll  kick  them  in  the  mouth."  Then  he  kissed  me  good-night 
and  still  held  on  to  my  hand.  I  said,  "Is  there  anything  wrong 
Pet?"  He  said.  It  is  aw  wrang;  you  did  na  gie  me  the  quarter," 
which  made  my  dresser  laugh  so  that  he  had  a  pain  in  his  side. 
I  sat  down  in  the  chair  and  laughed  until  my  sides  shook  when  he 
gave  me  a  kick  on  the  leg  and  says  "Ye  are  aw  fools."  I  went 
and  got  him  a  dollar  out  of  my  purse.  Then  he  kissed  me  and 
my  dresser  good-night  saying  as  he  went  out,  "Gin  ye  hae  a  gtide 
night's  rest  mel^be  ye'll  wake  up  in  the  morning  wie  mair 
sense." 

AAhen  Mr.  Forrest  had  finished  his  tale  we  all  burst  out  into 
a  hilarious  laugh  when  the  Little  One  spoke  up  and  said  to  Mr. 
Forrest,  "I  don't  see  that  you  are  any  wiser  now  than  you  were 
then,"  which  caused  another  latigh.  Then  Mr.  Forrest  said, 
"Gentlemen,  thats  the  wine  on  me."  I  tell  you  these  things 
sir,  to  show  you  that  his  mediumship  showed  itself  wherever  he 
went. 

We  all  arrived  back  safely  and  went  direct  to  the  theatre 
from  the  boat.  When  I  was  managing  the  stage  for  Mr.  Hooley 
at  his  comedy  theatre  in  Chicago  there  came  a  star  there  by  the 
name  of  John  Hart  who  opened  in  a  farce  comedy  called,  "She 
was  divorced."  Justin  Avas  in  the  stock  company  and  cast  for 
the  leading  female  part.  The  other  lady  in  the  cast  was  the 
wife  of  the  leader  of  the  orchestra  whose  name  I  cannot  recall 
the  present  time.  The  leading  man,  whose  name  was  Harry 
Moreland,  was  also  in  the  cast  and  a  young  gentleman  by  the 
name  of  Baker,  whose  first  name  I  do  not  recall,  was  second 
low  comedian  in  the  cast.  I  think  John  Hart  and  Justin  did  as. 
fine  piece  of  comedy  acting  as  I  ever  saw  on  the  stage.  It  was 
so  clean  cut  all  the  way  through  that  Mr.  Hooley  remarked, 
"Any  one  that  is  a  judge  of  acting  could  find  no  fault  with  that 
representation."  Mr.  Kane  who  was  one  of  the  handsomest 
leading  men  of  the  dav  said,  "Lord,  don't  I   wish   T  could  have 
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played  Morelancrs  part.  That  was  fine  comedy  acting  on  that 
stage  to-night  and  I  think  the  Little  One  outdid  herself.  Oh. 
tho^e  gushing  kisses,  what  wouldn't  I  give  to  have  had  some  of 
them  implanted  on  my  lips  for  I  think  the  Little  One  is  the 
sweetest  kisser  on  the  stage.     I  just  think  she  kisses  to  music." 

There  are  many  other  plays  that  I  think  she  did  fine  work 
in,  but  as  I  feel  it  would  take  too  much  of  your  time  to  name 
them  all  I  will  now  close  my  communication  by  leaving  my 
love  to  the  "Queen  of  Burlesque  Comedy"  who  was  the  peer  of 
all  in  her  time,  and  thanking  you  also  sir,  for  your  kindness  in 
taking  down  my  communication  I  will  say  here  the  spiritual 
philosophy  is  the  only  true  gate  through  which  you  can  pass 
to  the  true  side  of  life  called  immortality.  Your  friend  for  the 
cause. 

COOL  WHITE,  who  once  inhabited  an  earth  body  called 
a  fleshy  tenement.     Good  day. 


Pop-Corn  Sal 

Chapter  X 


POP-CORN   SAL,  Saturday,  June  8th,   1901. 

Now  please  take  mine's  down  will  you?  My  name  Pop-corn 
Sal.  Get  out  your  stick  quick.  I  knowed  him  in  Philadelphia 
long  time  ago.  They  let  me  tell  it  to  you.  I  was  called  little 
[^op-corn  Sal.  I  used  to  sell  pop-corn  to  the  people  in  the  thea- 
tre. He  used  to  buy  lots  from  me  and  give  it  to  the  kids.  One 
day  a  kid  whats  got  name  Billie  Saddock  says  to  me  when  that 
Justin  was  comin'  out  the  back  door  of  the  theatre — "That  Little 
One  gets  more  as  an  hundred  dollars  a  week."  I  says,  "Oh,  go 
long  he  aint  as  big  as  some  them  other  ones."  He  says,  "Yes 
he  does  for  I  heard  Mr.  Parsons  tell  it.  It  aint  all  the  time  the 
big  ones  gets  the  most."  I  said,  "Golly  Gosh,  he  gets  more'n 
a  hundred  dollars."  I  says,  "I  guess  I'll  be  an  actor  myself," 
when  Billy  says,  "They  aint  taking  no  black  meat  like  you  in 
there.''  Then  I  swipes  him  in  the  jaw  and  he  went  a  keeling  in 
the  gutter  and  I  walked  on  him  and  all  my  pop  corn  went  in 
the  street.  Golly,  wasn't  I  mad?  I  knowed  ma'd  lick  the  devil 
out  of  me  when  I  got  back  l)ut  1  didn't  go  back  that  time,  1 
went  and  laid  in  a  lumber  yard  all  night.  Golly,  wasn't  I  hungry 
in  the  morning?  ^'ou  bet.  When  I  was  coming  from  the  lum- 
ber yard  in  the  morning  coming  down  Market  street  I  met  this 
one  what  I  am  talking  through  now.  \  was  crying  like  the 
devil  for  1  knowed  I'd  get  lambasted  when  1  went  home.  He 
come  uj)  to  me  and  sa\s,  "Sally,  what's  the  matter,  anyone  hurt 
you?"  Says  I,  "I  reckon  not.  1  hurt  Bill  and  all  m\'  corn  got 
dirty  in  the   street."     He   says,   "Sail}-,     you've     been      fighting 
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again."  I  says.  "No  I  haint.  I  just  swiped  him  in  the  gob  and 
then  jumped  on  him."  He  says,  "I  see  you've  got  your  basket 
left."  But  I  says,  "I've  got  no  pop  corn  to  sell."  He  says 
"Here's  a  dollar  go  get  some  pop  corn  and  sell  some  before  you 
go  home."  "I  swiped  Bill  cause  he  said  you  got  more'n  a  hun- 
dred dollars  a  week  what  was  a  lie,  haint  it  now?"  He  says, 
"He  meant  that  I  got  more  as  a  hundred  cents  a  week."  I  says 
that's  what  I  give  him  right  back  in  his  teeth  cause  you'se  too 
little  to  get  mores  a  hundred  dollars  a  week  when  theres  big- 
ger men  and  women  as  you  be  in  the  theatre  and  ought  to  get 
more.  He  says,  "Didn't  you  never  be  in  our  theatre?"  I  says 
"Naw,  I  went  to  be  in  it  one  night  and  they  threw  me  down 
stairs.  They  said  they  didn't  let  any  damn  black  things  like 
me  in  the  theatre."  I  want  to  tell  you  boss,  that  was  before  they 
had  that  ere  war.  Now  we'se  free  and  I'm  a  regular  daisy. 
When  I  growed  up  I  went  to  wash  in  a  laudry  and  one  day  we 
had  a  daisy  fight  and  they  throwed  me  out  and  I  struck  my  head 
on  a  curb  stone  and  fell  in  the  gutter  and  broke  my  neck  and 
now  I'm  a  spirit.     Give  your  stick  a  rest. 


Gen.  Winfield  Scott 

Chapter  XI 


Wednesday,  July  10th,  1901. 

I  was  known  to  the  nation  as  Gen.  Winfield  Scott.  On  the 
fourth  of  July,  1859,  there  was  a  great  military  parade  in  New 
York  City.  I  reviewed  them  from  the  balcony  of  the  City  Hall, 
as  they  passed.  At  the  head  of  one  of  theNew  York  regiments, 
was  the  Little  Medium,  dressed  as  a  Vivandiere,  and  at  the  head 
of  that  regiment's  military  band  was  a  drum  major  about  seven 
feet  tall  whose  name,  I  think  was  Lewiston ;  the  contrast  be- 
tween this  man,  so  tall,  with  a  high  fur  hat  on  his  head  which 
made  him  look  a  giant,  and  the  Little  Vivandiere  who  was  four 
feet  tall  and  only  weighed  eighty  pounds,  you  can  imagine. 
While  they  were  marching  down  Broadway,  the  men  and  women 
waved  their  handkerchiefs  to  her  and  she  threw  kisses  back  to 
them.  By  the  time  they  had  arrived  at  the  City  Hall  Park, 
the  Little  Vivandiere,  not  being  accustomed  to  parading  in  the 
streets,  and  the  parade  being  a  long  one,  became  quite  tired. 
When  the  army  had  passed  by  in  the  review,  they  returned  and 
formed  a  hollowe  square ;  the  band  played  a  military  polka  and 
the  Little  Vivandiere  danced  to  the  music,  which  delighted  the 
multitude  of  lookers-on.  The  applause  and  cheering  were  tre- 
mendous and  the  waving  of  flags  and  handkerchiefs  was  a  sight 
I  had  never  witnessed  before.  The  drum  major  caught  up  the 
Little  Vivandiere,  placed  her  on  his  shoulder  in  order  that  the 
multitude  of  people  might  gaze  at  her ;  when  he  had  done  so  they 
they  fired  a  salute  of  thirteen  guns.  The  waving  of  handker- 
chiefs and  flags  and  the  screaming  and  throwing  of  hats  into  the 
air  was  a  sight  for  the  Gods  to  look  upon.  The  military  band 
stepped  out  in  front,  struck  up  our  National  air,  the  Drum  Major 
stepped   off  the   Little   \^ivandiere   sitting  on   his   left   shoulder, 
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waving  his  staff  with  his  right  hand  and  putting"  on  lots  of  stvle 
as  drum  majors  usually  do.  Some  one  stepped  out  of  the  ranks 
and  handed  the  Little  Mvandiere  a  silk  flag.  After  that  took 
place  the  band  following  the  Drum  Major,  marched  around  the 
square.  The  Drum  ]\Iajor  showing  off  all  the  pomp  that  was  in 
him.  the  Little  \^ivandiere  sitting  on  his  shoulder  waving  the 
flag  and  throwing  kisses  to  the  multitude.  The  roaring,  veiling 
and  screaming  was  beyond  description.  Then  anoth'^r  salute 
was  fired  when  the  Little  Vivandiere  arose  to  her  feet  on  the 
shoulders  of  the  Drum  ]\Iajor.  Standing  erect,  waving  the  flag, 
she  sang  the  "Star  Spangled  Banner."  When  she  had  finished 
she  screamed  out  at  the  top  of  her  voice  "Three  Cheers  for  the 
American  Eagle,  Gen.  Washington  and  Gen.  Scott."  Just  then 
she  took  the  flag  in  a  peculiar  position  in  her  right  hand  and  held 
it  as  one  would  a  spear  about  to  throw  it.  When  the  band  struck 
up  "Hail  to  the  Chief,"  with  that  she  threw  the  flag  and  it  landed 
right  between  my  legs  with  the  spear  end  upwards.  She  threw 
it  in  such  a  manner  that  it  displayed  the  blue  ground  with  the 
white  stars  on  it.  It  startled  me  for  a  moment  when  the  staff 
of  the  flag  landed  between  my  legs  on  the  balcony.  The  roar- 
ing and  cheering  was  beyond  description.  I  stood  up  and  called 
out  that  the  Vivandiere  might  be  brought  to  me.  At  that  call 
she  jumped  from  the  Drum  Major  s  shoulders  to  the  ground  and 
the  people  would  have  made  a  rush  at  her  to  kiss  and  hug  her 
but  the  military  kept  them  in  check  and  held  them  back.  \\y 
this  time  the  Little  \"ivandiere  was  exhausted  and  caught  hold 
of  the  Drum  ?\Iajor's  hand  to  keep  from  falling.  He  picked  her 
up  and  carried  her  to  where  I  with  other  gentlemen  were  on  the 
balcony.  When  he  approached  us  with  her  in  his  arms  the  Presi- 
dent f)f  the  Nation  said,  "Let  me  have  her;  she  is  tired,"  but  he 
l>lace(l  her  in  mv  arms.  T  kissed  her  and  then  the  President 
kissed  jier.  Then  I  placed  her,  standing  on  the  railing  or  balus- 
trade of  the  balcony  so  that  all  the  people  might  see  her.  After 
a  while  when  I  thought  the  ])e()plc  had  had  a  good  look  I  took 
her  from  the  position  into  my  arms,  kissed  her,  then  placed  her 
on  the  President's  knee.  When  I  had  done  .so  she  looked  up  at 
me  and  said,  "Old  man  you've  been  drinking  whiskey  today," 
which  made  all  the  gentlemen  or  the  balcony  roar  with  laughter. 
Then   J   gave  orders  to  proceed     with     the     rest  of  the  review. 
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\\hen  all  was  finished  another  salute  was  fired.  Then  she  looks 
up  at  me  with  one  of  her  rosji^uish  smiles  and  says,  "It  takes  a  big 
noise  to  make  any  effect  on  such  a  big"  coon  as  }-ou  are."  W  hen 
I  looked  down  at  her  I  discovered  that  the  president  had  taken 
off  her  shoes,  she  complained,  he  said  of  hei  feet  hurting  her. 
I  drew  off  one  of  her  stockings  to  see  if  we  could  discover  what 
was  the  matter  with  her  feet  and  to  our  astonishment  we  found 
the  little  foot  was  blistered  all  over.  When  the  Mayor  of  the 
city  said,  "Let  us  carry  her  into  my  office  and  I  will  bathe  her 
little  feet  in  a  basin  of  water."  The  Mayor  took  her  in  his  arms 
and  carried  her  to  the  office  where  we  followed  him.  After  we 
were  seated  he  gave  directions  to  a  colored  man  to  bring  a  basin 
of  water  and  a  towel.  When  the  basin  and  the  water  were 
produced  the  Mayor  seated  her  in  a  low  chair  and  placed  her 
feet  in  the  basin  of  water.  Then  she  looked  up  with  tears  in 
her  eyes  saying,  "Golly,  don't  that  feel  good."  Mr.  Greely  of  the 
Tribune  addressed  her  saying  "Little  \^ivandiere  what  would  you 
like  to  drink?"  She  looked  up  at  him  and  smiled  saying.  "I 
want  a  big  glass  of  lemonade  with  plenty  of  lemon  in  it.  None 
of  your  two  cent  skimpy  glasses,"  which  made  us  all  laugh.  The 
colored  man  was  then  sent  to  bring  the  lemonade.  The  Presi- 
dent, turning  to  me,  said,  "Who  does  that  little  one  belong  to? 
I  should  think  her  father  and  mother  must  l)e  proud  of  her.  She 
is  the  most  alert  and  quick  little  body  I  ever  saw."  I  said,  "It 
don't  happen  to  be  a  she,  as  they  call  it  a  he.  It  belongs  to 
Capt.  Warren.  I  am  glad  he  is  not  present  or  I  am  afraid  there 
would  be  a  row  when  he  discovered  his  little  one's  feet  in  that 
condition."  The  President  addressed  me  saying.  "Now  General 
none  of  your  military  gags  on  me."  I  said,  "None  whatever, 
sir,  but  nevertheless  they  call  it  a  he."  He  threw  his  head 
back  and  laughed  saying,  "This  is  a  good  fourth  of  July  gag. 
General.  I  know^  that  military  men  know  a  good  deal  but  I 
hav'nt  been  taking  many  cocktails  this  morning,  neither  have  I 
indulged  in  spirits  of  an_\-  kind,  so  }'ou  need  ncit  think  I  am  in 
a  trance  or  wandering  around  in  a  field  amongst  ghosts  this 
morning.  Wlien  you  claim  to  me,  or  try  to  convey  the  idea 
i^af  such  a  face,  hands  or  feet  belong  to  a  boy  if  is  really  more 
than  I  can  believe  on  the  glorious  fourtli."  T  said,  "President. 
Capt.   A\"arren   calls  it   his   little   boy."        He   looked  at   me  and 
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laughed  with  a  roguish  wink  of  his  eye.  "Oh  that  I  might  own 
such  a  boy."  Horace  Greeley  looked  at  him  saying,  "Mr.  Presi- 
dent I  think  we  are  all  of  your  mind."  Just  then  the  colored 
man  entered  the  room  with  a  pitcher  and  a  glass  on  a  silver 
salver.  The  Mayor  dried  her  feet  with  a  towel.  The  President 
put  on  one  stocking  while  Horace  Greeley  put  on  the  other. 
Then  the  President  brought  her  and  placed  her  on  my  lap,  saying, 
"General  w^e  look  to  you  for  the  honors  of  the  day."  The  Presi- 
dent beckoned  for  the  colored  man  to  appear.  I  took  the  pitcher, 
filled  the  glass  with  lemonade,  handing  it  to  the  little  vivandiere, 
said,  "Now  Little  One  you  can  have  all  you  want."  While  she 
was  drinking  the  lemonade  she  commenced  rubbing  her  stomach 
saying,  "Thas  Max  goot."  When  she  had  drank  the  first  glass 
she  held  it  towards  the  pitcher  saying,  "Treat  me  just  as  you 
did  before,"  which  made  us  laugh.  I  discovered  then  she  liked 
lemonade.  When  she  had  finished  the  second  glass  she  looked 
all  around  the  room  saying,  "Who  are  you  all  anyhow?"  Look- 
ing up  at  me  with  a  roguish  smile  she  said,  "You  are  the  Grand- 
father of  the  army  and  don't  deny  it."  Then  she  straightened 
herself  up  sitting  on  my  lap  as  though  she  were  sitting  on  a  royal 
throne  and  it  was  a  common  thing  for  her  to  command,  she  said, 
"Scott  introduce  me  to  these  coons  anyhow,"  which  sent  us  all 
off  into  a  roar  of  laughter.  When  we  had  quieted  down  I  said 
I  would  do  so.  I  asked  the  President  to  step  forward  and  be 
introduced  to  her  royal  Highness.  I  says,  "Your  Highness  this 
is  the  President  of  the  United  States."  He  bowed  with  mock 
gravity  flourishing  his  right  hand.  She  said,  "The  President  of 
the  United  States,  Gee !  he  looks  more  like  an  old  He-goat," 
which  caused  another  roar  of  laughter.  Then  the  mayor  of  the 
city  came  forward.  I  said,  "Your  Highness  this  is  the  Hon. 
Mayor  of  New  York."  She  said,  "Any  one  could  tell  he  lived 
on  corned  beef  and  cabbage,  the  chip  of  his  jaw  shows  that," 
which  caused  another  big  laugh.  He  said  to  me,  "General,  with 
your  permission,  may  I  kiss  her  Highness?"  Then  she  puckered 
up  her  mouth  and  he  kissed  her.  She  let  a  loud  whistle  out  of 
her  mouth,  saying  "Great  Scott,  your  bitters  must  have  been 
strong  this  morning.  Perhaps  you  chew  trix  for  your  breath," 
which  brought  another  big  laugh.  Then  the  Rev.  Dr.  Tyng,  an 
Episcopal  minister  or  as  he  was  commonly  called,  "Father  Tyng" 
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came  forward  and  was  introduced.  She  took  his  hanus  and 
commenced  to  cry  and  cried  as  if  her  heart  would  break  which 
made  us  all  sad.  The  father  and  I  tried  to  pacify  her.  Right 
in  the  midst  of  the  crying  she  laid  her  head  on  my  shoulder.  He 
put  his  arms  around  her  and  said  "Be  comforted  my  little  darling 
and  I  will  ofifer  a  prayer  to  God  for  your  protection  and  comfort." 
He  commenced  to  pray  saying,  "Oh  God,  the  number  of  her 
years  are  small  yet."  She  looked  up  at  him  with  a  sad  face  and 
heaved  a  heavy  sigh  which  made  us  all  feel  sad.  I  thought  she 
was  about  to  get  religion  or  be  affected  in  that  way,  when  she 
said,  "Father,  those  numbers  you  dreamt  this  morning  won't  go 
for  shucks  in  the  policy  shop.  You  ought  to  have  dreamed  No. 
4  being  the  4th  of  July."  At  that  we  burst  into  a  roar  of  laughter 
which  I  thought  would  never  stop.  Of  all  the  crestfallen  look- 
ing creatures  in  the  world  it  was  Father  Tyng.  He  sat  down  on 
a  chair  saying  "That's  a  wicked  creature,"  when  she  said,  "Me 
too."  Horace  Greely  then  stepped  forward.  I  said,  "Your 
Highness,  this  is  Air.  Horace  Greely,  a  newspaper  man."  She 
looked  at  him,  smiled  and  made  one  of  the  worst  looking  faces 
I  ever  saw.  She  took  hold  of  both  his  hands,  looked  up  into 
his  face  and  said,  "Oh  ye  Gods,  what  a  tale  we  could  here  unfold. 
Enough  to  harrow  up  the  devils  soul,  as  the  whole  world  worship 
gold.  But  cling  to  it  old  man  as  you  would  to  a  raft  in  a  ship- 
wreck, let  your  whole  soul  be  marble  to  gold.  From  the  Presi- 
dent's seat  the  laws  of  the  land  you  never  can  unfold,"  which 
caused  another  big  laugh.  A\  hen  the  laugh  had  cjuieted  down 
she  took  hold  of  him  by  his  beard,  drew  his  face  down  to  hers 
and  kissed  him,  threw  her  arms  around  his  neck  and  held  him 
tight  saying,"  Printer,  printer  of  black  ink,  how  many  souls  will 
you  twist  in  the  link  for  the  pen  will  be  scathing  and  under  it  men 
must  swim  or  sink,  Oh,  printer,  printer  the  whole  soul  can  be 
reproduced  at  retail  and  in  this  line  you  are  going  to  come  out  a 
big  whale."  That  was  the  means  of  another  laugh.  The  next 
in  line  w^s  Henry  \\'ard  Beecher,  who  became  afterwards  a 
famous  preacher.  I  introduced  him  to  her  Highness.  She 
looked  him  all  over  then  gave  a  mournful  sigh,  saying,  "Oh  ye 
Gods  can  it  be  possible  that  a  spirit  lives  here?  and  brings  to 
us  Old  New  England  cheer;  Alan,  Man,  destiny  has  a  fate  and 
from  the  west  vou  must  come  to  meet  it  at  anv  rate.     I  see  the 
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light  si)reacling  near  ami  far.  The  torch  Ijearer  cries  yon  mnst 
meet  at  a  Congregational  bar.  Thy  honeyed  lips  will  speak 
words  of  wisdom  and  light.  For  thou  must  become  the  bride- 
groom of  the  night.  Thou  wilt  bring  a  cause  to  bear  that  will 
make  souls  feel  that  they  are  rich  and  rare.  And  if  you  are  smart 
enough  you  can  sell  them  all  off  at  Vanity  Fair,"  which  brought 
big  applause.  The  next  that  was  introduced  in  turn  was  Cor- 
nelius Vanderbilt.  She  looked  him  over  and  with  a  loud  laugh 
says,  "Why  old  money-bags  thou  canst  squeeze  gold  out  of  rocks 
and  crags,  whilst  thou  layest  on  thy  pallet  to  sleep.  The  cars 
over  the  rails  doth  creep,  bring  shekels  of  great  wealth,  but  old 
money-bags  think  of  thy  soul  and  self  for  it  will  be  heralded  out 
through  heaven  that  old  Creosus  would  like  to  enter  here  with 
his  bags  of  pelf.  Beware  and  take  warning  in  time,  for  the 
angels  will  bring  no  bells  in  rhyme.  Thy  soul  must  stand  and 
take  its  place  as  reason  will  compel  you  to  give  up  your  wealth 
with  grace,  in  the  beautiful  spirit  land,  your  wealth  has  no  power 
to  form  a  golden  band.  The  realm  of  wnsdom  and  love  is  the 
only  place  where  you  can  work  out  the  redemption  of  your  race. 
See  to  it  that  you  are  liberal  here.  That  you  may  enjoy  your 
beautiful  spirit  sphere."  There  were  many  others  who  came 
in  turn  and  received  beautiful  little  stanzas  according  to  their 
condition.  One  gentleman  came  up  with  a  pleasant  face,  whose 
name  I  do  not  know.  The  mayor  stepped  forward  and  said, 
"Your  highness,  this  is  j\Ir.  Peter  Cooper."  She  took  his  hand 
and  looked  into  his  face  with  a  heavenly  smile,  saying,  "Oh,  were 
but  the  whole  world  full  of  love  and  it  were  mine,  I  would  give 
it  to  thee  for  thou  art  so  kind;  the  human  race  will  find  shelter 
here.  .\ye  even  down  to  death's  bier.  Man,  man,  the  world 
for  thee  has  a  place,  and  thou  wilt  give  out  thy  love  to  the  human 
race.  Thou  art  a  self-made  man  so  it  is  said,  and  New  York 
will  bless  thy  name,  when  thy  body  lies  cold  in  death,"  which 
brought  ajjplause.  Then  she  drew  him  to  her  and  hugged  and 
kisserl  him  saying,  "If  1  had  a  father  like  thee,  my  SQul  like  a 
bird  would  be  free,  and  on  the  wings  of  wisdom  I  would  sing 
with  glee.  Oh,  bonny,  bonny  Peter,  an  angel  will  wed  with  thee. 
Do  not  hold  thy  thoughts  in  check,  but  let  them  to  the  world 
go  free,  for  thou  art  chosen ;  a  man  of  wisdom  you  will  be.  And 
the  bonny  lads  anrl  lasses  will  you  light  thrf)ugh  their  bonny  E." 
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Tliere  are  many  others  that  I  could  describe  but  it  would  take  u]) 
time  and  space.  When  her  Highness  had  finished  giving  au- 
dience to  the  gentlemen,  Father  Tyng  spoke  up  and  said,  "Who 
is  this  child,  that  such  thought  can  come  from?"  She  mocks 
religion  and  yet  she  divines  with  the  angels  in  her  rhyme.  I 
must  see  further  into  her  condition."  1  said,  •'Gentlemen,  you 
must  adjourn  now.  Her  Royal  Highness  has  finished  her  audience 
for  this  morning  and  I  must  escort  her  now  to  her  home."  A  car- 
riage was  called  to  take  the  President,  the  Little  One  and  myself 
to  the  hotel.  When  we  came  to  put  her  shoes  on,  we  found  they 
would  not  go  on  as  her  feet  had  swollen  so.  I  took  her  up  in 
mv  arms;  the  President  picked  up  the  little  shoes  and  we  were 
escorted  to  our  carriage  Ijy  the  gentlemen  in  attendance,  who 
gave  three  cheers  for  the  Little  Vivandiere.  Mr.  Beecher  said, 
"God  bless  the  Little  One.  The  world  will  hear  from  her  yet, 
for  I  know  he  or  she,  which  ever  it  is,  is  an  instrument  of  the 
living  God,  to  which  we  all  said  "Amen,  God  be  praised."  Just 
as  the  carriage  door  was  about  to  be  closed,  she  said,  "Old 
Scott,  you  old  galoot,  hold  me  out  so  that  I  can  see  all  the  men." 
Then  she  looked  at  them  with  a  smile  saying,  "You  dear  good, 
nice  gentlemen  who  have  beards  and  mustaches,  I  would  like  to 
hug  you  all  but  the  lemonade  swelled  me  out  and  my  waist  is 
too  tight.  To  you  other  gentlemen  with  beard  and  mustaches 
in  your  mind,  if  you  will  fertilize  your  chins  well  you  may  get  a 
growth  in  the  future  that  will  astonish  the  natives.  Now  gentle- 
men, one  and  all,  see  that  the  ladies  fertilize  your  lips  with  kisses 
for  it  is  a  good  remed}'  for  toothache,  Ta  ta,  I  will  see  you  later 
tonight  at  the  ball."  The  people  commenced  to  laugh  and  wave 
their  handkerchiefs,  the  carriage  door  was  shut  and  we  drove 
towards  the  hotel.  She  sat  on  my  lap  and  put  her  head  on  my 
1)reast.  She  could  not  place  her  head  on  my  shoulder.  T  being  a 
large  portly  man,  then  she  placed  her  little  hand  inside  of  my 
vest  and  went  to  sleep  and  I  was  the  proudest  man  in  America 
that  day.  Happiness  is  no  name  for  it.  I  stooped  and  kissed 
her  several  times  on  the  forehead.  The  President  addressed  me 
saying,  "In  the  name  of  Heaven,  General,  to  whom  does  this 
little  one  belong.  She  seems  to  be  a  mysterious  creature."  T 
said,  "At  present  she  belongs  tt)  Capt.  Warren,  where  he  got  her 
God  onlv  knows.     The  first  time  T  ever  saw  her  was  about  five 
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years  ago.  He  had  her  at  W^est  Point,  dressed  in  boys  clothes, 
and  I  thought  it  was  the  prettiest  little  thing  I  had  ever  seen." 
I  said,  "Captain  Warren  is  that  little  doll  any  relation  to  you?" 
He  said,  "Yes.  General,  that  is  the  dearest  thing  on  earth  me ; 
and  without  that  little  doll  I  could  not  live.  I  said,  "Take  good 
care  of  it.  It  looks  as  if  the  wind  would  blow  it  away,  it  is  so 
fragile.  It  looks  to  me  like  a  little  violet  hid  away  in  the  woods 
under  a  leaf  for  protection  and  you  Capt.  are  the  leaf."  He  said, 
"General,  I  will  protect  it  with  my  life."  When  I  had  finished 
the  President  said,  "God  protect  it,  it  looks  too  frail  to  be  handled 
roughly  by  the  world,"  to  which  I  said,  "Amen." 

When  we  arrived  at  the  hotel,  I  carried  the  Little  One  in 
my  arms,  still  asleep.  Wlien  we  arrived  at  the  room  we  found 
Captain  Warren  and  George  Meade  there.  When  Capt.  War- 
ren saw  me  coming,  the  Little  One  in  my  arms  he  jumped  up 
and  said,  "God,  what  is  the  matter  with  my  baby?"  I  said, 
"Nothing,  only  he  has  gone  to  sleep."  I  laid  the  Little  One  on 
the  bed,  when  the  Captain  took  hold  of  my  hands  thanking  me 
profusely,  saying  "I  thought.  General,  he  was  dead.  If  it  had 
been  so,  you  would  be  minus  a  Captain,  for  I  could  not  live  with- 
out the  Little  One."  At  that  we  all  laughed.  Then  he  noticed 
the  President  for  the  first  time ;  placing  a  chair  for  him,  he  said, 
"I  beg  your  pardon  Sir,  for  not  greeting  you  with  the  courtesy 
of  a  gentleman,  but  to  tell  the  truth  Honored  Sir,  my  heart  was 
growing  cold  when  I  thought  my  Little  One  was  dead."  Then 
he  burst  into  tears.  I  took  his  hand  and  said,  "Be  calm,  Captain, 
no  harm  will  come  to  your  Little  One,  I  see  your  love  is  great, 
and  any  one  that  would  try  to  rob  you  of  it,  is  a  felon  of  the 
worst  kind,  and  I  would  like  to  be  the  man  to  put  a  ball  through 
him.  While  we  were  talking,  Mr.  Meade  came  from  an  adjoin- 
ing apartment  with  a  bottle  of  wine  and  some  glasses.  I  ad- 
dressed Mr.  Meade  saying,  "You  seem  to  be  acquainted  here." 
He  said,  "Oh  yes.  General,  when  I  come  to  New  York,  I  make 
my  headquarters  here  with  Brother  Warren  and  the  Little  One. 
We  all  sat  down  and  Meade  poured  each  one  a  glass  of  wine. 
After  we  had  finished  drinking  it,  things  seemed  to  grow  more 
cheerful  and  we  commenced  to  get  off  jokes,  which  seemed  to 
cheer  up  Capt.  Warren.  This  Meade,  whom  T  speak  of  became 
the  fomaus  C,en.  Meade  at  the  battle  of  Gcttvslnirg  and  also  're 


GEN.  WINFIELD  SCOTT  107 

controlling  General  of  the  army  of  the  Potomac,  during  our 
rebellion.  While  we  were  enjoying  ourselves  the  Little  One 
awoke  saying,  "Papa  my  legs  and  feet  hurt  awful.  It  feels  just 
like  bees  were  stinging  them."  The  Captain  said,  "Well  pet  we 
will  get  those  outside  wraps  off,  and  then  locate  the  pain."  Af- 
ter ]\Ir.  Warren  had  removed  all  the  shoy  toggery  from  the 
Little  one.  He  said,  "Now  tell  me  where  the  pain  is  worst." 
The  Little  One  said,  "It  is  in  my  legs  and  feet."  Mr.  Warren 
found  he  had  to  cut  the  stockings  oft,  as  his  legs  and  feet  were 
swolen  to  a  large  size.  Mr.  Warren  took  him  on  his  lap  while 
Meade  got  a  basin  with  water  and  a  sponge.  Then  they  sponged 
his  legs  and  feet  down.  They  did  so  several  times,  when  he 
commenced  to  cry  and  said  the  pain  was  getting"  worse.  Meade 
said,  "Warren  I  will  go  to  the  drug  store  and  get  some  solution 
that  we  can  apply  as  an  outward  application."  He  did  so  and  re- 
turned with  a  large  bottle  of  linament  which  they  applied  to  his 
limbs.  In  about  ten  minutes  it  commenced  to  bring  some  relief. 
They  applied  it  all  over  his  limbs  again  and  rubbed  thelina- 
ment  in  quite  hard.  In  about  a  quarter  of  an  hour  he  said, 
"Papa,  I  feel  a  good  deal  better  now;  it  don't  pain  so  much."  I 
said,  "Captain  you  Avill  have  to  have  those  blisters  o  nthe  soles 
of  his  feet  open  and  let  the  water  out ;  while  his  feet  are  in  that 
condition  he  will  be  feverish."  Mr.  Meade  said,  "I  will  go  and 
find  some  one,  who,  possibly  can  operate  on  his  feet."  He  re- 
turned in  a  little  while  with  a  gentleman  who  said  his  name  was 
Nickless,  and  that  he  was  connected  with  a  drug  establishment. 
He  laid  his  case  of  instruments  on  the  table ;  when  the  Little 
One  discovered  them  he  hollered  out,  "Gee !  Moses,  you  aint 
going  to  cut  me  up  are  you?"  The  gentleman  said,  "Oh,  no, 
not  at  all,  we  will  just  merel}^  open  the  blisters  and  let  the  water 
out."  He  took  a  sharp  instrument  in  his  hand  and  said,  "Now 
we  are  ready."  The  Captain  said,  "Pet,  look  up  at  me,"  as  he 
did  so  he  placed  his  mouth  on  the  Little  One's  mouth  and  held 
him  tight  while  the  gentleman  operated  on  the  blisters.  When 
it  was  all  over  the  Little  One  looked  over  at  me  and  said,  'Old 
Scott,  I'll  never  be  able  to  dance  with  you  tonight,  at  the  ball." 
Then  he  said,  "I've  got  it.  I'll  get  on  to  your  back  and  you  waltz 
around  and  I'll  holler  out,  'This  is  Scotty  my  boy,  the  Scott  of 
all  Scotch  ;'  which  sent  us  all  off  into  a  laugh.     Then    I  discov- 
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ered  that  \\  arren  was.  once  more  a  happy  man.  Mr.  Nickless 
was  invited  to  partake  of  a  glass  of  wine ;  while  he  was  sipping 
it  the  glass  was  wrenched  out  of  his  hand  and  thrown  into  my 
hat,  which  was  on  a  side  table  in  the  room.  This  compelled  us 
to  become  a  little  more  serious.  Just  then  the  table  commenced 
to  slide  over  to  where  the  medium  was  sitting  on  the  Captain's 
lap.  He  looked  up  at  the  Captain  and  laughed  saying,  'Papa, 
Rob  wants  you  to  have  a  drink."  He  raised  the  glass  of  wine  to 
Warren's  lips,  when  the  bottle  on  the  table  commenced  to  dance; 
It  danced  around  the  table  and  when  it  came  opposite  each 
glass,  it  would  tip  up  in  a  certain  way,  and  pour  out  a  little  wine. 
Mr.  Nickless  then  commenced  to  laugh  and  said,  "Gentlemen,  I 
see  you  are  not  acquainted  with  psychical  manifestations."  This 
is  one  of  the  spiritual  manifestations.  There  are  many  others 
that  take  place  in  the  presence  of  a  medium."  (From  this  it 
would  seem  that  Mr.  Nickless  understood  something  of  Spiritual- 
ism.) I  said,  "Is  this  Spiritualism?"  The  President  said,  "Yes, 
and  this  is  one  of  its  manifestations."  Mr.  Warren  said,  "I  wish 
they  would  let  him  alone."  After  the  blisters  were  opened  on 
the  Litlle  One's  feet.  Mr.  Nickless  bathed  them  in  a  solution  of 
alum  water,  so  that  they  would  harden,  somewhat,  before  night ; 
as  the  Little  One  was  determined  to  attend  the  ball.  They 
wrapped  his  feet  up  in  towels  and  laid  him  on  the  bed.  Mr. 
Nickless  said  he  would  remain  about  a  quarter  of  an  hour  longer 
and  see  how  the  Little  One  felt.  "If  he  does  not  sleep  easily  I 
will  give  him  a  sleeping  draught."  After  the  Little  One  had 
lain  on  the  bed,  I  should  judge,  about  ten  minutes,  there  came 
a  peculiar  look  in  his  eyes.  It  seemed  to  me  as  though  he  were 
looking  away  ofif  beyond  where  any  of  us  sat.  He  gave  a  pecul- 
iar smile  and  said,  "That  is  a  pretty  piece  of  business.  If  they 
haint  gone  and  robbed  the  city  treasury,  and  you  watch  and 
see  if  they  aint  caught  at  it,  I  tell  you  that  ring  is  going  to  be 
broken  up  some  day.  Papa,  Tweed's  a  bad  man  and  P)ob  say.s 
he  don't  want  you  to  associate  with  him  any  more."  This  hap- 
pened some  time  before  P)OSS  Tweed  and  his  ring  was  broken  up. 
Mr.  W^arren  said,  "Gentlemen,  on  your  honor,  I  beg  of  you  not 
to  mention  a  word  that  you  have  heard  here  today.  I  wish  these 
sayings  would  not  come  through  him."  The  druggist  s]K)ke  up 
and  said,  "Mr.   Warren,  just  as  long  as  he  or  she,  whichever  it 
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is,  lives  the  spirits  are  i^oing  to  reveal  themselves,  so  you  may 
as  well  keep  your  mind  easy  on  that  point,  for  they  are  deter- 
mined to  reveal  the  truth  through  that  organizm."  Some  time 
afterwards  I  invited  Mr.  Warren  and  the  Little  One  to  mak-e 
mc  a  visit  at  West  Point,  and  come  })repared  to  stay  several  days. 
I  became  so  infatuated  with  the  Little  One  and  his  ways  that  I 
longed  to  see  him.  Mr.  Warren  and  the  Little  One  arrived  on 
a  Monday  afternoon,  and  I  was  glad  to  see  them.  I  was  always 
"Uncle  Scott"  to  the  Little  One  when  he  wasn't  under  influence. 
When  I  met  him  he  grabbed  me  around  the  waist,  which  he 
c(nildn't  embrace  as  I  was  so  large  it  was  impossible  for  his  lit- 
tle arms  to  span  me.  He  looked  up  into  my  face  with  a  smile 
saying,  "Uncle  Scott  I  want  a  big  drink  of  milk."  I  said,  "You 
shall  have  it.  Now  come  and  sit  on  my  lap  and  tell  me  what 
\-ou  have  been  doing  since  I  saw  you  last."  In  the  meatinie  I 
requested  my  servant  to  bring  a  pitcher  of  milk  and  a  glass. 
When  the  milk  came  he  drank  the  glass  full  down  without  stop- 
])ing,  then  he  said.  "I  will,  but  I  didn't  want  to  until  I  got  the 
milk."  I  told  Mr.  Warren  to  go  to  the  closet  and  help  himself 
ti)  a  little  spirits  as  he  did  not  care  for  the  milk.  The  Little 
(  )ne  said,  "Uncle  Scott,  you  always  have  such  good  milk.  Its 
much  better  than  that  wc  get  at  the  hotel.  Now  Fm  going  to 
tell  you  what  I've  been  doing."  \\'hen  he  would  tell  me  au}- 
tliing  he  always  played  with  my  large  fingers,  running  his  little 
hands  out  and  in  through  them.  He  said,  "I've  been  working 
pretty  hard  Uncle  Scott  and  I  got  good  pay  for  it.  Papa  ])ui  all 
the  money  in  the  bank  on  interest  with  a  lot  that  he  had.  Some 
day  we  are  going  to  live  on  a  farm  and  you  must  come  and  live 
with  us,  Uncle  Scott.  ['a])a  says  he  is  going  to  buy  me  a  ]iu]i, 
that  will  grow  into  a  large  St.  Bernard  dog  and  I  am  going  tt) 
call  him  Winfield  Scott  \\'arren.  Papa  says  he  is  going  to  get 
a  gardener,  and  I  can  ha\e  all  the  flowers  I  want.  Won't  that 
be  grand  Uncle  Scott?  I  am  going  to  put  nice  flowers  in  .your 
room  every  da}'  and  1  won't  let  anyone  touch  your  books  and 
])apers  for  I  am  going  to  clean  the  room  myself."  Then  he  stood 
up  on  my  knees  threw  his  arms  around  my  neck  and  gave  me 
a  good  hug  and  kiss  which  settled  the  bargain.  I  then  addressed 
AFr.  Warren  saying,  "['\e  invited  some  of  the  officers  to  come 
here   tomorrow   afternoon,   so   that    we   mav   indulge   in    a   social 


110         THE  LIFE  OF  LITTLE  JUSTIN  HULBURD 

game  of  cards."  I  then  said  to  the  Little  One  "What  would 
you  like  to  eat  this  evening-?"  He  said,  "I  want  a  bowl  of  milk 
and  some  bread."  ]\Ir.  Warren  said,  "Its  milk  and  bread  every 
time  for  him  when  its  good."  I  then  prepared  for  militar}^ 
duties. 

Next  day  Mr.  Warren  went  visiting  amongst  his  friends 
taking  the  Little  One  with  him.  During  one  of  his  visits  the 
Little  One  slipped  out,  went  and  collected  some  flowers  and  tall 
grasses,  bringing  them  to  my  room  where  some  of  the  brother 
officers  had  already  assembled.  He  came  up  to  me  saying, 
"Uncle  Scott,  I  brought  3^ou  some  pretty  flowers.  Just  smell 
them."  I  smelt  of  them  saying,  "They  are  beauties."  I  re- 
quested him  to  go  and  get  a  pitcher  with  some  water  in  it,  that 
he  might  put  the  flowers  in.  I  said,  "Now  sweetheart,  you  set 
that  pitcher  on  the  stand  in  the  corner  where  your  flowers  will 
look  beautiful."  He  was  very  fond  of  flowers  and  everything 
in  art.     In  fact  he  had  a  great  passion  for  art. 

One  day  Captain  Warren  and  myself  went  to  visit  a  large 
are  gallery  taking  the  Little  One  with  us.  AA'hen  we  reached 
the  Art  gajlery  and  he  discovered  the  beautiful  pictures  hanging 
on  the  wall;  he  commenced  to  jump  up  and  down  laughing  and 
singing  with  glee.  He  cries  out  with  all  the  love  in  his  nature, 
"Papa  and  Uncle  Scott,  this  must  be  heaven."  Then  all  of  a 
sudden  a  very  sober  expression  came  over  his  face.  He  folded 
his  arms  and  walked  towards  a  large  painting  and  we  followed 
him.  He  stood  in  front  of  the  picture  possibly  ten  minutes, 
when  came  from  him  a  deep  rich  voice,  that  of  a  powerful  man. 
The  voice  said,  "Gentlemen,  I  will  explain  to  you  the  merits  and 
flemerits  of  this  picture."  The  voice  gave  us  a  discourse  on  art 
for  about  half  an  hour,  which  was  grand  and  interesting,  es- 
pecially to  me  as  it  described  the  flaws  and  merits  of  the  artist 
that  painted  the  picture.  He  went  from  one  picture  to  another 
giving  descriptions  of  them  for  our  benefit.  We  followed  him 
around  for  over  four  hours  when  we  became  tired  and  hungry. 
We  appealed  to  him  to  leave  the  art  gallery  so  that  we  might 
go  and  get  something  to  eat.  He  said,  "No  I  will  not.  Here 
is  brain  work  and  I  love  it.  I  will  remain  here  until  you  return." 
But  we  knew  better  than  to  leave  him  by  himself,  for  God  only 
knows,  where  we   would  find  him  on  our  return.     Air.  Warren 
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said,  "General,  let  ns  i;o  and  sit  on  one  of  those  seats  to  rest 
awhile  and  we  will  allow  the  Little  One  to  feast  his  eyes  on  the 
pictures,  at  the  same  time  keeping  our  eyes  on  him."  After  sit- 
ting there  quite  awhile,  I  became  so  hungry  that  I  believed  I 
couldn't  stand  it  any  longer.  I  got  up  and  went  where  he  stood, 
taking  him  by  the  hand,  I  said,  "Come  they're  going  to  shut  up 
the  gallery  now.  He  said,  "Shut  up  the  Gallery,  and  will  they  close 
all  this  art  from  the  sight  of  men  and  women?  Oh  how  cruel, 
how  cruel."  I  said,  "You  come  now  and  we  will  go  and  get 
something  to  eat."  He  looked  at  me  with  one  of  the  most  mali- 
cious looks  you  ever  saw  and  said,  "No,  I'm  damned  if  I  will." 
Then  I  beckoned  for  Mr.  Warren  to  come  and  said,  "You  take 
hold  of  his  hand  there  and  I  will  take  this.  I  guess  we  will  have 
to  force  his  young  highness  out  of  this."  We  really  had  to  drag 
him  out  of  the  gallery.  While  doing  so  he  cursed  and  swore  at 
us  calling  us  all  the  vile  names  that  the  vocabulary  of  the  day 
contained.  I  merely  give  this  illustration  to  show  you  what 
a  great  love  he  has  for  art.  While  in  the  gallery  he  was  con- 
trolled by  some  painter  who  had  passed  out  of  the  body. 

And  now  to  return  to  the  flowers  he  had  placed  on  the  stand 
in  my  room.  WHien  he  placed  the  pitcher  on  the  stand  he  buried 
his  face  in  the  flowers  and  kissed  them  sweetly  saying,  "Please 
tell  me  your  names.  You  can  talk  to  me  if  you  want  for  you 
must  have  a  language  of  your  own."  Jefiferson  Davis,  being  one 
of  the  party  that  was  invited,  said  to  me  "General  see  how  the 
Little  One  loves  the  flowers."  At  that  instant  he  turned  with 
one  of  the  most  scornful  looks  you  ever  saw  in  a  human  being's 
countenance.  Then  he  approached  Mr.  Davis  saying,  "How  dare 
you  speak  of  beautiful  flowers;  have  they  ever  harmed  you? 
You  two  faced  villian."  AA'ith  that  he  sprang  onto  the  table. 
(It  just  seemed  as  if  his  little  body  was  constructed  of  springs.) 
When  he  landed,  he  commenced  to  kick  each  one's  cards  into 
his  lap ;  not  one  of  them  dropping  onto  the  floor.  With  that  he 
commenced  to  cry  aloud  "Ye  miserable  sinners.  God  has  sent 
me  here  to  break  up  this  game  of  cards,  for  you  are  all  on  the 
road  to  hell,  and  further  than  that,  Providence,  Rhode  Island, 
knows  you  not,  you  wicked  wretches."  Then  all  of  a  sudden 
he  commenced  to  dance  the  Highland  flng  on  tcp  of  the  table : 
and  danced  it  well ;  to  which  we  all  applauded.     He  made  a  leap 
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into  the  air.  and  came  down  cachunk  onto  the  table  with  his  legs 
crossed  like  a  Turk.  He  then  commenced  to  cry  as  if  his  heart 
would  break,  which  made  us  all  feel  sad,  threw  himself  onto 
the  floor,  hissed  like  a  snake  and  wriggled  across  the  floor  just 
as  you  would  see  a  large  rattlesnake  do.  In  front  of  Jefferson 
Davis  he  spit  like  a  venomous  snake,  then  jumping  to  his  feet, 
he  came  and  sat  on  my  lap  ami  sang  that  beautiful  hymn,  "Jesus 
Lover  of  Aly  Soul."  He  sang  it  in  such  a  beautiful  manner  and 
with  such  feeling  that  before  he  had  finished  the  tears  were  cours- 
ing down  our  cheeks.  Air.  Meade  said,  "What  a  strange,  strange 
being.  He  can  hiss  like  a  venomous  snake  and  he  can  reach  your 
soul  with  music.""  Just  then  \\'arren  entered  the  room  saying, 
"General,  I  am  sorry  my  Little  One  bothered  you  so  much.  He 
slipped  away  Avhile  I  was  in  conversation  with  some  ladies  that 
were  visiting  here  ;  w'hen  he  did  not  return  I  came  in  search  of 
him.'"^  I  said,  "A\'arren,  my  boy,  don"t  mention  it.  He  brought 
his  Uncle  some  beautiful  flowers  and  put  them  in  a  pitcher  of 
water,  placing  them  on  that  stand  in  the  corner."  Mr.  Warren 
said,  "I  hope  he  comported  himself  in  such  a  manner  that  it  was 
])leasing  for  the  gentlemen  present  to  have  him  in  their  midst.  I 
said,  "It  was  so  much  so,  that  he  entertained  us  very  highly." 
"Then  I  will  relieve  you  of  him  General  Come  Little  One,  sit 
on  papa"s  lap.  I  know  L'ncle  Scott  mtist  be  tired  of  your  teas- 
ing him."  I  said,  "Not  at  all.  Let  him  remain  with  me;  I  don't 
get  a  chance  to  hold  him  ever}-  day,  and  you  do."  Pointing  to  a 
chair  I  said,  "Take  that  chair,  sit  down  and  play  a  game  of  cards 
with  the  boys  while  the  Little  One  amuses  me."  After  awhile 
the  Little  One  tired  of  sitting  in  one  ])Osition.He  got  up  onto  m}' 
shoulder  and  straddled  my  neck  with  his  legs,  grabbed  me  by 
the  hair  of  the  head,  and  yelled  out,  "Two  forty  on  the  plank  road. 
We'll  get  to  Harlem  before  the  dexil  finds  it  out."  Warren 
looked  around  and  saw  that  In-  was  tugging  at  my  hair  pretty 
hard.  He  said,  "Come  i)el.  stand  back  of  ])apa  and  show  him 
what  cards  to  play.'"  Tlien  he  leai)ed  from  my  shoulder  onto  the 
Hoor.  He  never  climbed  up  and  down  like  other  youngsters 
but  gave  a  spring  and  he  was  there.  While  he  was  standing 
l)ehind  his  papa  and  looking  at  his  cards,  he  discovered  that  his 
papa  held  in  his  hand  the  ace  of  spades  and  the  ace  of  hearts. 
G,rabl)ing  the   ace   of  spades,  he  threw   it  on   the  table,  saying. 
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''That  means  war,  aye  a  bloody  war.  Kin  and  friends  matched 
against  one  another  in  a  bloody  strife.  The  blood  of  men  shall 
fertilize  the  ground,  i  hear  their  groans  crying  to  God  lor  \  en- 
geancc."  He  then  grabbed  the  ace  of  hearts,  threw  it  on  toi)  of 
the  other  on  the  table.  "That  means  aching  hearts  wailing  and 
gnashing  of  teeth,  sisters  and  brothers,  fathers  and  mothers,  old 
men  and  women,  will  go  down  to  their  graves  weeping  for  their 
slain."  He  then  went  around  the  table  until  he  found  the  ace 
of  clubs.  Brother  Meade  held  that.  He  snatched  it  out  of  his 
hands,  throwing  it  on  top  of  the  others,  saying,  "Gentlemen  do 
you  see  that?  That  means  the  black  man  and  the  black  race. 
The  southern  curse  shall  be  wiped  out  in  blood  and  the  black 
race  shall  get  their  freedom.  The  day  will  pass  away  when  the 
daughter  will  bear  the  father  a  son.  At  the  same  time,  that  the 
taskmaster  is  her  father,  she  is  his  daughter  and  bondswoman, 
while  her  child  is  his  son  and  at  the  same  time  her  brother.  The 
curse  of  slaver}^  is  crying  for  vengeance  and  the  south  shall  pay 
for  it  with  tenfold  interest,  for  black  Rachel  is  weeping  for  her 
children.  The  black  shall  become  a  monument  of  the  past  dis- 
grace of  a  shiftless  race  of  people."  Then  he  passed  around  until 
he  found  the  ace  of  diamonds  which  he  snatched  out  of  Jefferson 
Davis'  hand  throwing  it  down  on  the  top  of  the  rest  on  the  table. 
\Vhen  he  had  done  so  he  said.  "If  the  ace  of  diamonds  and  the 
ace  of  hearts  could  have  been  found  in  the  same  hand  it  would 
have  averted  war,  but  the  ace  of  clubs  being  found  between 
represents  the  black  children  crying  to  God  for  justice.  '\'en- 
geance  is  mine'  saith  the  Lord.  Behold  one  day  shall  come  a 
leader  who  shall  release  and  save  the  black  body  and  soul  from 
the  cruel  hands  of  the  Southern  Auctioneer.  A  curse  shall  fall 
upon  the  leader  who  would  teach  the  Southern  States  to  become 
a  nation  of  themselves."  Then  he  picked  up  all  the  cards  and 
commenced  to  shuffle  them,  and  as  he  did  so  they  commenced  to 
go  up  into  space  and  come  back  while  he  was  walking  around 
the  table.  When  he  arrived  at  the  part  of  the  table  where  Jeffer- 
son Davis  sat  he  threw  the  cards  down  in  front  of  him  and  said, 
"May  God  curse  the  man  who  would  try  to  break  up  this  glorious 
union."  Then  he  said  something  in  latin  which  I  have  forgotten. 
Mr.  Davis'  face  became  pallid  and  wore  such  a  blanched  expres- 
sion tliat  mv  whole  nature  felt  sorrv  for  him.       I  would  have 
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changed  the  words  just  uttered  if  I  could.  Mr.  Davis  I  heard 
left  that  evening  by  a  boat  which  was  passing  down  the  river 
from  Troy  to  New  York.  I  never  laid  eyes  on  him  again  in  the 
body.  I  heard  he  went  South.  (You  see  the  prediction  came 
true  in  our  rebellion.) 

There  was  a  Col.  Shephard  taken  prisoner  in  Virvinia  by 
the  Union  forces.  He  told  Gen.  McClellan  that  Jefferson  Davis 
had  told  him  something  of  the  prediction  that  was  made  by  the 
Little  Medium,  but  he  believed  that  some  one  had  put  him  up  to 
tell  it  so  that  the  boys  might  have  some  sport  at  his  expense ;  he 
being  a  southerner,  and  favoring  slavery  very  strongly,  wishing 
that  it  might  be  forced  into  the  State  of  Kansas.  "But  alas, 
Shephard,  I  am  only  afraid  it  will  come  too  true.  Such  people  as 
that  should  not  be  allowed  to  live  but  as  the  Bible  says  should 
be  put  to  death."  Davis  tells  me  in  spirit  life,  there  was  a  feel- 
ing that  run  through  him  from  the  beginning  of  the  war  that 
theirs  would  be  the  lost  cause  ;  as  no  man  should  hold  another 
in  bondage. 

The  next  time  I  met  the  Little  One  w^as  while  I  was  making 
a  visit  to  Washington.  On  Friday  morning  I  was  coming  down 
the  steps  of  the  Capitol  m  company  with  Mr.  Chase.  When  we 
were  half  way  down  I  noticed  a  man  and  boy  coming  up  the  walk 
towards  the  steps  of  the  Capitol.  I  noticed  the  man  and  the  boy 
held  something  in  their  hands  like  small  bills  and  as  they  got 
up  on  the  first  step  the  little  boy  looked  up  when  he  saw  me  he 
hollered  out  "There's  Uncle  Scott,"  throwing  the  bills  to  the 
four  winds  of  heaven,  he  made  a  rush  up  the  few  remaining  steps 
towards  me  hollering,  "Oh  L'ncle  Scott,  Uncle  Scott,  its  you." 
The  gentleman  that  was  in  company  with  him  said,  "Puss,  see 
w'hat  you  have  done  with,  the  dodgers."  The  Little  One  said. 
"O,  damn  your  dodgers,  I've  got  Uncle  Scott  now."  I  sat  down  on 
one  of  the  steps  so  that  he  could  embrace  me.  Then  we  hugged 
and  kissed  one  another  until  we  commenced  to  cry.  I  would 
hold  him  off  and  look  at  him  and  then  clas])  him  to  my  breast 
again  and  say,  "Oh  my  little  darling,  my  little  darl- 
ing, I  haven't  seen  you  for  a  long  time."  He  said,  "Its  been  so 
long  Uncle  Scott,  I  thought  I  would  never  see  you  again."  Then 
we  would  hug  and  kiss  never  thinking  of  our  surroundings  or 
who  was  looking  ou.     When  Mr.  Chase  spoke  and  said,  "I  should 
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judge  from  your  actions  that  you  two  had  met  before."  I  looked 
up  and  there  was  Chase  laughing-  so  the  tears  were  in  his  eyes. 
1  said,  "I  should  say  we  had  met  before."  The  Little  One  said, 
"Who  is  that  old  bloke?"  I  said,  "Puss,  allow  me  to  introduce 
your  to  Mr.  Chase."  The  Little  One  said,  "howdy."  He  said, 
"Come  Uncle  Scott  and  Fll  show  you  all  around  the  city."  I 
said,  "Pet,  I've  been  all  around  pretty  much  already.  Then  he 
said,  "You  can  go  with  me  and  have  some  lunch ;  you  know  you 
like  pork  and  beans  and  at  our  hotel  they  have  bully  pork  and 
beans."  Mr.  Chase  said,  "No,  General,  3'^ou  will  dine  with  me 
today  and  bring  your  little  friend  with  you.  I  think  I  have  heard 
of  this  urchin  before.  Isn't  this  the  one  they  call  little  Warren?" 
I  said,  "The  same.  AVhere  is  papa  AVarren  now?"  The  Little 
One  said,  "In  the  field  with  the  army."  In  the  meantime  the 
gentleman  that  accompanied  the  Little  One  got  two  boys  to  col- 
lect what  he  called  his  dodgers  and  get  them  together  again  for 
wdien  the  Little  One  had  thrown  them  up,  they  went  in  all  direc- 
tions. The  gentleman  came  forward  saying,  "Puss  you  got  me 
into  a  nice  snap  by  throwing  those  dodgers  in  the  air."  The 
Little  One  said,  "Oh,  Uncle  Scott,  this  is  Mr.  Hooley  and  that 
other  fellows  name  is  Chase."  Which  sent  us  off  into  a  laugh. 
Mr.  Chase  says,  "Mr.  Hooley  will  you  accompany  us  to  lunch?" 
Mr.  Hooley  said,  "I  will  with  pleasure  if  you  gentlemen  will  wait 
a  few  minutes  until  I  put  these  dodgers  in  the  rotunda  where  the 
people  can  get  them.  We  were  on  our  way  there,  when  the 
Little  One  discovered  the  General."  He  went  and  left  his  dodg- 
ers in  the  rotunda;  as  he  was  mounting  the  steps  I  said,  "Pet, 
w^ho  is  that  Air.  Hooley?"  He  said,  "He  has  something  to  do 
with  one  of  the  theatres  here."  I  noticed  as  Mr.  Hooley  was  re- 
turning from  the  rotunda  that  he  was  a  very  fine  looking  man. 
He  looked  more  like  a  military  officer  than  a  theatrical  manager. 
When  he  got  up  to  where  we  were  standing  the  Little  One  said, 
"Come  on  L^ncle  Dick  and  you  too  old  man  Chase."  He  took 
me  by  the  hand  and  led  oft".  When  we  reached  one  side  of  the 
Capitol  grounds  Air.  Chase  called  a  carriage  and  we  all  got  in 
and  went  to  his  home.  On  the  way  Mr.  Hooley  said,  "The  Lit- 
tle One  appears  tonight  as  the  "Drummer  Boy"  and  I  told  the 
business  manager  that  I  would  take  some  dodgers  to  the  Capitol 
as  I  wished  to  view  the  rotunda  and  some  other  parts  of  the 
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building  before  I  went  back  to  New  York  and  that  is  the  condi- 
tion you  see,  that  you  found  me  in.  The  Little  One  cares  for 
nothing  and  nobody  if  anything  strikes  him  forcible  as  you  did 
today."  Finally  we  drove  in  front  of  Mr.  Chase's  residence.  Mr. 
Chase  opened  the  door  with  a  latch  key  and  ushered  us  into  the 
drawing-room.  After  we  were  all  seated,  he  went  to  a  table 
and  touched  a  little  electric  bell.  In  a  few  minutes  a  colored 
servant  appeared.  Mr.  Chase  addressed  him  saying,  "Look  to 
it  Samuel  that  there  are  three  extra  plates  provided  at  the  lunch 
table,  as  I  have  three  guests  to  dine  with  me  today ;  but  before 
you  do  that  request  the  ladies  to  attend  me  in  the  drawing- 
room."  The  servant  bowed  very  politely  and  said,  "As  you  wish. 
Sir,"  and  withdrew  from  the  room.  I  noticed  during  our  visit 
that  all  the  servants  were  refined  and  cultured ;  they  could  not 
be  otherwise  when  you  once  looked  on  Mrs.  Chase.  Four  Ladies 
entered  the  drawing  room  and  were  introduced  to  us.  During 
our  conversation  the  Little  One  fell  asleep  in  a  chair.  One  of 
the  ladies  who  bore  the  name  of  Stratton,  said,  "The  little  fellow 
is  tired  and  has  gone  to  sleep."  At  this  time  I  had  become  an 
old  rheumatic  man,  but  I  thought  the  Little  One's  head  was  not 
resting  easy,  so  I  went  and  picked  him  up  and  carried  him  back 
to  the  sofa  where  I  was  sitting.  I  sat  down  with  him  on  my 
lap,  when  his  hand  slippd  inside  of  my  vest  just  as  natural  as 
ever.  After  we  had  been  sitting  a  minute  or  so  he  partiall}' 
awoke  and  looked  up  at  me  saying,  "Uncle  Scott  I  want  a  big 
drink  of  milk,"  and  then  went  fast  asleep.  Mrs.  Chase  said, 
"General  is  that  one  of  your  grandchildren?"  I  said,  "Oh,  no 
madam,  this  little  individual  is  a  great  deal  older  than  you  have 
any  idea  of.  He  never  seems  to  grow  up  like  other  folks  but 
will  always  remain  a  child  in  nature."  Mr.  Hooley  then  spoke 
u])  and  said  "He  is  a  strange  creature  that  no  one  knows  or  un- 
derstands. He  hadn't  been  at  the  hotel  all  night,  so  I  was  in- 
ff>rmed  when  I  called  to  see  him.  He  came  to  the  theatre  about 
lialf  past  ten  to  rehearse,  haggard  looking  and  all  dust  just  as 
you  see  him  now.  God  only  knows  where  he  has  been  all  night. 
Mr.  Piurch  the  manager,  tells  me  that  if  this  life  is  kept  up  he 
wont  .last  long.  He  says  when  the  little  one  tells  him,  "I  will 
play  on  a  certain  night"  he  is  always  on  hand.  Sometimes  after 
the  performance  is  over  he  disa])pears  as  if  the  earth  had  swal- 
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lowed  him  up  and  he  is  no  where  to  be  found."  Mrs.  Chase 
spoke  up  and  said,  "Who  is  this  individual  that  you  speak  of  in 
such  a  manner?"  Mr.  Hooley  said,  "Perhaps  ladies,  you  would 
not  recognize  in  tliis  individual  the  'Queen  of  Ijurlesque."  the 
'Dashing-  Blanchard.'  ""  All  the  ladies  with  one  accord  said,  "For 
heaven's  sake  can  it  be  possible?  This  tired  dusty  looking  little 
creature  is  the  'Dashing  Blanchard?'  "  I  spoke  up  and  said,  "The 
same  ladies."  Airs.  Stratton  then  said  "General  how  long  have 
you  known  him?"  I  said,  "For  a  good  many  years."  One  of 
the  other  ladies  said,  "What  do  you  mean  General  by  a  good  may 
A'ears?  \\  h3^  he  is  only  a  child."  I  said,  "This  child  is  over 
thirty  years  old  ladies."  When  Air.  Chase  stepped  forward  and 
looked  into  his  face,  saying  "It's  a  child's  face  with  an  old  hag- 
gard look."  Mr.  Hooley  said," Sometimes  he  looks  as  beautiful 
and  fresh  as  a  rose  bud.  but  since  he  came  to  W^ashington,  Air. 
Burch  tells  me  there  is  such  a  haggard  expression  on  his  face; 
and  he  thinks  it  is  for  the  want  of  proper  sleep."  Just  then  the 
colored  servant  appeared  at  the  drawing  room  door  announcing 
that  lunch  was  waiting  in  the  dining  room.  Mr.  Chase  said, 
"What  will  you  do  with  the  Little  One?"  "I  will  wake  him  up, 
wash  his  hands  and  face,  for  they  are  hot  with  fever."  Just  then 
one  of  the  young  ladies  commenced  to  weep  and  said.  "Oh  God, 
what  a  life  to  live.  He  looks  so  young  to  go  through  it  all.  He 
dosen't  look  as  if  he  had  much  strength  to  endure  anything  that 
was  rough  and  hard."  She  came  forward  and  knelt  on  her  knees 
and  kissed  the  Little  One  on  the  lips,  saying,  "Your  life  and  my 
life  are  laid  out  for  us,  and  Oh  God,  where  will  it  all  end?"  Mrs. 
Chase  came  forward  and  took  her  in  her  arms  saying,  "Oh  Kate 
don't  give  way  like  that."  This  young  lady  afterward  was  known 
to  the  world  as  Kate  Sprague.  Mrs.  Chase  led  her  away  to 
another  apartment. 

I  then  woke  the  Little  One  up  saying,  "Come  Little  One, 
get  your  face  and  haiids  washed,  and  Uncle  Scott  will  get  you  a 
bowl  of  milk  and  some  bread."  Air.  Chase  led  the  way,  Air. 
Hooley.  the  Little  One  and  myself  following,  we  entered  a  room 
where  we  prepared  ourselves  to  appear  in  the  dining  hall.  I 
noticed  after  the  Little  One  had  washed  his  hands,  his  face,  ears 
and  neck,  and  bathed  his  head  in  the  cold  water,  and  had  used 
the  towel  and  brushed  his  hair,  that  he  looked  more  refreshed. 
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]\Ir.  Chase  came  and  led  us  to  the  dining  hall  and  we  found  the 
rest  of  the  family  had  already  assembled  there.  As  we  entered 
the  colored  servant  assigned  us  to  seats.  I  noticed  there  was 
one  vacant  chair  between  some  of  the  ladies.  The  colored  ser- 
vant said  to  the  Little  One,  "Will  you  please  walk  this  way  and 
take  this  chair?"  The  Little  One  said,  "I  guess  not."  Then  he 
slapped  Air.  Chase  on  the  back  saying,  "Old  Chase  you  go  around 
and  take  that  chair.  I  want  to  sit  next  to  Uncle  Scott."  Mr. 
Chase  did  as  requested  and  he  sat  down  alongside  of  me,  which 
made  them  all  laugh.  When  they  had  quieted  down  Mrs.  Chase 
said,  "On  this  occasion  General  we  would  like  to  hear  from  you." 
Of  course  she  meant  for  me  to  say  grace.  I  said  "With  your 
leave  Madam,  I  will  ask  some  of  the  younger  gentlemen  to  offici- 
ate in  that  capacity  on  such  an  occasion  as  this,  hoping  it  will 
meet  with  your  approbation  and  pleasure."  Just  then  the  Lit- 
tle One  tapped  me  on  the  arm  and  said,  "Uncle  Scott  I  will  say 
something  for  you  if  you  want  me  to."  I  said  with  pleasure, 
"Ladies  and  Gentlemen,  the  Little  One  will  fill  the  bill  on  this 
occasion"  which  made  them  all  smile.  I  lifted  him  up  and  stood 
him  on  the  chair  holding  his  hand  all  the  time.  He  then  com- 
menced to  speak  and  gave  us  one  of  the  most  beautiful  prayers 
that  I  ever  had  the  pleasure  of  listening  to.  It  was  not  only  beau- 
tiful but  it  was  grand.  When  he  had  finished  it  seemed  as  if 
the  people  were  under  a  spell  and  it  took  them  some  time  to  re- 
cover. Mr.  Chase  broke  the  silence  by  saying,  "Why  can't  our 
ministers  give  us  such  prayers  as  that  instead  of  their  old  hum- 
drum stereotyped  talk."  Mrs.  Stratton  then  said,  "I  believe  the 
Little  One  is  a  witch."  When  Mrs.  Kate  Sprague  spoke  up  and 
said,  "He  is  a  servant  of  the  spirit  world  and  his  predictions  will 
bring  his  name  before  the  public  but  Oh  God,  the  other  part  of 
his  life  will  be  hard.  Our  nation  will  be  benefited  by  his  med- 
iumship  of  which  T  am  not  allowed  to  express  here,  at  last  he 
will  be  minus  the  reward  for  his  services  through  the  death  of 
one  of  the  leaders  of  the  nation.  The  voice  says  I  must  stay 
my  speech  where  it  is."  When  she  had  finished  talking,  he  and 
the  chair  he  sat  upon  were  dragged  back  from  the  table  by  some 
invisible  power.  He  said,  "Oh  Uncle  I  want  my  bread  and  milk." 
Just  then  he  and  his  chair  were  pushed  back  to  the  table  again 
by  the  same  pr>wcr,  when  he  said  "They  are  going  to  let  me  have 


GEN.  WINFIELD  SCOTT  119 

it  because  I  am  with  you  Uncle."  The  company  commenced  to 
eat  but  I  noticed  as  we  were  about  finishing-  there  was  an  abund- 
ance left  on  the  table.  Just  as  we  were  about  to  withdraw  from 
the  table,  some  unseen  power  grabbed  him  by  the  hair  of  the 
head  and  dragged  him  and  the  chair  back  from  the  table  again. 
Then  he  got  mad  and  commenced  to  swear  saying,  "God  damn 
your  eternal  soul.  If  you  don't  let  me  alone  I  will  kick  hell  out 
everything."  Just  then  Mr.  Sprague  said,  "For  Gods  sake  let's 
get  him  out  of  the  dining  room."  He  stood  up  but  seemed  as  if 
he  was  glued  to  the  floor  and  commenced  to  curse  and  swear  like 
a  pirate.  I  don't  believe  I  ever  heard  such  oaths  in  my  life  come 
out  of  a  human  mouth.  Then  he  quieted  down  and  looked 
around  at  all  the  comnpay  with  one  of  his  roguish  smiles,  and 
commenced  to  sing  the  hymn  "Jesus  Let  Me  to  Thy  Bosom  Fly." 
Mrs.  Chase  raised  her  hands  and  said,  "Heavenly  Father,  what 
kind  of  a  creature  is  this?"  When  he  had  finished  singing,  he 
took  hold  of  my  hands  saying,  "Uncle  let's  dance."  He  com- 
menced to  skip  singing  "Biddy  Anna  Martin,"  running  along  and 
before  I  knew  it  I  was  skipping  along  with  him.  We  skipped 
and  danced  out  into  the  hall,  which  set  all  the  people  roaring  and 
laughing.  You  can  imagine  the  picture  they  were  looking  upon ; 
an  old  white  haired,  rheumatic  man  and  a  little  child,  (as  he 
seemed  to  be)  dancing  and  singing  in  a  strangers  house.  As 
we  reached  the  drawing  room  door  and  were  about  to  finish  our 
capers  he  threw  out  his  foot  behind  and  kicked  Mr.  Chase  in  the 
back  part  of  his  anatomy  as  he  was  bending  over  killing  himself 
with  laughter.  He  dropped  on  the  floor  with  the  kick  that  he 
had  received  and  fell  at  ^^he  feet  of  the  ladies  saying,  "That  hurts," 
which  sent  the  company  ofif  into  uproarous  laughter.  When  we 
had  all  become  seated  in  the  drawing-roqm  once  more  ^Nlr.  Hooley 
arose  saying,  "Ladies  and  Gentlemen,  I  will  ask  permission  to 
withdraw,  thanking  you  for  your  kind  hospitality,  but  I  feel  it 
my  duty  to  escort  the  Little  One  to  his  room  at  the  hotel  where 
he  can  freshen  up  by  taking  a  good  long  nap  and  preparing  for 
his  duties  at  the  theatre  tonight."  I  said  "Mr.  Hooley  you  will 
leave  him  with  me  as  I  feel  the  kind  friends  here  will  furnish 
us  with  a  room  and  bed  so  that  he  may  take  a  long  nap  this  after- 
noon and  I  will  bring  him  myself  to  the  theatre  this  evening  giv- 
ing him  ample  time  to  prepare  for  the  performance."     Mr.  Hooley 
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then  said,  "Thank  }-ou,  General,  I  know  he  will  se  safe  with  you, 
and  you  will  see  that  he  gets  there  in  time  as  the  sale  of  seats 
has  been  quite  large  to  see  him  in  the  "Drummer  Boy"  tonight.  I 
will  ]>id  you  all  good  bye,  hoping  that  that  you  will  renew  your 
friendship  by  paying  me  a  visit  at  ni}^  summer  home  where  I 
would  like  to  have  the  pleasure  of  entertaining  you  all.  I  will 
now  once  more  bid  you  adieu  and  take  the  first  train  for  New 
York,  hoping  that  we  will  meet  later."  He  then  withdrew  from 
the  house.  Air.  Chase  then  escorted  the  Little  One  and  myself 
upstairs  to  a  front  room  which  w'as  beautiful  and  a  perfect  palace 
in  itself.  The  Little  One  was  delighted  wath  the  works  of  art 
that  hung  on  the  walls  and  the  bricabrac  that  was  distributed 
around  the  room.  He  said,  "Uncle  this  is  a  regular  fairy  bower 
and  I  know  they  will  come  to  see  us  here.  He  then  sat  down  on 
the  floor  saying,  "Uncle,  I  want  to  pull  ofif  your  boots  so  you 
can  rest  your  feet."  He  went  to  work  tugging  at  them  and  final- 
ly got  them  ofi.  He  then  helped  me  off  with  my  coat  and  vest. 
I  laid  myself  on  the  bed  to  rest.  He  jumped  up  alogside  of  me, 
shoes  and  all.  I  said  to  him,  "Little  One,  you  had  better  take 
your  shoes  off."  He  said,  "Oh,  that  don't  matter.  I'll  put  them 
up  on  your  belly,  which  he  did  and  then  put  his  hand  inside  m}^ 
shirt  bosom.  We  fell  asleep,  while  he  was  singing  "Annie 
Laurie"  that  being  one  of  my  favorite  songs.  We  slept  over 
three  hours  and  awoke  feeling  refreshed.  Then  we  bathed  our- 
selves, dressed  and  prepared  to  meet  the  family  in  the  drawing 
room.  After  we  had  been  there  about  half  an  liour  dinner  was 
announced.  While  we  were  eating  dinner  one  of  the  servants 
approached  Mr.  Chase  with  an  envelope  in  his  hand.  He  said, 
"Samuel,  who  brought  this  note?"  "A  messenger  boy,  sir."  He 
then  opened  the  envelope  and  took  out  the  contents.  While 
looking  at  it  he  smiled  and  looking  up  he  said,  "Ladies,  here  is 
a  treat  for  you.  There  is  a  box  at  the  theatre  at  your  service 
this  evening  to  see  "His  Little  Worshipful  Master  in  the  Drum- 
mer Roy."  The  ladies  all  laughed  and  clapped  their  hands  say- 
ing, "That  is  good."  When  they  did  so  the  raps  came  all  over 
the  table.  I  said,  'Ladies  the  spirits  are  here."  Mrs.  Sprague 
said,  "They  have  been  h^re  ever  since  the  Little  One  came  into 
the  house."  Then  we  withdrew  to  the  drawing  room.  After 
we  had   conversed   awhile   the  raps  came  again.     I   said,  "Kind 
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friends,  we  will  withdraw,  thankint^"  you  lor  your  kind  lios])i- 
tality.  I  will  see  you  later  at  the  theatre.  As  we  entered  the 
hall  to  leave  the  house  ni\-  walking  cane  came  towards  me  and 
was  placed  in  my  hand.  The  Little  One  said,  "Uncle  Boh 
knew  you  had  to  have  your  cane  and  he  brought  it  to  you."  Mr. 
Chase  said,  "Will  wonders  ever  cease?"  We  all  met  at  the 
theatre  that  night  and  enjoyed  the  performance  very  much,  es- 
pecially the  scene  where  the  Little  One  cam  in  whistling  and 
beating  his  drum.  After  the  curtain  was  rung  down  on  the 
performance,  I  l)ade  the  friends  good  night  and  went  to  the 
Little  One's  dressing  room.  I  knocked  at  the  door  when  he 
liollered  "Come  in  Uncle  Scott,  I  know  its  you."  He  said,  "Sit 
down  there  and  I  will  be  ready  in  tw-o  shakes  of  a  rams  tail." 
lie  dressed  about  the  quickest  of  any  person  I  ever  saw.  When 
he  was  dressed  for  the  street  he  said,  "Now  I  will  turn  the  gas 
out."  As  we  walked  towards  the  stage  door  I  saw  an  old  man 
sitting  there  looking  at  each  individual  as  they  passed  out  and  in. 
When  we  approached  the  old  man  the  Little  One  stepped  up 
to  him  taking  both  hands,  saying,  "Father  Tim,  how  goes  it 
tonight?"  The  old  man  said,  "Puss,  if  it  wasn't  for  the  rheuma- 
tism in  my  legs  I  think  I'd  be  quite  comfortable  this  pleasant 
weather."  "Tim,  allow  me  to  introduce  you  to  General  Scott — 
tile  daddy  of  the  whole  army."  The  Little  One  took  a  piece  of 
money  out  of  his  purse  and  handed  it  to  the  old  man,  "There 
Tim  get  you  some  pork  and  beans  and  brace  up  now."  The  old 
man  put  his  arm  around  his  waist  and  drew  Puss  up  to  him 
saying,  "Why  don't  you  come  and  play  every  night?  We  all 
love  you  so.  I  miss  you  so  much  when  I  don't  see  your  bright 
face  coming  in  at  the  door."  "1  can't  come  every  night  Father 
Tim."  "Why  can't  you  come?  Where  in  heaven  do  you  keep 
yourself  when  you're  not  here?"  "God  knows,"  the  Little  One 
said,  "And  perhaps  some  day  Father  Tim  you  will  understand 
it  all."  The  old  man  drew  the  Little  One  up  to  him  and  kissed 
him  saying  "]\Iay  the  Mother  of  God  have  you  in  her  care  for 
}-ou  are  a  strange  being."  The  Little  One  threw  himself  around 
the  old  man's  neck  and  gave  him  a  gushing  kiss  at  the  same  time 
kicking  his  foot  i>ut  behind,  said  "'i'a  ta."  and  we  passed  out 
into  the  night. 

When  we  had  walked  in  silence  about  half  a  l)lock  froiu  the 
theatre   I   ])roke  the  silence  b\'  saxinsj",  "Puss  that  old  man   loxes 
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you."  He  said,  "I  know  it  and  I  love  him,  but  not  as  much  as 
I  do  you  Uncle  Scott."  I  said,  "There  must  be  a  great  many 
that  you  love  Little  One."  "I  love  everybody  excepting  those  I 
don't  like.  I  love  Papa  Warren  best  of  any  one  in  the  world 
and  then  I  love  you  next  the  best  and  I  love  old  man  Lincoln." 
That's  what  he  always  called  the  President.  "Then  I  love 
]\leade  and  old  man  Hooley  and  Madam  Dorio  and  Rosa  and 
lots  of  other  people  too."  I  said,  "Now  Little  One  I  want  you 
to  go  home  with  me.  Fve  got  lots  to  talk  about."  Then  he 
looked  up  into  my  face  and  said,  "Uncle  do  you  think 
God  loves  me?"  I  said,  "I  don't  see  why  He  shouldn't."  He 
said,  "Sometimes  I  think  he  don't  because  I  make  Papa  Warren 
feel  bad  sometimes,  but  I  can't  help  it  for  when  the  voice  tells 
me  to  go  anywhere  I  have  to  go.  I  want  to  be  good  but  I  guess 
I  was  born  damned  bad."  Just  then  a  fat  old  colored  woman 
came  along  selling  hot  corn.  She  was  crying  out  her  wares 
telling  the  people  it  was  the  best  in  the  world.  The  Little  One 
rushed  up  to  her  saying,  "Aunt  Judy,  you  just  come  in  time. 
Here's  Old  Scotty  and  me,  we  are  as  hungry  as  hawks,  now 
let  us  ha^'e  two  of  your  best  ears."  She  laid  her  large  kettle 
or  pail.  I  couldn't  tell  which  (there  was  a  cover  on  it)  on  the 
sidewalk.  When  she  said,  "Why  honey,  you  never  passes  old 
Aunt  Judy  without  buying  somthing.  They  tells  me  you  havn't 
been  at  the  theatre  for  a  whole  week."  "I  was  there  tonight. 
Aunt  Judy;"  at  the  same  time  diving  down  into  the  kettle  bring- 
ing up  two  hot  ears  and  shoving  one  into  my  hand,  he  com- 
menced to  munch  on  the  other  saying,  "Aunt  Judy  you  have  the 
best  corn  in  the  world."  He  turned  to  me  and  said,  "Uncle 
she  ought  to  have  a  diploma  for  cooking  corn."  Then  the  old 
lady  said, "Who's  he?  I  don't  see  how  you  remember  all  your 
friends  names."  Just  then  a  cab  drove  along  which  was  for- 
tunate for  me  for  I  did  not  know  how  many  more  Aunties  he 
would  meet  or  Uncles  too  before  we  reached  my  apartments. 
T  hailed  the  driver  and  made  arrangements  with  him  to  take 
us  home.  At  the  same  time  f  threw  my  ear  of  corn  back  mto 
the  kettle  saying,  vXunt  Judy  I'm  not  hungry  tonight.'  I  gave 
her  half  a  df)llar  to  pay  for  the  corn.  When  she  was  counting 
out  the  change  the  Little  One  says,  "You  keep  that  Aunt  Judy, 
heV  as  rich  as  a  gold  mine."     The  poor  old  woman  laughed  and 
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said,  "Honey  you  always  remembers  the  poor."  With  that  he 
made  a  spring  that  landed  him  inside  of  the  cab  with  the  ear  of 
corn  in  his  hand,  I  following  the  best  I  knew  how  for  I  was  old 
and  rheumatic.  W  hen  I  got  in  and  was  seated  the  man  shut 
the  door,  then  mounted  the  box  and  drove  off.  The  I^ittle  One 
said  to  me,  "Old  rheumatics  you  sit  over  there  and  I  will  sit 
here  and  gaze  on  you."  He  gazed  on  me  while  he  was  eating 
the  corn  off  the  cob.  When  we  had  arrived  at  my  apartments 
I  said,  "Now  Little  One  I  have  lots  to  talk  about."  He  said, 
"Fire  ahead  old  man.  I  am  the  best  listener  in  the  world."  I 
commenced  to  give  him  good  advice.  He  looked  at  me -with  one 
of  his  roguish  looks  and  a  broad  smile  over  his  face,  saying, 
"Scotty  my  boy,  how  did  you  ever  escape  from  heaven?"  And 
with  that  he  went  fast  asleep.  He  proved  to  me  he  was  one  of 
the  best  listeners  when  he  was  fast  asleep.  I  undressed  him  and 
prepared  him  for  bed  and  took  the  corn  cob  that  he  still  held 
out  of  his  hand.  I  dipped  a  sponge  into  cold  water  and  bathed 
his  face  and  hands,  then  dried  them  and  placed  him  in  bed.  He 
was  so  tired  and  sleepy  that  he  never  woke  up.  I  got  into  bed 
alongside  of  him  and  went  fast  asleep  for  I  was  tired  after  such 
an  exciting  day. 

I  did  not  wake  up  until  eight  o'clock  next  morning.  AMien 
I  did  so  I  turned  over  to  see  where  the  Little  One  was,  but  he 
had  vanished  and  was  nowhere  to  be  seen.  I  arose,  dressed 
and  went  to  breakfast.  I  inquired  of  several  parties  in  the 
house  if  they  had  seen  a  boy  leave  that  morning.  I  described 
him  to  them  but  no  one  had  seen  such  an  individual.  I  came  to 
the  conclusion  that  the  voice  had  spoken  to  him  and  he  had  gone 
forth  in  the  night  to  obey  the  summons.  I  said  to  myself,  "Our 
Father  in  Heaven  protect  the  Little  One.  His  life  is  a  strange 
one."  I  sent  a  messenger  with  a  note  to  the  theatre  asking  if 
he  had  been  there,  at  the  same  time  I  despatched  another  one 
to  the  hotel.  The  answer  to  both  of  them  was,  "No,  he  has 
not  been  seen."  Three  weeks  after  this  occurred  I  wished  to 
return  to  West  Point  by  the  way  of  New  York  City.  They 
placed  a  private  car  at  my  service  and  a  number  of  friends  had  a 
desire  to  accompany  me,  some  going  as  far  as  Baltimore,  others 
going  as  far  as  Philadelphia.  After  the  train  had  started  about 
fifteen   minutes,    (I   left   by   the   e\ening  train   so   that    I   would 
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arrive  in  Jersey  City  by  the  morning)  the  conductor  entered 
my  private  car  saying,  "General  would  you  and  your  friends 
like  to  be  amused,"  I  said,  "In  what  manner  sir?"  He  said, 
"There  is  a  little  rag-a-muffin  in  the  other  part  of  the  train  who 
is  singing  and  dancing  and  selling  ballads  to  the  people."  Mr. 
Stanton  spoke  up  and  said,  "General  suppose  we  see  him.  It 
will  shorten  the  time  for  you  to  be  amused."  I  said,  "Show 
him  in."  In  about  ten  minutes  the  conductor  returned  with  a 
little  rag-a-mufifin  following  him,  which  I  think  was  the  most 
God-forsaken  creature  I  ever  saw  in  my  life.  He  was  rags  from 
head  to  foot,  and  had  the  sauciest  freckled  face  I  ever  saw.  He 
had  on  his  head  an  old  torn  cap  with  the  red  hair  sticking  out 
through  it.  The  conductor  took  hold  of  him  by  his  rags  and  led 
him  to  where  we  were  sitting,  saying,  "General,  this  boy  can 
sing  and  dance."  He  looked  at  us  with  one  of  his  saucy  grins, 
saying,  "I'm  your  shiner  gents,  if  you'se  got  the  chink.  The 
conductor  said  "Billy  this  is  General  Scott,  the  leading  general 
of  the  army."  He  said,  "Ceasar's  ghost,  is  you  though?  I 
thought  you  was  the  President  fattened  up."  Then  the  con- 
ductor said,  ''Billy  this  is  Mr.  Stanton,  Mr.  Chase  and  Mr. 
^^'elch."  He  said,  "Did  the  cops  run  you  in  for  murder  or 
stealin'?  Its  all  the  same  thing,  the  war  being  on,"  which  made 
us  all  laugh.  The  conductor  said,  "Now  Billy  show  them  what 
you  can  do."  He  said,  "Does  you  want  something  with  love  in 
it  or  has -you  caught  on  to  old  Grime's  cellar  door?"  I  said, 
"Billy  we  will  take  somthing  with  love  in  it."  When  he  started 
in  with  one  of  the  most  outlandish  songs  I  ever  heard,  something 
about  long  necked,  crooked  legged  Sal,  and  at  the  end  of  each 
verse  he  would  dance,  jump  up  and  make  a  break  at  the  finish, 
kick  out  one  of  his  feet  behind  and  say,  "Come  back  here  Grant 
it  aint  time  for  you'se  to  be  going  into  Richmond  yet."  At  the 
end  of  each  verse  he'd  kick  out  his  foot  behind  and  bring  in 
some  General's  name,  ^^^hen  he  had  finished,  ?\lr.  Stanton  said, 
"Little  boy  with  such  a  voice  as  that,  I  should  think  you  could 
sing  .something  pretty  for  the  gentlemen."  He  looked  up  into 
Stanton's  face  with  a  roguish  look,  and  said,  would  you  like 
something  to  match  your  complexion?"  which  made  us  all  laugh 
again.  I  took  a  ten  dollar  gold  piece  out  of  my  pocket  and  held 
it  up  saying,  "If  you  will  sing  us  somthing  pretty  nmv  you  can 
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have  this  to  buy  clothes  tomorrow  for  1  think  you  are  the  most 
forlorn  looking  creature  I  ever  saw."  JIc  came  towards  me, 
when  the  conductor  stopped  him  saying,"  Billy  the  General  is 
not  accustomed  to  having  such  a  little  rag-a-muffin  as  you  stand 
by  him."  I  said,  "Oh,  let  the  little  one  come  up."  He  came  and 
stood  along  side  of  me  placing  his  dirty  little  paw  in  mine.  He 
commenced  to  sing  that  beautiful  piece  of  music  called,  "When 
Evening  Brings  the  Twilight  Hour."  While  he  was  singing, 
I  thought  to  myself,  "How  much  that  dirty  little  paw  feels  like 
Puss's  hand."  \\'hen  he  turned  his  face  to  mine  and  said  in 
a  low  voice,  that  none  other  but  myself  heard,  "Uncle  Scott." 
It  seemed  as  if  my  heart  stood  still.  I  dare  not  betray  him 
there.  The  conductor  then  said,  "Now  Billy  sing  and  dance 
'Old  Virginy'  for  them."  He  commenced  and  of  all  the  riggling 
and  twisting  and  different  attitudes  that  he  put  his  little  body 
into.  He  sent  the  company  off  into  a  roar  of  laughter,  but  I 
could  not  laugh.  ^Nly  heart  was  sad  and  I  said  to  myself,  "Oh 
God  where  will  it  all  end?"  He  put  out  his  dirty  little  hand, 
saying,  "Gents  chip  up."  They  lavished  coin  upon  him.  I 
placed  my  ten  dollar  gold  piece  in  his  little  hand.  He  looked 
up  and  said,  "You'se  a  chip  oft"  the  old  block  and  don't  you  for- 
get it."  Then  the  conductor  said,  "Now  Billy  you  can  go  for- 
ward into  the  other  cars.  He  went  towards  the  car  door  and 
when  he  got  in  front  of  the  toilet  rooms,  he  looked  back  and 
saw  the  conductor  wasn't  looking.  He  stepped  into  the  room. 
I  noticed  the  movement  for  I  could  not  keep  my  eyes  off  him. 
The  conductor  addressed  us  saying,  "What  did  you  think  of  the 
little  chap?  Some  theatre  ought  to  have  him.  If  they  would 
take  and  give  him  a  good  bath  and  dress  him  up  in  decent 
clothes,  he  might  look  pretty  fair,  but  I  suppose  he  belongs  to 
some  drunken  outfit  and  when  he  gets  home  they  would  take 
the  money  away  from  him  and  spend  it  for  whiskey.  It  is  too 
bad  that  such  talent  should  go  to  waste  in  this  way."  I  then 
excused  myself  to  the  gentlemen,  got  up  and  commenced  to 
w'ork  towards  the  toilet  room,  when  my  knees  commenced  to 
shake.  The  conductor  came  and  took  hold  of  me  saying,  "Gen- 
eral allow  me  to  assist  you."  I  said,  "No,  no  I  will  get  there 
all  right.  Just  attend  to  your  duties  please."  The  shock  had 
been  a  little  too  much  for  me.     ^^'hen  I  entered  the  toilet  room 
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and  shut  the  door  behind  me,  I  placed  my  back  against  it  so  that 
no  one  could  enter.  He  stood  there  smiling  as  if  it  was  an 
every  day  affair.  He  was  the  first  to  break  the  silence.  He 
came  and  laid  his  head  upon  my  breast.  It  seemed  to  me  as 
if  I  had  shrunk  up  and  became  an  old  withered  man,  for  I  could 
hardly  stand.  I  got  power  enough  to  turn  around  and  fasten 
the  door  so  that  no  one  could  enter.  I  staggered  to  a  seat  and 
fell  into  it  and  commenced  to  groan.  He  got  up  into  my  lap 
.and  lavi"shed  kisses  on  my  mouth,  saying  "Oh  Uncle  Scott  you 
didn't  know  me  first  off  did  you?"  I  said,  "Oh  pet  why  are 
you  in  this  disguise?  Where  is  Papa  Warren  that  he  allows 
it?"  He  said,  "The  Old  Man  had  a  job  on  hand  for  me."  That 
is  what  he  always  called  President  Lincoln.  Then  he  said, 
"Uncle  Scott  there  is  a  gent  aboard  of  these  cars  that  the  Old 
r^Ian  has  had  me  spotting  for  ever  a  week.  I  have  located  him 
in  the  common  passenger  car,  dressed  up  in  disguise  as  an  old 
farmer.  At  the  next  station  we  work  the  wires,  when  the  train 
arrives  at  Baltimore  there  will  be  two  dear  friends  that  will  take 
him  in  custody."  I  then  said,  "Oh  Pet  Pet,  give  up  this  busi- 
ness and  come  home  and  live  with  me."  He  says,  "I  can't 
Uncle  Scott,  I  love  it."  I  said,  "The  assassin's  knife  or  bullet 
will  find  you  yet."  He  said,  "Oh,  Uncle  don't  worry  about 
me.  I  am  all  right."  I  said,  "But  I  do  worry  about  you  and 
wont  be  able  to  sleep  for  sometime  thinking  about  yovi,  and 
where  it  is  going  to  end.  How  did  you  come  by  all  these 
freckles  of  the  face?"  He  said,  "Uncle  you  know  that  is  our 
art."  I  said,  "Now  Puss,  promise  me  one  thing,  that  when 
you  get  to  Baltimore,  you  will  take  a  train  back  to  Washington, 
get  a  good  bath,  put  on  respectable  clothes  and  give  this  busi- 
ness up."  Pie  said,  "Dear  Uncle  I  will  carry  it  all  out  as  you 
request,  but  one  part  I  cannot  give  up.  I  belong  to  the  Nation 
and  must  serve  it.  Now  sweet,  dear,  good  old  Uncle,  don't 
worry  about  your  little  Puss  for  I  am  going  to  come  out  all 
right,  when  I  go  back  to  Washington,  the  Old  Man  says  he 
will  give  me  transportation  that  will  take  me  down  to  Papa 
W^arren  and  I'm  going  to  .stay  with  him  two  weeks,  wont  that 
be  grard?"  I  said  inwardly  to  myself,  "I  hope  in  God  he  will 
keep  you  always  with  him."  He  then  pulled  my  chin  saying, 
''Uncle  why  don't  you   say  something?"     When  he  jumped  off 
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my  lap,  saying  "L'ncle,  now  you  go  out  first.  You  are  so  broad, 
stand  there  until  I  get  out  of  the  car  door.  Then  I  am  all  hunky. 
Now  Uncle,  hug  me  good.""  I  did  so  stooping  down.  He  gave 
me  some  of  the  sweetest  kisses  I  ever  received.  When  the 
train  arrived  at  Baltimore,  he  pointed  out  this  man  to  the  de- 
tectives, who  took  him  into  custody.  They  hustled  him  into  a 
cab  and  took  him  to  jail.  There  was  a  strange  thing  happened 
there  at  the  depot.  Some  part  of  the  engine  got  out  of  order. 
The  conductor  came  to  our  part  of  the  car  saying  to  me,  "General 
you  may  be  delayed  here  an  hour  or  longer  as  something  has 
got  out  of  gear  with  the  engine."  After  the  conductor  had  left 
the  car,  a  smart  looking  little  messenger  boy  entered  our  private 
car.  He  had  blonde  curly  hair  and  a  messenger  boy's  cap  on, 
blue  cloth  pants  and  jacket  with  brass  buttons  down  in  front. 
When  he  approached  the  party  he  took  off  his  cap  and  bowed 
very  politely  saying,  "I  am  here  gentlemen,  to  attend  to  any 
messages  you  may  wish  sent  over  the  wire.  ]^Ir.  Chase  said, 
."Sonny  will  you  do  me  a  favor?"  He  said,  "I  am  at  your  ser- 
vice sir."  Mr.  Chase  wrote  down  a  message  saying,  "Will  you 
please  send  that,  to  that  direction?"  "As  you  wish  sir,"  at  the 
same  time  giving  me  a  wink  to  follow  him  to  the  door,  which  I 
did.  \Mien  he  stood  on  the  outside  platform,  he  said,  "Uncle 
get  into  one  of  these  carriages  and  drive  to  the  jail  as  quick  as 
God  will  let  you.  I  said,  "Pet,  how  did  you  make  this  change 
so  quick?"  He  said,  "Uncle  it  is  all  in  the  business."  He  held 
the  carriage  door  open  for  me  and  I  got  in.  He  got  in  with  me, 
closed  the  door  and  then  we  drove  to  the  jail.  \A^hen  we  got 
there  they  were  searching  this  man.  They  were  in  the  act  of 
taking  valuable  papers  from  his  clothes  which  he  had  sew^ed  up 
in  the  lining  of  his  coat  and  vest,  even  in  the  inside  of  the  hem 
of  his  pants.  \A'hen  they  had  ripped  it  open  they  brought 
forth  a  species  of  fine  tissue  paper  whereon  was  written  valuable 
communications  connected  with  our  government.  Some  of  the 
papers  that  were  taken  from  his  coat  had  diagrams  on  them  of 
the  inside  and  outside  of  the  government  building  and  certain 
parts  of  them  had  marks  indicating  the  easiest  place  to  blow  up 
the  building.  There  were  other  papers  found  which  were  maps 
showing  the  inside  of  the  city  of  ^^'ashington  and  its  surround- 
ings.    Dots  upon  the  map  showed  the  weakest  parts  where  the 
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rebel  army  could  attack  it.  The  man  broke  down  and  said.  "I 
cannot  deny  my  guilt.  I  am  a  rebel  at  heart.  I  got  my  posi- 
tion in  the  employ  of  the  goAernment  throug'h  the  recommenda- 
tion of  President  Buchanan.""  1  asked  if  I  might  be  permitted  to 
ask  him  a  few  questions.  They  said,  "General  you  may  do 
so."  I  stepped  forward  and  spoke  to  the  man  saying,  "To  whom 
did  you  intend  to  carry  those  papers  and  other  valuable  informa- 
tion that  no  doubt  you  have  located  in  your  memory?"  He 
said,  "General  it  is  all  up  with  me  now  and  I  will  make  a  full 
confession."'  The  authorities  got  their  pencils  and  paper  and 
commenced  to  take  down  his  confession.  He  said,  "I  was  to 
leave  the  train  at  Baltimore.  There  was  to  be  a  conveyance 
waiting  there  for  me  which  would  take  me  to  the  Maryland  side 
of  the  Potomac.  There  would  be  a  boat  in  waiting  ready  to 
cross  the  river  and  land  me  on  the  Virginia  side  where  a  guide 
with  horses  would  be  in  waiting  to  guide  me  through  the  night 
towards  Richmond,  ^^'hen  we  would  reach  Richmond  the  next 
evening,  I  was  to  enter  the  city  after  10  o'clock  when  it  would, 
be  dark  and  no  moonlight  that  night.  I  was  to  go  direct  to 
Jefferson  Davis  and  place  these  papers  in  his  hands.  Then  it 
was  his  duty  to  see  that  I  was  conveyed  back  to  Washington 
in  safety,  but  General,  how  I  was  discovered  I  cannot  tell.  I 
do  not  believe  God  himself  knows  for  in  this  disguise  I  look  no 
more  like  myself  than  the  night  does  the  morning,  but  there  is 
somebody  in  Washington  playing  hell  with  our  people.  You 
no  doubt  rememl)er  how  Hall  was  taken  into  custody  when  a 
little  old  apple  woman  was  talking  to  him  on  the  corner  of  the 
street.  Two  men  stepped  u])  and  said  "Hall  you  are  our  prison- 
er," when  the  little  old  apple  woman  disappeared  as  if  the  earth 
had  swallodwed  her  u]).  The  Little  One  stepped  up  to  the  pris- 
oner, taking  off  his  ca])  and  bowing  politely  said,  "I  am  here  sir, 
to  carry  any  me>;sage  that  you  desire."  The  prisoner  broke 
down  and  commenced  to  cr}',  "Oh,  boy,  l)oy,  I  once  was  as  inno- 
cent as  you.  ^'()U  ha\e  got  too  ])retty  a  face  to  1)e  here  in  jail 
at  this  hour  of  night  willing  to  carry  a  message  for  a  wretch 
like  me,  whose  crime  has  already  condemned  him."  The  Little 
One  said,  "I  leave  you  to  the  mercise  of  God  and  that  red-headed 
dufifer  sitting  up  there."  whfj  was  the  chief  of  ])olice.  Then  he  said. 
"'^I'a  ta,  to  you   all,"   which  made  them   laugh.     He  stepped   uj) 
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to  me  in  a  military  style,  saluting  said,  "General  your  train's 
ready."  When  we  got  out  into  the  street  where  the  carriage 
was  waiting  and  after  we  had  taken  our  seats  in  the  carriage 
and  drove  towards  the  station,  I  said,  "Puss,  how  did  you  know 
the  train  was  ready?"  He  said,  "The  voice  said  all  things  are 
ready  and  waiting."  Then  he  sat  on  my  lap,  put  his  head  on 
my  breast,  and  taking  hold  of  my  hand  said,  "Uncle  1  love  you, 
but  I  belong  to  no  one  or  nobody  only  Papa  Warren."  He 
kissed  me  then  with  such  energy  that  it  sent  an  electric  shock 
through  my  whole  system.  He  sprang  to  the  door,  opened  it 
and  was  gone  into  the  night  before  I  could  catch  hold  of  him. 
I  laid  back  on  the  seat  and  said,  "Oh  God,  God,  if  you  have  the 
power  protect  that  Little  One." 

When  I  arrived  at  the  depot  I  found  they  were  waiting  for 
me.  Mr.  Chase  and  the  conductor  helped  me  into  my  car. 
When  I  was  seated  and  the  train  had  started  on  its  journey,  Mr. 
Chase  said,  "General  you  look  tired  and  weary.  I  will  not  leave 
you  at  Philadelphia  but  go  on  to  Jersey  City  with  you  and  re- 
turn to  Washington  by  tomorrow  night's  train."  He  said,  "Now 
General  tell  me  what  happened  and  where  have  you  been ;  you. 
and  that  little  boy,  the  messenger  boy  I  mean,  vanished  into  the 
night  before  I  had  a  chance  to  speak  to  him.  Now  tell  me  Gen- 
eral what  has  happened  for  you  look  pale  and  sick.  I  broke 
down  and  commnced  crying  like  a  child  saying,  "My  Little  Pet, 
my  Little  Pet,  where  will  you  be  by  this  time?"  Mr.  Chase 
grabbed  my  hand  quicker  than  lightning,  looked  me  in  the  eye, 
saying,  "Is  that  little  messenger  boy  and  the  Dashing  Blanch- 
ard  one  and  the  same?  General,  in  the  name  of  heaven  tell  me 
is  it  so?"  I  said,  "I  can  tell  you  nothing  Chase,  I  only  wish 
that  I  had  the  Little  One  in  my  arms  tonight.  I  would  hold 
him  fast  so  that  I  would  know,  for  one  night  at  least  that  he 
was  safe."  Chase  then  said,  "General  keep  your  secret,  God 
knows  I  can  divine  the  rest."  With  !\lr.  Chase  and  the  assist- 
ance of  the  Porter  I  was  led  to  my  room,  where  1  lound 
everything  had  been  prepared  for  my  comfort.  I  bade  them 
good  night  and  shut  the  door. 

I  threw  mvself  across  the  bed  with  all  ni}'  clothes  on  and 
burst  out  crying  like  a  child  saying,  "Oh  Little  One,  if  you  only 
belonged  to  me   I  think  T   could  protect  you  better  than  this." 
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Little  did  1  understand  then  that  his  spirit  band  had  a  work 
laid  out  for  him.  As  soon  as  I  had  said  those  words,  raps  came 
all  over  the  stateroom  which  gave  me  comfort  and  I  went  to 
sleep  like  a  child.  AMien  Mr.  Chase  came  to  my  stateroom  in 
the  morning  he  found  me  lying  across  the  bed  just  as  I  had 
gone  to  sleep.  He  did  not  wake  me  up  but  allowed  me  to  sleep 
on  until  we  reached  Jersey  City.  Then  he  came  to  my  room 
and  woke  me  up,  saying,  "General  we  have  arrived  at  our  des- 
tination." When  I  stood  upon  the  floor  I  discovered  that  I  had 
all  my  clothes  on.  I  looked  at  myself  and  then  looked  at  him 
which  made  him  laugh.  He  said,  "General  you  are  all  ready 
for  breakfast  when  you  have  washed  your  face  and  hands  and 
brushed  your  hair."  He  procured  a  damp  towel,  w'ashed  my 
face  and  hands  and  brushed  my  hair  for  me,  for  which  I  thanked 
him.  I  was  not  as  energetic  then  as  I  was  twenty  years  pre- 
vious to  that  time.  He  said,  "General  where  shall  we  break- 
fast this  morning?"  I  told  him  that  when  we  got  to  the  New 
York  Side  we  would  procure  the  service  of  a  carriage  and  drive 
to  the  Fifth  Ave.  Hotel  as  there  were  some  parties  there  that  I 
wanted  to  see  before  I  go  to  West  Point.  While  we  w^ere  sit- 
ting in  the  carriage  that  was  conveying  us  to  the  hotel  I  com- 
menced to  think  about  the  Little  One  and  heaved  a  sigh.  Chase 
said,  "There  now.  General,  don't  get  to  w^orrying  about  that 
imp  of  the  devil,  for  that  is  what  I  believe  he  is  and  nothing 
else."  I  said,  "Chase,  don't  speak  of  him  in  that  way,  for  War- 
ren and  I  love  him  dearly."  He  said,  "Oh  pshaw,  he  belongs 
to  anybody  and  everybody.  He  is  here  today  and  there  to- 
morrow. No  one  can  tell  anything  about  him.  I  believe  he  is 
a  little  'Topsy.'  He  never  had  any  father  and  mother,  only 
growed  up."  I  said,  "Mr.  Chase,  if  you  only  knew  how  my 
heart  goes  out  to  that  Little  One  you  would  not  speak  so  slight- 
ingly of  him."  "Why,"  he  said,  "Its  only  the  other  week  that 
Mr.  Burch  was  telling  me  that  he  goes  to  and  from  the  theatre 
only  when  he  feels  like  it.  We  never  know  anything  about  him, 
only  when  he  walks  into  the  theatre  some  morning  saying, 
"Burch  you  can  advertise  me  for  tomorrow  night.  Why,  Gen- 
eral, its  only  three  weeks  ago  when  T  was  having  an  interview 
with  the  President  that  he  he  walked  into  the  room  where  we 
were,  looked  up  at  mc  and  said,  "Old  Chase  you  look  like  a  car- 
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rot  this  morning  that's  not  got  the  dirt  washed  off  it  for  dinner," 
which  made  the  President  laugh.  "If  I'd  been  outside  I  be- 
Heve  I  could  have  wrung  his  neck  for  him.  The  President  drew 
him  up  to  him,  held  him  tight  to  his  body  in  a  close  embrace 
saying,  "How  is  Pet  this  morning?  Has  he  had  any  breakfast 
yet?"  He  said,  "You  bet  Old  Man,  I  had  a  big  bowl  of  bread 
and  milk,"  rubbing  his  stomach  he  said,  "You  just  play  Hail 
Columbia-  there  and  see  if  it  aint  filled  up."  Why,  General  the 
President  is  as  much  fascinated  by  him  as  you  are.  What  can 
you  all  see  in  such  an  imp  as  that?"  I  said,  "Mr.  Chase  I  guess 
you  saw  something  when  he  kicked  your  back  anatomy  that 
time  at  your  house,"  which  made  us  both  laugh.  He  said,  "He 
is  quicker  than  all  hell  itself.  You  don't  have  him  only  when 
you've  got  a  hold  on  him." 

We  arrived  at  the  hotel  and  dined  together.  ]Mr.  Chase 
bade  me  good  morning  saying,  he  would  call  on  some  friends 
and  leave  by  the  evening  train  for  W^ashington.  So  we  bade  one 
another  good  bye.  That  was  the  last  time  I  ever  saw^  Mr.  Chase 
in  the  body.  I  held  an  interview  with  my  friends.  After  that 
I  went  down  to  the  office  of  the  hotel  to  talk  with  my  old  friend, 
Corbet.  We  were  carrying  on  a  friendly  conversation  when 
who  should  come  up  but  Mr.  Hooley.  He  grasped  my  hand 
saying,  "General  I  am  glad  to  see  you  and  you  also  Mr.  Corbet, 
come  join  me  gentlemen  in  a  bottle  of  wine."  As  we  were  walk- 
ing towards  a  private  room  where  we  could  enjoy  our  wine  in 
comfort  we  came  across  E.  L.  Davenport,  the  actor,  the  great 
tragedian  and  father  of  Fannie  Davenport,  the  actress.  We  en- 
tered the  room,  sat  down  and  enjoyed  our  wine  immensely. 
During  our  conversation  Mr.  Hooley  said,  "I  want  you  General 
and  Air.  Davenport  to  go  with  me  to  my  summer  home.  I  sta'-t 
for  my  country  seat  at  four  o'clock  this  afternoon  and  would 
like  to  have  you  join  me."  I  said  "I  thank  you  Mr.  Hooley  but 
I  take  the  morning  boat  for  \\^est  Point."  He  said,  "But  West 
Point  can  wait  for  you.  It  waited  long  enough  until  it  got 
you."  Mr.  Davenport  said,  "That's  a  fact  General."  ]\Ir.  Cor- 
bet spoke  up  and  said,  "It  will  do  you  good  to  go  with  Mr. 
Hooley  and  make  him  a  visit  at  his  summer  home.  He  has  a 
beautiful  place  there  and  lots  of  company.  I  know  you  and  Mr. 
Davenport  will  enjoy  your  visit  immense  for  it  is  immpossible 
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to  g"et  lonely  there.  There  are  people  going  and  coming  all  the 
time."  Mr.  Hooley  said,  "By  the  way,  General,  I  received  a 
telegram  two  days  ago  wherein  the  Little  One  says' he  is  going 
to  make  me  a  visit  after  he  has  visited  his  father  at  the  front. 
He  says.  New  York  has  some  special  business  for  him  and  I  am 
in  a  quandry  to  know  what  it  is.  I  have  offered  him  a  big  sal- 
ary to  stay  two  months  permanently  at  either  one  of  my  theatres. 
He  says,  "Uncle  Hooley  I  can't.  I  am  chuck  full  of  worms 
and  they  keep  me  moving  around,"  which  made  us  all  laugh. 
He  said,  "General,  that  Little  One  is  a  strange  being  and  just 
when  you  think  you  have  got  to  imderstand  him  you  don't 
know  him  at  all.  He  will  disappear  in  spite  of  fate,  but  when 
he  says  he  will  be  there  at  a  given  time  you  can  swear  by  it. 
he  pops  up  before  you  knovt'  it. 

Mr.  Davenport  and  myself  accompanied  Air.  Hooley  to  his 
summer  home.  We  found  it  a  beautiful  place.  Mr.  Davenport 
remained  with  us  two  days,  then  left  to  fill  an  engagement. 
They  prevailed  on  me  and  I  remained  about  two  weeks  with 
them.  There  was  a  lot  of  company  and  a  great  deal  of  enter- 
tainment. During  those  two  weeks  I  had  heard  nothing  from 
the  Little  One  nor  any  one  that  knew  anything  about  him.  On 
the  Tuesday  of  the  third  week  I  heard  parties  in  the  house  say 
there  was  going  to  be  a  spiritualist  picnic  on  that  day.  I  thought 
I  would  remain  over,  attend  the  picnic  and  see  how  spiritualists 
acted.  There  were  a  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sheldon  visiting  at  the  house 
who  heard  me  make  the  request  that  I  would  like  to  be  conveyed 
in  some  manner  to  the  Spiritualist  picnic.  Mr.  Sheldon  said, 
"My  wife  and  myself  are  spiritualists.  General,  and  we  are  going 
to  attend  the  picnic.  If  you  would  like  to  accompany  us,  why, 
I  will  take  you  in  our  carriage."  I  thanked  him  and  said  he 
would  do  me  a  great  kindness  if  he  did.  We  started  in  the  morn- 
ing at  six  o'clock  for  I  wanted  to  l)e  there  in  time  to  sec  all  their 
actions.  We  finally  arrived  at  the  grounds,  and  found  we  had 
come  about  fifteen  miles.  It  was  a  beautiful  spot,  an  inlet  from 
the  ocean.  They  had  both  swimming  and  boating.  While  we 
were  driving  on  the  road  Mrs.  Sheldon  looked  at  me  and  said, 
"General,  I  have  a  strong  impression  you  are  going  to  be  sur- 
])riscd  toflay."  Mr.  Sheldon  said,  "General,  my  wife  is  a  medium 
and  has  been  so  from  birth.     We  went  to  school  together  and 
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were  both  in  the  same  class.  She  quite  frequently  helped  me 
with  my  lessons.  By  the  teacher  and  scholars  she  was  looked  upon 
as  a  strange  child,  but  to  me  she  was  the  sweetest  creature  on 
earth."  When  we  drove  into  the  grounds  looking  from  the  car- 
riage I  saw  a  gentleman  standing  a  little  ways  off  that  looked 
familiar  to  me.  He  turned  around  and  discovered  me  sitting 
in  the  carriage  and  came  towards  us  saying,  "Why  General 
you  surprise  me."  I  said,  "Dr.  Newton,  you  surprise  me.  Do 
you  believe  in  spiritualism  ?"  He  said.  Yes,  General  I  have  be- 
lieved in  it  all  ni}'  life  ;  but  allowe  me  to  welcome  you  and  your 
friends  to  our  picnic.  As  he  looked  up  at  the  others,  he  said. 
Bless  my  soul  if  it  aint  Brother  and  Sister  Sheldon."  Then  he 
shook  hands  with  them  for  they  sat  in  the  front  seat  and  I  in 
a  back  seat.  It  was  an  open  carriage  with  a  canopy  top.  Then 
the  two  gentlemen  assisted  me  to  get  out  of  the  carriage  for  I 
was  both  clumsy  and  rheumatic  those  days.  When  I  stood 
upon  the  ground  and  looked  around  I  said,  "Doctor,  this  is  a 
beautiful  spot  to  hold  a  picnic."  He  said,  "Yes,  Brother  Brad- 
shaw  owns  this  place :  he  is  an  actor  at  the  Bowery  Theatre, 
General,  and  gives  up  the  ground  to  our  service."  While  we  were 
talking,  a  small  person  approached  us ;  to  me  he  was  rather 
peculiar  looking.  He  had  light  hair,  I  should  say,  almost  white, 
peculiar  eyes,  that  looked  somthing  like  the  eye  of  a  white  rab- 
bit. He  addressed  me  saying,  "General  there  is  a  party  here 
who  wishes  to  communicate  with  you."  I  said  where  shall  we 
go  that  we  may  be  alone.  Dr.  Newton  said,  "Follow  me  and 
I  will  provide  you  a  seat  under  a  shady  tree."  We  followed 
him  as  requested  and  with  the  assistance  of  Mr.  Sheldon  they 
took  a  seat  out  of  a  large  wagon  and  placed  it  under  a  beautiful 
shady  tree.  This  person  and  I  sat  down  on  the  seat.  Dr.  New- 
ton and  ^Ir.  Sheldon  walking  away,  leaving  us  alone.  After 
we  had  become  comfortably  seated,  he  looked  up  and  said  to 
me,  "Winfield,  I  have  news  that  will  surprise  you."  I  said 
"Who  is  this  that  addresses  me  so  familiarly?"  The  voice 
said,  "Don't  you  remember  your  old  schoolmate,  Charley  Stew- 
art?" I  said,  "Good  God,  Charley  can  this  be  you?"  He  said, 
"The  very  same  Win."  That  was  the  familiar  name  he  had 
for  me.  He  said  "Now  let  us  get  to  business.  I  come  to  talk 
about  a  little  friend  that   vou  call   Puss."     I   said.  "Oh   Charlie 
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can  you  tell  nie  anything  about  him?"  He  says,  "Yes,  now 
listen.  He  was  captured  yesterday  in  the  suburbs  of  Lynchburg 
and  taken  into  the  town  as  a  spy."  I  groaned  aloud  and  said, 
*'Oh  God,  the  end  has  come  at  last."  He  said,  "Not  yet,  Win. 
He  has  been  tried  and  condemned  to  be  hung  tomorrow,  but 
he  will  make  his  escape  tonight  wrapped  in  an  old  gray  blanket." 
I  said,  "Charley,  if  what  you  say  turns  out  to  be  true  I  am  going 
on  to  \\'ashington  and  must  put  a  stop  to  this  damnable  busi- 
ness for  it  is  a  crime  in  the  sight  of  God  that  this  Little  One 
should  be  sent  off  on  such  journeys.  If  I  once  get  him  in  my 
clutches  again,  I  don't  care  what  Warren,  the  President  or 
anybody  else  says;  if  I  once  get  a  hold  of  him,  he  will  come  back 
with  me  if  1  have  to  chain  him  to  my  body,  for  I  think  that's  the 
only  way  I  can  keep  him."  He  said,  "Win  don't  worry  so  much 
over  him,  he  will  come  out  all  right."  "Oh,"  I  said,  "Charlie 
you  don't  know  him.  He  said,  "Do  you  think  you  do?"  I  said, 
"I  thought  I  did  pretty  well."  He  said,  "Win  we  have  more 
work  for  him  yet."  I  said,  "I  think  you  spirits  are  cruel  and 
selfish;  why  don't  you  get  a  grown  man  to  do  your  work?" 
"A  grown  man  would  not  answer  our  purpose,  he  just  suits  us 
and  we  compel  him  to  obey  our  will.  We  are  the  masters  of  the 
situation  and  he  is  our  mascot.  He  slips  out  and  in  just  like 
an  eel  and  is  the  right  person  in  the  right  place.  He  can  be 
either  boy  or  girl  just  as  we  wish  it.  We  command  and  he 
obeys."  I  said,  "Charley,  I  think  the  spirits  are  both  devilish 
and  cruel,"  for  I  was  mad  then.  He  laughed  and  said,  "Win 
keep  your  coat  on  and  you  will  see  him  before  many  days."  I 
I  said,  "If  I  do  he  will  not  get  away  from  me  until  this  cursed 
war  is  over.  Then  W^arren  can  have  him  back,  for  I  suppose 
he  will  want  to  follow  his  profession."  He  gave  another  laugh 
and  said,  "Keep  your  pants  on  old  man  and  don't  get  your  feet 
wet,  that  is  bad  for  rheumatism."  Then  the  control  left  the 
medium  and  when  he  came  back  to  his  normal  condition,  that 
is  if  a  genuine  medium  has  any  such  thing  as  a  normal  condition, 
he  looked  up  into  my  face  in  a  frightened  manner  and  said, 
"Who  are  you  Sir?"  I  told  him  my  name  was  Gen.  Winfield 
Scotr.  "What  may  your  name  be?"  He  laughed  and  said, 
"Soretimes  its  Harry  Go'don  and  somties  its  an  old  cat,  but 
mostiv  it's  a  damn  fool,"  ul-">h     made     us     laugh.     I  took  my 
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purse  out  and  gave  him  five  dollars,  for  I  thought  the  informa- 
tion was  well  worth  that.  It  turned  out  to  be  a  grand  test  af- 
terwards. He  thanked  me  and  said,  "Xow  I  can  get  something 
to  eat.  I  haven't  had  anything  to  eat  since  yesterday."  I  said, 
"Didn't  you  have  any  money  to  get  something  to  eat?"  He  said, 
"The  last  money  I  had  I  paid  to  the  landlady  for  room  rent." 
I  said,  "Well,  how  did  you  get  here  if  you  had  no  money?"  He 
said,  "I  got  aboard  the  cars  and  I  am  here."  I  said  to  myself, 
what  strange  creatures  these  mediums  are.  He  jumped  up  from 
the  seat  and  skipped  ofi  laughing  just  as  if  he  had  been  fed  at 
Delmonicos  to  a  bountiful  supply.  I  got  up  from  the  seat  and 
strolled  amongst  the  people  who  all  seemed  to  l)e  very  happy 
and  jolly.  I  passed  a  delightful  day  amongst  them  listening  to 
their  speeches  and  singing.  AA'hen  the  noon  hour  came  they  im- 
provised tables  out  of  long  boards  and  wooden  horses  covered 
them  with  white  table  cloths  and  decorated  the  tables  with  flow- 
ers and  green  branches  which  gave  th-em  a  beautiful  appearance. 
They  all  seemed  to  bring  their  food  to  one  place.  Their  baskets 
and  hampers  were  opened  up  and  the  ladies  distributed  the  food 
along  the  different  tables.  After  they  had  done  that  all  the  peo- 
ple formed  a  ring  holding  one  another's  hands.  Then  they  com- 
menced to  sing  a  beautiful  hymn.  After  that  was  passed,  a  beauti- 
ful lady  stood  in  the  centre  of  the  ring,  who  had  a  heavenly  expres- 
sion on  her  face.  She  looked  to  me  as  if  she  could  divine  the 
whole  heavens.  She  held  in  her  hand  an  instrument  that  I 
would  call  a  lute  or  a  lyre.  She  commenced  to  play  upon  the 
instrument,  when,  all  of  a  sudden,  started  in  singing  a  beauti- 
ful piece  of  music  which  T  think  was  one  of  the  grandest  pieces 
of  mtisic  I  ever  listened  to.  Dr.  Xewton  told  me  afterwards  it 
was  her  own  composition.  After  she  had  finished  and  with- 
drew from  the  ring,  the  little  man  Gordon  stepped  into  the  cen- 
ter of  the  ring  and  executed  somthing  like  a  war  dance.  When 
he  had  finshed  he  became  ])erfectly  quiet  and  passive.  Mrs. 
Sheldon  said  to  me,  "Xow,  General,  you  will  hear  something." 
He  commenced  to  talk  and  his  thoughts  and  expressions  were 
something  beautiful,  they  were  beyond  the  comprehension  of 
the  common  class  of  people  and  many  of  the  educated  would 
also  be  deficient  of  understanding.  He  walked  around  the  ring, 
describing  spirit   friends  to  those  li\-ing  in   the  body.     After  he 
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liad  hnished  and  withdrew  from  the  rinjj".  Dr.  Xewton  stepped 
into  the  centre  of  the  ring  and  addressed  us  in  his  forcible  man- 
ner, which  all  are  acquainted  with  who  have  ever  heard  him. 
After  he  had  finished,  the  beautiful  lady  stepped  into  the  centre 
of  the  ring  and  sang  one  more  of  her  beautiful  compositions. 
\\'hen  she  had  finished  Dr.  Newton  said,  "E.  V.  Wilson,  we 
would  like  to  hear  from  you."  The  gentleman  who  bore  that 
name  stepped  into  the  centre  and  delivered  a  beautiful  invoca- 
tion, or  perhaps  you  would  call  it  a  benediction,  commending 
us  all  to  God  and  our  spirit  friends.  After  he  had  finished  the 
whole  assembly  sang  a  beautiful  hymn. 

Then,  by  the  ladies,  we  were  all  escorted  to  the  tables, 
where  we  partook  of  a  grand  lunch.  There  came  a  feeling  over 
me  that  I  was  eating  in  the  presence  of  unseen  angels  and  angels 
who  lived  in  bodies. 

About  five  o'clock  we  started  for  our  home.  I  bade  them 
all  good  bye,  thanking  them  for  their  kind  hospitality.  I  said 
that  I  felt  this  was  the  only  truly  religious  day  that  I  had  ever 
passed  in  my  life.  Bidding  them  adieu,  we  drove  to  our  home. 
I  felt  in  my  soul  I  coitld  not  leave  that  place  for  a  few  days. 
Five  days  after  the  picnic,  when  I  arose  in  the  morning,  I 
seemed  to  tremble  all  over  and  was  afraid  something  was  going 
to  happen  to  me,  but  I  managed  to  get  down  stairs,  and  by  the 
assistance  of  my  cane  I  went  in  to  the  breakfast  table,  when 
one  of  the  ladies  remarked,  "General,  you  look  pale  this  morn- 
ing." Mr.  Hooley  looked  over  and  said,  "Did  you  not  slee]) 
well  last  night,  General?"  I  said,  "Yes,  I  always  sleep  well  here, 
but  I  don't  just  feel  right  this  morning." 

After  I  had  finished  my  breakfast  on  that  fifth  day  I  walked 
nut  on  the  west  porch,  it  being  quite  shady  in  the  morning; 
some  large  elm  trees  covered  it  with  a  dense  shade.  While  I 
was  sitting  there  and  communing  with  myself,  my  thoughts 
happened  to  wander  on  the  Little  One,  and  \  said  to  myself, 
"I  wonder  where  he  can  be  now."  T  happened  to  look  up  and 
saw  a  carriage  coming  up  the  gravel  drive  from  the  main 
avenue.  All  carriages  and  buggies  or  anything  like  that  always 
went  to  the  east  side  of  the  house,  there  being  a  platform  for 
the  people  to  step  on  to.  About  five  minutes  afterwards  I  heard 
a  laugh  ringing  through  the  rooms,  when   [  said  right  out  loud, 
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and  could  not  help  myself.  "My  God!  that  sounds  like  the  Little 
One's  laugh."  As  I  was  about  to  rise  the  Little  One  rushed 
out  through  one  of  the  dining  room  windows,  which  were  open 
down  to  the- floor,  followed  by  several  of  the  guests  and  Mr. 
Hooley.  When  the  Little  One  saw  me  he  gave  a  scream  and 
threw  himself  into  my  arms,  saying,  "Oh,  Uncle  Scott,  L'nclc 
Scott,  I  have  found  you."  I  cried  like  a  child  for  ten  minutes, 
perhaps  more,  with  his  head  lying  on  my  breast  and  I  running" 
my  fingers  through  his  hair.  He  looked  up  and  said,  "Oh,  LTncle 
Scott,  ain't  you  going  to  say  something  to  me?  Are  you  angry 
with  me?"  All  the  while  his  little  hand  patting  my  cheek.  Mr. 
Hooley  stood  alongside  of  us  by  this  time,  and  said,  "Puss,  give 
the  General  time.  Your  sudden  appearance  gave  him  a  shock." 
Then  he  stood  up  and  lavished  kisses  upon  my  lips  and  cheeks, 
saying,  "Uncle,  Oh,  I  am  sorry  to  make  you  feel  like  this."  I 
found  my  tongue  at  last  and  I  said,  "I  am  glad  to  feel  like  this, 
pet,  and  you  don't  get  away  from  me  again."  He  patted  my 
cheeks  and  kissed  me  again,  saying,  "Uncle,  remember  the 
voice."  I  said,  "Oh,  damn  the  voice;  I  have  got  you  now,  and 
I  am  going  to  keep  you."  I  squeezed  him  so  hard  that  he  hol- 
lered out  with  the  pain.  I  said,  "Let  us  get  to  my  room,  where 
we  can  talk  by  ourselves."  ^^'hen  I  tried  to  rise  I  found  the 
shock  had  made  me  too  weak.  I  had  to  accept  the  assistance 
of  Mr.  Hooley  and  ]\Ir.  Sheldon  to  get  to  my  room,  \\nien  they 
got  me  to  the  room  they  placed  me  on  a  sofa  and  then  with- 
drew. When  they  were  outside  the  door  I  said,  "Puss,  you 
lock  that  door  and  bring  me  the  key."  He  brought  me  the  key 
at  the  same  time  looking  in  my  face  with  one  of  his  roguish 
looks  and  said,  "Uncle,  there's  the  window."  I  said,  "I  guess 
you  can't  jump  from  that  height.  Now  you  sit  here — I  want 
to  talk  to  you."  He  sat  down  alongside  of  me  and  I  put  my 
arm  around  him,  when  he  commenced  to  play  with  my  fingers, 
as  usual,  by  running  his  little  hands  through  them.  I  said, 
"Puss,  is  it  true  that  you  were  captured  and  taken  into  Lynch- 
burg as  a  spy,  and  that  you  were  condemned  to  be  hung?"  He 
said,  "It  is  all  true,  Uncle  Scott."  I  said,  "Oh,  Puss,  Puss,  you 
are  breaking  an  old  man's  heart."  He  said.  "Why,  Uncle,  they 
mend  hearts  in  spirit  life."  I  said,  "None  of  your  funny  busi- 
ness, now;   tell   me   how   it   all   happened."     He   said,   "Well,   it 
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was  like  this,  Uncle.  I  was  sent  out  to  look  around  Lynchburg, 
to  see  what  was  the  easiest  point  for  our  boys  to  attack  and 
enter  the  town.  I  was  lying  on  a  rock,  looking  towards  the 
town,  when  two  planters  came  up  and  grabbed  me.  They  were 
not  soldiers.  They  brought  me  to  the  tent  of  a  colonel,  who 
said,  'What's  that  little  girl  doing  in  boys'  clothes?'  I  said,  'I 
am  not  a  little  girl,  but  a  big  man.'  The  colonel  said,  'Well, 
we  will  look  into  that.'  Addressing  the  men  he  said,  'Wliere 
did  you  find  him?  A\>  will  call  it  him  for  the  present.'  They 
described  where  they  found  me  and  said,  'He  is  a  spy,  colonel. 
He  is  the  little  chap  that  stole  your  horse  and  saddle  about  three 
months  ago.  If  you  remember,  colonel,  it  was  raining  very 
hard  that  day.'  The  colonel  turned  around  and  looked  at  me, 
saying,  'Why  did  you  steal  my  horse  and  saddle?'  I  said,  'Be- 
cause I  wanted  to  get  in  out  of  the  wet.'  He  smiled  one  of  the 
most  alligator  looking  smiles.  Uncle,  that  you  ever  saw.  He 
called  in  a  few  officers  and  they  sat  down  by  a  table,  when  two 
soldiers  came  in,  and  I  was  placed  between  them.  We  had  the 
two  old  lunkheads  for  a  background.  I  tell  you.  Uncle.  I  was 
in  royal  state,  then."  I  said,  "Pet,  don't  make  too  light  of  such 
a  case  as  that."  Then  he  said,  "Uncle,  it  was  all  to  heavy  to 
carry  away.  If  I  could  have  shouldered  it  I  would  have  done 
so,"  which  made  me  smile.  Then  he  said,  "I  tapped  the  two 
soldiers  on  the  arm  and  asked  them  if  they  had  had  a  good 
breakfast  that  morning;  they  wanted  to  fill  up  good,  because 
Richmond  would  soon  fall.  The  colonel  looked  at  me  with  a 
sneering  look,  saying  at  the  same  time,  'You  imp  of  hell,  we 
will  settle  you.'  I  smiled  and  said,  'Ain't  you  going  to  have 
Jeff  Davis  at  the  funeral?'  Then  another  officer  said,  'No  levity 
in  the  court  room,  or  we  will  buck  and  gag  you  and  tie  you  up 
by  the  thumbs.'  'Eleven,'  I  said,  'there's  only  nine  all  told.' 
Then  the  colonel  said,  'You  little  bastard,  will  you  keep  your 
mmith  shut;  that's  what  we  mean.'  I  said,  'I  am  not  acquainted 
with  the  southern  dictionary  or  Jeff  Davis  grammar.'  The 
colonel  got  mad  and  threw  a  book  at  me;  I  dodged  it  and  it  hit 
one  of  the  lunkheads  in  the  belly  and  laid  him  out  on  the  floor, 
and  we  lost  half  of  our  background.  Just  then,  Uncle,  I  tickled 
the  two  soldiers  back  of  their  knees  and  they  both  collapsed. 
One  of  the  officers  jiuuped   up  from   the   table,  grabbed   me  by 
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the  hair  of  the  head  and,  as  he  did  so,  I  threw  my  foot  out  be- 
hind, kicked  the  other  lunkhead  in  the  belly  and  laid  him  out. 
Then  the  officer  dragged  me  by  the  hair  of  the  head  and  jammed 
me  down  on  to  a  box,  saying,  'Sit  there,  you  God  damned 
Lincoln  bastard;  we  will  cook  your  mutton  for  you.'  The 
colonel  said,  'What's  your  name,  you  damned  imp?'  I  said, 
'Joe  Wheeler.'  He  said,  'We  have  an  officer  by  that  name  ;  are 
you  any  relation  to  him?'  I  said,  'His  grand  nephew.'  He  said, 
'Was  you  born  in  the  south?'  I  said,  'No,  I  was  kittened  in  the 
north.'  He  looked  at  the  officers  and  said,  'What  will  you  do 
with  the  damned  bastard?'  The  one  who  dragged  me  by  the 
hair  said,  'Hang  him  tomorrow  morning  at  ten  o'clock  and 
pepper  his  body  with  bullets.'  I  said,  'Thank  3^ou,  gentlemen; 
I  am  fond  of  pepper,'  then  the  colonel  threw  a  piece  of  board 
at  me.  I  dived  my  head  into  the  officer's  stomach,  when  he 
caught  it  on  the  back  of  the  head  and  it  laid  him  out.  The  lieu- 
tenant colonel  said,  'I  believe  the  damned  imp  is  a  witch ;  but 
ain't  he  pretty,  colonel?  Do  you  know,  I'd  like  to  kiss  those 
lips.'  'Well,  you  can  all  you  want  to,  before  he  is  strung  up 
tomorrow  morning.  We  will  have  a  large  crowd  there  to  look 
at  one  of  the  Lincoln  imps  dangling  in  the  air.'  I  said,  'Thank 
you,  colonel ;  that  will  be  a  leap  for  life.  Will  you  please  have 
the  bugle  blow,  so  that  Angel  Gabriel  can  come  for  me?'  Then 
I  smiled  into  his  eyes.  Uncle,  when  he  said,  'Damn  you  for  an 
imp,  but  you  are  pretty.'  He  gave  orders  for  me  to  be  taken  to 
the  guard  room.  I  bowed  to  them  very  politely.  Uncle,  and 
said,  'Ta,  ta,  gentlemen ;  I  will  call  on  official  business  some 
other  time" — which  he  did  when  the  Union  army  had  taken 
Lynchburg.  He  rode,  with  the  Colonel,  into  the  town  when  the 
Union  army  took  possession  of  it,  which  was  four  days  after- 
wards. Then  he  said,  "Uncle,  they  took  me  to  the  guard-house. 
After  I  was  there  a  little  while  several  men  said,  'Little  One, 
we  would  like  to  kiss  you.  We  are  sorry  to  see  you  here ;  we 
have  brothers  and  sisters  at  home  who  are  dear  to  us ;  we  know 
you  must  be  dear  to  some  one,  too.'  I  said,  'Boys,  I  will  kiss 
you  for  your  mother,'  and  then.  Uncle,  I  kissed  them  all.  Then 
one  of  them  said,  'Those  are  not  the  lips  of  a  boy,  but  a  girl. 
It's  only  girls  that  kiss  that  way.'  "  Then  I  groaned  and  said, 
"Oh,  the  rascals ;  if  I  had  onlv  been  there  I   would  have  saved 
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you  all  that  humiliation."  Then  he  said,  "Uncle,  I  rather  liked 
it,  some  of  them  were  pretty  good  looking  boys  and  had  fine 
moustaches  and  beards."  I  said,  "Well,  go  on,  you  scamp." 
Then  he  said,  "About  nine  o'clock.  Uncle,  a  soldier  came  and 
told  me  to  follow  him — the  colonel  wanted  to  see  me  in  his  tent. 
I  did  so.  When  I  entered  the  colonel's  presence  I  brought  my 
feet  to  attention,  raised  my  hand  and  saluted  him.  Then  he 
said,  'Take  down  your  hand,  you  dam  Lincoln  imp.'  Then  he 
said  to  the  soldier,  'You  may  go.'  Then  he  stepped  to  the  main 
entrance  to  the  tent  and  dropped  the  two  sides  down,  which 
shut  us  from  the  gaze  of  the  other  soldiers.  He  returned  and 
waved  his  hand  towards  a  box,  saying,  'Sit  there.  Now,  boy, 
I  want  to  know  what  brought  you  here.'  I  told  him  that  I 
wanted  to  know,  if  the  rebel  officers  looked  as  handsome  as  our 
Union  boys.  He  said,  'You  lie,  and  you  know  it,  damn  you. 
You  are  made  up  of  lies  and  deceit.  You  are  like  that  old  son 
of  a  bitch  and  nigger  lover,  Lincoln,  and  everything  that  comes 
from  the  north  is  of  the  same  grain.'  I  said,  'Don't  you  talk 
so  cross,  colonel ;  the  angels  might  hear  you  and  it  would  be 
recorded  there,  for  such  a  masher  as  you  don't  want  the  female 
angels  to  have  a  bad  opinion  of  you,  for  when  I  go  up  there 
tomorrow  they  will  question  me  all  al)out  you  and  the  other 
boys  here,'  which  made  him  laugh.  He  said,  'Don't  you  fear 
death,  boy?'  I  said,  'Not  at  all;  it  won't  occur  until  Richmond 
falls  and  I  have  met  Gen.  I^ee  face  to  face,'  "  which  all  came  to 
pass.  I  said,  "Pet,  didn't  you  feel  terrible  when  they  said  they 
were  going  to  hang  you  tomorrow?"  "Oh,  no,  no,  Uncle;  I 
didn't  seem  to  be  afraid.  Then  the  colonel  stood  up  with  a 
smile  on  his  face  and  said,  'You  little  imp,  what  do  you  think 
of  me  as  a  specimen  of  manhood?'  I  looked  at  him.  Uncle,  with 
a  faint  smile  and  said,  'How  is  it  that  you  are  not  commanding 
the  whole  army?  Such  a  specimen  as  you  should  be  put  on 
exhibition  so  that  the  northern  people  could  see  what  kind  of 
men  they  can  raise  in  the  South.'  Then,  Uncle,  he  had  a  grin 
on  him  like  an  alligator,  and  his  mouth  seemed  to  spread  from 
ear  to  ear.  Then  he  said,  'Damn  it  all,  boy,  T  begin  to  like  you.' 
'j'hen,  Uncle,  J  gave  him  one  of  my  larger  and  softer  smiles. 
He  said,  'Boy,  but  you  have  pretty  teeth.'  I  then  hung  my  head 
just  a  little  to  one  side  and  gave  him  one  of  my  other  smiles." 
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I  said,  "Oh,  Pet,  you  little  scamp."  "He  said  to  me.  Uncle, 
'Nature  has  done  a  i^^ood  deal  for  you,  bo_\-.'  I  said,  'Yes, 
colonel,  she  is  my  mother.'  He  said,  'You  have  a  beautiful  face, 
bright  eyes  and  pretty  lips.'  He  took  my  hands  in  his,  saying, 
'They  are  pretty,  too.'  I  stretched  my  neck  a  little.  Uncle,  and 
he  did  the  rest."  I  said,  "Which  means  he  kissed  you,  you 
scamp."  He  said,  "I  know  it  was  naughty.  Uncle,  but  what 
could  you  do,  when  the  colonel  was  on  the  mash?"  I  said,  "You 
weren't  at  all,  were  you?"  He  said,  "I  just  laid  my  head  on 
the  colonel's  breast  and  looked  up  into  his  eyes,  when  he  said, 
'Boy,  if  I  save  your  life,  will  you  live  with  me  and  love  me 
always?'  I  said,  'Aye,  even  unto  the  end  of  the  earth.'  You 
know.  Uncle,  the  earth  has  no  end,  so  it  wasn't  hard  to  say  that. 
He  pressed  my  hand  to  his  breast  and  held  me  tight,  saying. 
'You  are  mine  unto  all  eternity,'  and  I  said,  'a  little  further,'  for 
you  know,  Uncle,  people  are  apt  to  say  anything  in  war  times. 
Then  he  kissed  me  passionately  and  said,  'Damn  Lincoln  and 
all  the  men  in  the  North.  You  belong  to  the  South,  anyhow, 
being  that  you  are  a  nephew  of  Joe  ^^'heeler.  Yes,  you  belong- 
to  the  solid  South  and  to  Col.  Blatchford.'  I  said,  'Aye,  even 
to  Col.  Blatherskite.'  'Not  Col.  Blatherskite,  my  boy,  but  to 
Col.  Blatchford,  who  will  make  you  happy  on  his  plantation  and 
if  you  love  me  you  can  boss  everything  on  the  place,  even  the 
Colonel  himself.'  Just  then  the  guard  that  was  walking  up  and 
down  in  front  of  his  tent  said,  'Colonel,  there  is  an  orderly  here 
that  wants  to  see  you  immediately.'  He  kissed  me  again,  sav- 
ing, 'You  are  all  mine.'  He  walked  to  the  front  of  the  tent, 
lifted  the  flap  and  stepped  outside.  While  he  was  talking  to 
the  orderly  I  looked  around  and  discovered  the  tent  was  di- 
vided into  two  rooms.  I  peeked  in  and  saw  there  was  a  bed 
and  also  an  opening  at  the  back  of  the  tent.  I  had  hardly  done 
so  when  he  re-entered  the  tent,  walking  to  the  table,  placed  some 
papers  on  it,  saying  to  me,  'Sweet  boy,  watch  those  papers  and 
see  that  no  one  touches  them  until  T  return."  Wlien  he  reached 
the  front  part  of  the  lent  he  looked  back,  saying,  "I  am  a  happy 
man  tonight,  and  you  have  made  me  so.'  Just  as  soon  as  he 
stepped  out  and  was  speaking  to  the  guard  T  grabbed  up  the 
papers  with  some  others  and  shoved  them  into  my  breast, 
passed   into   the   other   room,   grab]:)ed   a   dark   grav. blanket    oft 
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the  bed,  threw  it  over  me  and  passed  out  the  back  way.  The 
night  was  very  dark.  I  got  down  on  all  fours,  crept  along  so 
the  soldiers  would  not  see  me.  I  hadn't  crept  very  far  when  I 
came  up  against  a  horse  and  found  there  was  a  saddle  on  it,  but 
no  one  in  the  saddle.  I  then  untied  him  from  the  tree,  vaulted 
into  the  saddle  and  drove  ofif  into  the  night.  When  I  had  pretty 
near  reached  the  picket  line  a  soldier  said,  'Halt !  Who  combes 
there?'  I  said,  'Joe  AA'heeler  himself.'  He  said,  'Joe  Wheeler 
be  damned.  He  is  five  hundred  miles  from  here.'  I  turned  my 
horse's  head  the  other  way.  He  hollered  out,  'Come  up  and 
show  yourself,  or  I  will  shoot.'  I  stuck  my  heels  into  the  horse 
•and  he  struck  out.  I  heard  a  ball  zip  past  me  and  strike  a  tree. 
Then,  you  bet,  I  put  my  heels  into  use.  Then  the  alarm  was 
given,  and  I  don't  think  it  was  over  ten  minutes  when  I  heard 
three  horses  coming  after  me  as  fast  as  they  could,  with  their 
riders  yelling  to  push  them  on.  The  voice  says  to  me,  'Get  off 
the  main  road  and  ride  in  a  circle  and  they  will  pass  you,  think- 
ing you  kept  on  the  main  road.'  Why,  Uncle,  I  was.  so  close  to 
them  I  could  hear  what  they  said.  One  of  them  said,  'Why,  the 
dam  little  whipper  snapper,  he  wasn't  bigger  than  an  old-fash- 
ioned match,  anyhow.  We  will  catch  him  and  hang  him  to- 
morrow, you  bet.'  The  voice  said,  'Ride  due  east  and  I  will 
guide  you.'  I  rode.  Uncle,  about  .  ten  miles,  crossed  two 
streams,  when  we  came  to  a  road  that  looked  like  a  turnpike 
road.  Then  the  voice  said,  'Now  we  will  ride  somewhat  north- 
east.' A  little  after  twelve  o'clock,  Uncle,  I  was  inside  the 
Union  lines.  I  met  a  Captain  Knowles  changing  the  men  on 
picket  guard.  Before  I  got  to  where  he  was,  the  picket  chal- 
lenged me,  saying,  'AAHio  goes  there?'  I  said,  'Little  Warren, 
who  is  in  a  hurry  to  get  to  his  father.'  Captain  Knowles  came 
to  where  I  was,  looked  up  and  said,  'For  God's  sake — where 
have  you  been?'  I  said,  'Just  over  there  a  little  way,  to  see  my 
girl,'  which  made  him  laugh.  I  said,  'Is  father  where  he  was 
yesterday?'  He  said,  'No,  he  has  moved  his  position  about  a 
quarter  of  a  mile  from  here.'  He  then  directed  me  and  I  rode 
on.  When  I  arrived  at  Papa  Warren's  headquarters  I  jumped 
off  the  horse  and  handed  the  reins  to  the  guard,  saying,  'Hold 
those  a  few  minutes.  I  want  to  see  papa.'  I  entered  papa's  tent 
anrl  w^oke  him  up.     He  said,  'Who's  there?'     I  said,  'It  is  your 
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boy,  papa;  get  up  and  make  a  light  quick.  I  have  some  papers 
here  for  you  to  look  at."  Pie  got  up  and  hugged  and  kissed 
me,  saying,  'Pet,  I  was  dreaming  of  you.'  Then  he  lit  two 
candles  so  he  could  look  at  the  papers  good.  I  placed  them 
on  his  bed.  I  held  the  candles  while  he  examined  the  papers 
one  after  the  other,  for  you  know,  Uncle,  I  can't  read  writing. 
He  turned  around,  hugged  and  kissed  me  and  said,  'These  are 
valuable  papers.  Puss,  and  must  reach  the  President's  hands 
as  soon  as  possible.  I  will  keep  one  here  which  will  assist  us, 
and  you  must  get  something  to  eat.'  He  went  and  called  his 
colored  cook  and  told  him  to  get  me  a  cup  of  coffee  and  some- 
thing to  eat  as  quick  as  God  would  let  him,  but  I  said,  'Papa, 
there  is  my  horse  in  front  of  the  tent — your  sentry  is  holding 
him.  He  must  get  something  to  eat  and  drink.'  An  orderly 
was  called,  who  attended  to  his  wants,  Uncle,  and  in  about  an 
hour  from  that  time  I  was  riding  towards  Washington  about 
as  fast  as  the  horse  could  carry  me.  Papa  handed  me  a  note 
to  give  Col.  Baker,  who  would  furnish  me  with  a  fresh  horse. 
I  arrived  at  Col.  Baker's  headquarters  about  four  o'clock  in  the 
morning.  He  gave  me  something  to  eat  and  provided  me  with 
a  fresh  horse,  also  handing  me  a  note  to  give  to  Col.  Campbell, 
who  provided  me  with  a  fresh  horse  and  something  to  eat,  and 
also  another  note  that  I  handed  to  a  Col.  A\>lch,  who  gave  me 
something  to  eat  and  a  fresh  horse.  I  arrived  at  the  Presi- 
dent's home  about  two  o'clock  the  next  morning.  I  told  the 
parties  on  duty  he  must  be  summoned  immediately.  He  came 
down  to  the  reception  room  and  when  he  saw  who  it  was  he 
ushered  me  to  his  private  office,  closing  and  locking  the  door 
behind  him.  He  clasped  me  in  his  arms,  saying,  'Now,  Puss, 
what  news  have  you  for  the  Old  Man?"  I  said,  'If  you  will  re- 
lease me  I  will  show  you."  I  took  the  papers  out  of  my 
breast,  placed  them  in  his  hand,  saying,  'Papa  says  you  must 
examine  those  papers  as  quick  as  your  eyes  will  let  you.'  Uncle, 
you  ought  to  see  the  muscles  of  the  Old  IMan's  face  while  he 
was  examining  those  ])apers.  All  of  a  sudden  he  struck  his  fore- 
head, and  oh,  wasn't  he  ])ale  looking,  Uncle.  He  grabbed  me  in 
his  arms,  saying,  'Puss,  do  you  know  what  news  you  have 
brought  me?'  I  said,  'I  know  what  news  my  stomach  tells  me. 
I'm  hungry  and  want  something  to  eat.'     He  held  me  off,  then, 
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L'ncle.  and  said.  "Jjoy,  you  are  the  bearer  of  diagrams  and  dis- 
patches wherein  it  tells  the  rebels  will  march  on  Washington 
tonight."  I  said,  'I  don't  care  where  they  would  march.  I  want 
something'  to  eat."  He  said,  "S'our  stomach  must  wait  a  little 
while  until  I  have  summoned  certain  parties  to  come  here  im- 
mediately." Hcfore  he  came  back.  Uncle,  it  seemed  more  than 
three  hours — gorry,  wasn"t  I  hungry.  Pie  said  it  was  only  fif- 
teen minutes.  I  told  him  it  was  time  enough  to  take  Richmond 
or  any  other  damned  town  in  the  South.  He  picked  me  up  and 
carried  me  to  a  place  where  a  man  got  me  something  to  eat 
He  sat  down  alongside  of  me  and  said,  'Puss,  you  look  awful 
tired."  I  said,  'I  guess  you  would  be  tired  too,  if  the  skin  was 
all  off  your  thighs  from  riding.'  He  put  his  hand  on  my  head 
and  said,  'Your  Old  Abe  will  see  that  you  are  fixed  some  day, 
for  you  have  earned  it."  Uncle,  Washington  was  attacked,  as 
you  know.  The  Old  ]\Ian  got  me  transportation,  and  now  I 
am  here.  Ain't  you  glad  to  see  your  old  boy?""  I  told  him  I 
guessed  I  was.  Then  he  hugged  and  kissed  me,  when  I  said, 
"You  shan"t  leave  me  any  more  until  the  war  is  over."  But, 
alas !  by  four  o"clock  that  afternoon  he  had  vanished  as  if  he 
had  gone  up  in  a  baloon  and  was  out  of  sight.  He  was  to  be 
found  nowhere.  Then  I  said,  "I  know  I  shall  never  see  him 
again  in  the  body,"  which  came  true,  for  I  soon  passed  to  spirit 
life. 

I  wish  to  relate  a  little  occurrence  or  instance  that  took 
place  in  \\'ashington  during  my  stay  there.  The  Hon.  David 
Davis  and  myself  were  walking  through  the  Capitol  grounds. 
After  talking  on  several  subjects  I  saw  a  gentleman  approach- 
ing us,  who  turned  out  to  be  ^Ir.  Chase.  We  fell  into  conver- 
sation about  things  relating  to  our  nation  and  especially  those 
connected  with  the  rebellion.  After  we  had  been  talking  about 
fifteen  minutes  I  saw  another  gentleman  approaching  us.  When 
he  came  to  where  we  were  standing  Air.  Chase  recognized  him 
and  introduced  him  to  Mr.  Da^■is  and  myself  under  the  name 
of  Air.  Winthrop.  Air.  Chase  said  he  was  a  strong  Union  man 
from  New  Orleans.  .After  he  had  been  in  our  company  about 
ten  minutes  he  said,  "Gentlemen,  will  you  join  me  in  a  glass  of 
wine,  and  we  will  drink  the  health  of  the  Union  and  the  glorious 
Stars  and  Stripes,"  which  seemed  satisfactory  to  all  parties.     lie 
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said  he  would  lead  us  to  a  quiet  and  select  part  of  the  city,  where 
a  friend  had  taken  him  the  evening  before,  lie  said.  "There, 
gentlemen,  we  will  find  many  L'nion  friends."  After  we  had 
walked  about  half  a  block  from  the  Capitol  grounds  a  mulatto 
boy  came  up  whistling  Yankee  Doodle,  with  a  blackening  box 
slung  over  his  shoulder.  In  a  strong  negro  dialect  he  said,  "You 
gents  what  bears  the  bright  countenance  of  dis  yar  glorious 
country,  I  knows  every  one  ob  ye  is  true  Lincoln  gents.  Seein' 
that  yer  faces  is  all  polished  up,  I  wants  to  polish  yer  feet  to 
correspond."  He  got  down  on  his  knees  and  put  his  box  in 
front  of  Air.  AMnthrop,  saying,  "You  jes'  put  yer  foot  on  dat, 
and  I  gives  you  a  high  Union  polish.  I'll  gib  you  AVashington 
style,  Baltimore  style  or  Philadelphia  style;  it's  all  just  in  de 
way  you  handles  de  brush."  While  he  was  preparing  to  blacken 
yir.  Winthrop's  shoes,  Mr.  Davis  said,  "Boy,  where  was  you 
born?"  He  said,  "Right  here,  sir,  in  Washington;  can't  ye  tell 
dat  by  de  way  I  acts?"  j\Ir.  Davis  said,  "And  what  was  your 
father's  name?"  The  boy  looked  up  at  Air.  Chase  with  a  pecu- 
liar leer  in  his  eyes  and  a  grin  all  over  his  face.  "Dey  say,  sir, 
my  fader's  name  was  Chase."  Air.  Chase  says,  "That's  a  lie, 
boy.  There  never  was  anyone  who  bore  the  name  of  Chase 
who  was  the  father  of  a  mulatto."  The  boy  laughed  in  his 
nigger  way  and  said,  "Gents,  how  strange  it  is  when  you  men- 
tion your  fader's  name  dare's  someone  sure  to  get  mad."  Just 
then  he  commenced  to  wave  his  brush  in  the  air,  giving  his  shoes 
some  fancy  touches.  He  held  up  his  blackening  box  towards 
Air.  Davis,  saying,  "Guvner,  lend  us  a  spit,"  which  made  us  all 
laugh.  The  guvner  spit  in  his  box  to  please  him.  Then  he  held 
his  box  towards  me,  saying,  "General,  just  throw  in  some  sojer's 
lubrication."  I  spit  in  his  box  to  please  him,  for  he  had  a  win- 
ning way.  He  held  up  the  box  then  to  Air.  Chase,  saying,  "Old 
man,  drop  in  a  tear  and  a  sigh  for  de  sake  of  scpiarin'  up  things." 
AA'hile  he  was  going  through  these  maneuvers  I  noticed  there 
were  two  men  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  street,  or  square,  you 
might  call  it.  The  boy,  when  he  placed  the  blackening  box  on 
the  ground,  said  to  Air.  \A"inthrop,  "Now  I'm  goin'  to  give  you 
a  polish  that  will  send  you  inside  a  brick  wall,"  and  with  that  he 
gave  a  loud  whistle.  These  two  men  then  approached  quite  fast. 
When   ATr.   Winthrop  discovered  them   approaching  us  he   tried 
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to  withdraw  his  foot  from  the  blackening  box,  but  the  mulatto 
boy  was  too  quick,  grabbing"  hold  of  the  foot  and  holding  it 
there,  saying,  "I  can't  part  with  an  old  friend  dis  yar  way."  The 
two  men  stepped  up,  put  their  hands  on  Mr.  Winthrop's  shoul- 
der, saying,  "You  are  our  prisoner.  Come  with  us  and  make 
no  fuss."  Mr.  Winthrop  said,  "I  appeal  to  Mr.  Chase  ;  he  will 
tell  vou  who  I  am.  I  am  as  strong  a  union  man  as  ;ver  lived." 
^^'ith  that  the  mulatto  boy  struck  him  square  in  the  breast,  say- 
ing, "You  lie,  Jim  Cole;  I  know  you.  You  forget,  do  you,  when 
you  knocked  me  down  and  kicked  me  in  Libby  prison,  when  I 
wouldn't  do  as  you  wanted  me  to?  When  you  gave  me  the  last 
kick  I  told  you  I  would  get  even  with  3^ou."  Then  the  man 
that  bore  the  name  of  ^\'inthrop  turned  livid  white,  saying,  "May 
the  curse  of  God  rest  on  a'ou,  you  little  devil  out  of  hell.  The 
next  time  you  enter  inside  of  our  lines  you  will  be  hung  higher 
than  any  man  ever  was  hung  on  a  scaffold."  The  boy  said  to 
the  two  detectives,  "Gentlemen,  take  Jimmy  to  tea,  and  see  that 
you  don't  allow  him  to  become  lonely.  I  will  see  him  later. 
Ta,  ta."  The  prisoner  turned  around  and  said,  "You  she  devil^ 
or  he  devil,  w'hatever  you  are,  the  next  time  we  meet,  you  will 
find  you  can't  turn  my  head  as  you  did  that  idiot  of  a  general 
in  Richmond.  If  I  ever  catch  you  again  I  will  make  you  smell 
brimstone  as  true  as  there  is  a  God  in  Heaven."  The  boy  said, 
"Jimmy,  w'e  are  going  to  save  you  all  that  trouble.  When  we 
meet  again  it  will  be  in  the  sweet  bye  and  bye."  The  man  led 
him  oft'  towards  the  prison,  when  the  boy  turned  around  and 
said,  "Uncle  Scott,  I  knew  you  wanted  some  amusement  while 
here  in  Washington;  I  am  not  going  to  allow  you  to  get  lonely," 
and  before  I  had  a  chance  to  address  him  he  was  gone.  Mr. 
Chase  said,  "He  beats  the  devil."  Mr.  Davis  then  said,  "Gen- 
eral, it  is  fortunate  that  the  Little  One  did  not  live  in  Puritan 
days."  I  said,  "Gentlemen,  come  join  me  at  lunch,  and  we  will 
talk  things  over."  That  night  the  prisoner  committed  suicide 
in  the  jail.  I  forgot  to  relate  the  incident  before,  but  Mr.  Davis 
had  a  desire  that  I  should  do  so.  There  are  many  other  things 
that  I  could  relate;  of  facts  and  circmstances  that  occurred  in 
the  IJttle  r)ne's  life,  but  it  would  make  the  communication  too 
long  for  your  valuable  book. 

I  will  now  relate  a  |>rc(liction  thai   I  made  through  the  Little 
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One's  mediuniship.  W  hen  I  was  in  tlie  Mexican  War  I  ad- 
mired the  conntry  and  fell  in  lo\e  with  the  climate  and  thou.^lu. 
"Some  day  snrely  this  conntry  will  be  governed  by  the  L'nited 
States."  W'hen  I  passed  to  spirit  life  I  met  an  individual  whom 
I  knew  in  the  body,  who  l)ore  the  name  of  Don  Rodrii^'jez 
Santos.  1  told  him  I  was  strongly  attracted  to  Mexico,  lie 
said,  "Suppose  we  visit  that  country."  In  company  with  a  few 
other  spirit  friends  we  visited  Arizona  and  the  desert,  the  larg- 
est part  of  which  is  located  in  the  county  of  San  Diego.  I  said, 
to  Santos  and  the  other  spirit  friends  who  accompanied  us,  "Now 
gentlemen,  listen  to  what  I  have  to  say."  I  forgot  to  tell  yon 
before  that  three  of  the  spirits  with  us  were  females.  One  o) 
them  bore  the  name  of  Juanita  Juarez,  who  was  very  kind  to  me 
while  in  Mexico.  She  said,  "Winfield,  you  said,  'gentlemen, 
listen.'  You  forget  there  are  females  here:  do  we  not  count  for 
something?"  Then  she  said  to  me  in  Spanish,  "Consuelo," 
which  in  English  means  "consolation."  "When  I  address  and 
speak  of  the  male  portion  of  life,  the  females  are  included.  \\"ith- 
out  her  we  never  could  exist.  She  is  the  mother  of  beauty,  and 
gave  to  man  the  whole  expression  of  love,  which  means  father, 
mother,  child.  That  is  why  I  address  my  companions  as  males. 
In  that  word  'male'  lies  the  whole  universe,  because  the  mother 
of  all  life  threw  planets  into  space  and  called  them  male." 
Juanita  said,  "\\'infield.  your  explanation  is  satisfactory." 
Juanita  Juarez  is  my  spirit  mate.  I  said,  "Then,  spirit  friends, 
behold  this  desert.  One  day  it  will  be  teeming  with  a  thriving, 
busy  population.  It  will  contain  on  its  surface  one  of  the  most 
beautiful  cities  that  the  world  e\'er  saw.  Here  is  where  fruit 
will  grow  in  abundance,  when  the  soil  is  properly  prepared  to 
give  the  roots  nutrition.  Wealth  in  abundance  lies  all  around 
in  these  hills.  Water,  some  day,  will  be  led  on  to  this  desert 
through  canals  and  it  shall  blossom  like  the  rose.  I  will  not 
give  the  different  names  of  the  fruits  which  will  grow  in  abund- 
ance here.  This  will  become  the  haven  for  the  invalid.  ^Millions 
will  come  here  some  day  and  build  palaces  for  the  abode  of  the 
human  race.  They  will  find  material  lying  around  these  hills 
that  will  build  some  of  the  grandest  structures  that  the  human 
eye  ever  beheld.  There  are  formations  and  ingredients  wdiich, 
when  properly  mixed  by  the  mechanics,  will  produce  a  beautiful 
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classification  of  stone.  When  formed  in  the  molds  and  exposed 
to  the  dry  atmosphere,  it  Avill  become  a  sohd  piece  of  masonry. 
It  can  be  made  to  look  like  polished  granite  of  different  shades 
and  colors  ;  according  to  the  mixture  will  lay  therein  the  shade, 
tint  or  color  of  the  stone  that  they  wish  to  produce."  I  give 
only  these  few  things  because  I  know  space  in  book  form  is 
valuable. 

I  turned  and  said  to  my  spirit  mate,  Juanita,  "Now  I  must 
tind  little  Puss  and  locate  where  he  lives,  as  I  wish  to  make  the 
first  prediction  through  his  mediumship." 

On  the  2nd  day  of  October,  1885,  I  came  to  his  dwelling, 
with  my  spirit  mate.  There  was  a  spirit  who  bore  the  name 
of  ]\Ianzineti.  She  said,  "I  will  lead  you  to  his  home.  He  lives 
in  a  little  valley  in  the  mountains."  We  followed  her  and  en- 
tered his  home  on  an  afternoon.  There  I  discovered  him  sitting 
in  an  old-fashioned  chair.  His  hair  was  somewhat  gray  and  he 
looked  much  larger  than  when  I  had  seen  him  before.  There 
were  other  parties  present,  whose  names  I  will  give  you.  They 
were  William  E.  High,  Ebenezer  Wallace  Hulburd,  Frederick 
Dietrich  Conrad  Meyer,  Don  Jose  Lopez.  These  are  the  names 
of  the  people  who  were  present,  given  me  by  his  guide,  Rosa, 
whose  proper  spirit  name  is  ^^^ater  Lily.  I  then  and  there  made 
the  prediction  in  connection  with  the  desert.  Also  described 
some  of  the  advantages  that  could  be  enjoyed  by  people  taking 
up  their  habitation  on  said  desert.  He  is  the  first  medium  that 
ever  this  prediction  was  made  through,  which  said  gentlemen 
who  were  present  on  that  afternoon  could  testify  and  swear  to 
before  any  notary  public  in  the  country.  I,  Winfield  Scott,  once 
General  of  the  United  States  army,  do  hereby  swear  that, 
through  the  mediinnship  of  this  Little  One,  my  beloved  friend, 
who  was  dear  to  my  soul  on  earth  in  the  body,  and  is  more  so 
now  in  spirit  existence,  I  made  said  prediction,  through  his  or- 
ganism and  his  mediumship,  on  the  second  day  of  October,  in 
the  year  1885.  Any  other  medium  claiming  that  I  made  such 
prediction  through  his  or  her  organism  tells  a  falsehood.  Many 
so-called  mediums  no  doubt  will  claim  such  honor  when  they 
see  the  elevation  and  civilization  that  will  l)e  ])roduced  on  said 
desert.  I  am  glad  to  see  that  Little  Justin  has  lived,  almost,  to 
the  age  of  73.  The  eye  is  dim.  The  bright  lustre  has  vanished 
through   which   he   fascinated  many  a  heart.     The  hair  is   white 


GEN.  WINFIELD  SCOTT  149 

which,  at  one  time,  waxed  in  beautiful  clusters  of  a  dark  l)r(:»\vn 
shade.  The  wrinkles  are  sprinkled  over  a  once  beautiful  face 
which  the  painter  committed  to  canvas,  giving-  the  beautiful 
glow  of  life  that  won  the  hearts  of  men  and  made  them  palpi- 
tate when  the  roguish  smile  was  thrown  upon  them.  The 
sculptor  has  chiseled  a  form  in  pale  marble,  whose  placid,  calm 
features  in  the  act  of  meditation  and  thought  so  many  women 
have  admired  and  man  has  pronounced  a  goddess  of  marble. 
Who  would  think,  to  see  those  little  hands  folded  over  the  cold 
breast,  that  the  sculptor  had  given  such  an  expression.  It 
brought  to  one's  mind  the  look  of  a  madonna,  minus  the  child. 
I  wonder  if  the  multitude  who  visited  the  Centennial  in  Phila- 
delphia and  gazed  upon  that  piece  of  kneeling  marble  called 
Modesty,  that  spirit  power  impressed  upon  their  minds,  knew 
that  the  individual  whom  this  piece  of  marble  was  supposed  to 
represent,  was  a  hero  and  a  heroine  during  our  late  Rebellion. 
The  power  and  spirit  that  animated  the  little  body  was  as  great 
and  grand  as  any  general  in  the  field.  That  same  little  individual 
has  known  want,  poverty  and  starvation  in  his  childhood,  when 
he  was  only  a  mite  of  a  creature.  He  has  dined  with  the  high- 
est of  nations,  but  all  were  to  him  common  occurrences  in  his 
life.  What  you  call  royal  blood  flows  through  his  veins  in  the 
order  of  kinship  related  to  the  material  body.  No  one  is  royal 
in  the  spirit  side  of  life,  but  all  may  become  divine  through  per- 
fection and  spirituality.  I  consecrate  my  love,  life  and  friend- 
ship, adding  it  to  this  communication,  which  I  give  unto  Little 
Justin,  hoping  he  will  spare  me  the  feeling  of  doing  wrong  in 
giving  this  to  the  world.  It  may  lead  people  to  understand  part 
of  the  life  line  of  a  natural  born  medium.  Sweet  Justin,  age  has 
crept  upon  your  body,  and  soon  it  must  be  laid  awa}^  from  the 
gaze  of  those  who  persecuted  you  for  the  talents  that  nature 
gave  to  you,  but  to  the  true  spiritual  indi\'iduals,  who  loved  you 
for  your  mediumship  and  the  lessons  it  taught  to  those  living 
in  the  body,  your  memory  will  always  be  green  ;  when  you  have 
passed  over  to  our  side  they  will  think  of  your  queer  ways  and 
the  hard  life  you  had  to  endure.  Then,  sweet  Justin,  you  can 
place  your  hand  on  their  heads,  calm  their  brains  and  fill  them 
with  thoughts  of  love,  for  their  kindness  to  you  when  in  the 
body.  You  will  soon  be  beyond  the  reach  of  the  assassin's  knife 
or  the  murderer's  bullet.     Forgive  Uncle  Scott,  little   Pet,  that 
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he  took  the  hberty  of  giving  to  the  pubhc  a  few  instances  in 
vour  Hfe  that  took  place  to  his  knowledge.  Yovi  budded  and 
blossomed  like  a  beatuiful  rose,  but  now  your  body  pales  and 
withers  like  a  faded  flower.  Have  mercy  on  the  bold  audacity 
of  Uncle  Scott  that  gives  this  to  the  public.  He  will  be  waiting 
for  vou  with  a  large  drink  of  milk  that  comes  from  out  the 
human  kindness  of  spirituality.  Then  you  can  look  up  and  pat 
his  cheeks  and  demand  of  Uncle  Scott  a  big  drink  of  milk,  which 
he  will  give  to  you  with  the  grace  of  God.     Amen. 

I  thank  you,  sir,  for  taking  down  my  communication.  You 
will  get  vour  reward,  for  nothing  goes  unrewarded. 

WINFIELD  SCOTT. 

In  September,  1891,  Justin  Hulburd,  the  medium,  received 
a  letter  from  Mrs.  W.  W.  Judson  of  Oakland,  California,  in  re- 
gard to  a  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Nickless,  with  whom  they  had  become 
acquainted  during  their  stay  in  that  city.  Mrs.  Nickless  was  a 
fine  medium  and  Mrs.  Judson  wished  him  to  call  upon  her  when 
she  was  in  San  Diego.  Soon  after  receiving  said  letter,  busi- 
ness called  Justin,  Dr.  F.  D.  C.  Meyer  and  Mr.  E.  W. 
Hulburd  to  San  Diego,  where  they  sojourned  with  their  friends, 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  A.  W.  Hawley.  While  there  Justin  referred  to 
the  letter  he  had  received  from  Mrs.  Judson  and  Mr.  Hawley 
suggested  that  we  all  call  upon  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Nickless,  who  were 
then  stopping  at  the  Richlieu,  on  Fifth  street,  San  Diego.  We 
did  so.  After  we  had  been  in  their  rooms  a  short  time  we  ob- 
served Dr.  Nickless  eyeing  justin  closely.  Finally  he  said,  "I 
think  we  have  seen  you  before.  Your  voice  sounds  very  famil- 
iar." After  a  time,  he  said  to  Justin,  "Did  you  ever  stop  at  the 
Xew  York  Hotel  on  Broadway,  New  York?"  Justin  replied  in 
the  affirmative.  Then  Dr.  Nickless  asked  if  he  had  ever  had 
anyone  open  blisters  on  his  feet.  Again  Justin  replied  affirma- 
tively, when  Dr.  Nickless  said,  "I  was  the  man  who  opened  the 
blisters.  There  were  present  at  the  time  Gen.  Winfield  Scott, 
Captain  George  Warren,  George  G.  Meade  and  President  James 
Buchanan.  I  was  present  and  witnessed  the  psychical  manifes- 
tations of  the  bottle  on  the  table." 

The  al)ove  statement  was  made  in  the  presence  of  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  A.  W.  Hawley,  Dr.  Meyer  and  E.  W.  Hulburd,  and  con- 
firms the  statement  made  by  General  Scott  in  his  communica- 
tion.   Mr.  A.  W.  Hawley  and  Dr.  Nickless  are  now  in  spirit  life. 


Jefferson  Davis 

Chapter  XII 


\A'ednesday,  July  24th,  1901. 

Good  morning",  sir.  You  may  thank  your  stars  that  you  are 
not  in  some  of  the  eastern  cities,  where  the  heat  is  intense.  Out 
here,  in  your  beautiful  mountain  home,  you  have  the  breeze  of 
Heaven  to  fan  your  brow,  and  the  lovely  green  foliage,  which 
covers  your  trees,  to  look  upon.  This,  friend,  is  an  ideal  spot 
to  live  in,  where  the  spirits  can  commune  with  you  daily.  There 
is  no  gold  mine  which  holds  the  value  of  the  grand  atmosphere 
which  you  live  in  here.  You  receive  the  beneficial  effects  of 
the  minerals  from  the  rocks  and  the  ether  that  comes  from  the 
woodland.  Your  water,  in  the  stream,  is  oxydized  by  the  nitro- 
gen of  the  atmosphere.  Your  soil  is  decomposed  granite,  which 
is  a  means  of  natural  drainage.  Your  wild  flowers  of  the  moun- 
tain, even  unto  your  grasses  that  bear  flowers,  are  fit  for  food 
to  feed  the  gods  of  Olympus.  Your  whole  bearing  and  surround- 
ing is  that  of  wealth.  ]Millions  lie  dormant  here,  hibernating  in 
a  sleep,  soothed  by  the  balmy  odors  which  could  give  health  to 
millions;  for  sale  at  the  small  price  of  purchasing  a  little  piece 
of  land  on  which  to  build  a  little  home,  where  people  could  en- 
joy God's  bounties,  where  hydrogen,  oxygen  and  nitrogen  are 
waiting  their  appearance  every  morning  at  their  cottage  door 
to  invite  them  forth  that  they  may  revel  in  God's  luxur}-.  for, 
friend,  it  is  a  luxury  of  the  most  luxurious  constituents.  The 
whole  combination  of  ingredients  is  a  health  producer,  giving 
life  a  diploma  greater  than  the  mind  of  man  could  imagine.  My 
name,  sir,  is  Jeft'erson  Davis,  known  in  the  South  as  the  defunct 
President  of  the  Southern  Confederacy.  I  was  a  man  who  had 
high  ambitions,  full  of  egotistical  desires  which  I  failed  to  carry 
out.  I  come  here  today  at  the  request  of  an  intelligent  class  of 
spirits  to  give  a  communication  relating  to  this  little  medium. 
He  is  little  in  body,  but  oh,  God.  we  found  he  was  great  in  spirit. 
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His  ins  and  outs  of  life  were  something  marvelous.  He  appeared 
to  the  human  race  as  a  simple  child,  but  the  workings  of  his 
mind  were  that  of  a  leading  general.  The  voice  that  directed 
his  movements  was  the  voice  of  George  Washington,  the  father 
of  the  Nation.  He  was  a  southerner  by  birth,  but  a  builder  up 
of  the  Nation,  and  felt  that  the  Nation  could  not  grow  nor  hold 
the  respect  of  the  civilized  world,  especially  those  of  elevated 
natures.  He  discovered,  in  spirit  life,  that  the  human  body  that 
contained  a  soul  or  thinking  mind,  should  not  be  held  in  bond- 
age. The  color  or  tint  of  skin  amouts  to  nothing  when  it  comes 
to  the  justice  of  the  human  race.  He  searched  among  natural 
born  mediums  and,  when  he  discovered  this  Little  One,  he  cried 
aloud  for  jo}^,  like  a  man  who  had  gained  possession  of  a  beau- 
tiful creature  for  a  bride,  "This  sensitive  nature  I  will  mold  to 
my  will  and  the  black  race  shall  be  free.  The  nation  that  I  gave 
so  much  of  my  life  for,  through  which  I  lost  so  many  nights' 
sleep  in  the  cause,  when  I  look  back  and  think  how  those  weary 
soldiers  trod  over  the  snow  and  ice  with  scanty  food  to  fill  their 
stomachs,  that  they  might  be  able  to  stand  the  weary,  dreary  and 
sleepless  nights,  and  when  the  final  battles  came,  how  they  laid 
down  their  life's  blood  that  it  might  dampen  the  soil  of  the  com- 
ing greatest  Nation  of  the  earth.  When  I  think  of  all  this,  the 
task  master  must  pay  the  penalty  for  the  curse  that  is  on  our 
Nation."  This  was  the  voice  which  the  Little  One  followed  to 
the  letter  and  he  passed  through  some  of  the  most  hair-breadth 
escapes  or  marvelous  outcomings  of  the  human  race.  Some  say 
it  is  a  he  and  others  say  it  is  a  she,  but  since  I  have  come  to  this 
side  of  life  I  have  made  a  discovery,  a  wonderful  discovery,  that 
the  medical  fraternity  should  know  and  understand.  The  in- 
ternal organs  arc  those  of  a  female;  on  the  outward  part  of  the 
body  is  a  semblance  of  a  male  organ,  brought  into  action  for 
the  purpose  of  urinary  conditions ;  otherwise  the  whole  make-up 
is  that  of  a  female.  The  pretty  face  and  brilliant  eyes,  the  red 
lips  and  pearly  teeth  at  one  time  possessed  by  this  little  medium 
when  in  the  heydey  of  life,  which  his  pictures  show,  were  some- 
thing to  be  prized  by  a  human  individual.  George  Washington 
selected  Little  Justin  for  an  instrument  whom  he  could  use  be- 
tween the  north  and  south.     When  T  first  met  the  Little  One  it 
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was  at  ^^'est  Point,  as  Gen.  Scott  conveyed  the  idea  to  you  in 
his  communications. 

One  day  I  received  a  note  while  in  Richmond,  Va.,  where  I 
was  acting"  as  President  of  the  Southern  Confederacy,  which  fi- 
nally became  the  lost  cause.  (Now  I  can  see,  as  a  spirit  em- 
bodiment, that  it  was  a  cause  that  should  have  been  broken  up, 
and  was  broken  up,  by  a  just  tribunal  of  intellectual  minds  in 
spirit  life.)  This  note  summoned  my  presence  at  the  headquar- 
ters of  General  Lee.  I  arrived  at  General  Lee's  headquarters 
and  was  received  by  him  with  a  cordial,  g-entlemanly  greeting. 
He  said,  "President  Davis,  I  have  some  news  to  communicate 
to  you  which  is  of  great  importance.  Do  you  remember,  Presi- 
dent, once  telling  me  of  a  little  individual  you  happened  to  meet 
at  West  Point  on  a  certain  occasion?  Well,  sir,  that  little  indi- 
vidual stood  in  the  same  spot  yesterday  where  you  now  stand." 
I  said,  "Great  God,  General,  is  it  possible  that  that  little  indi- 
vidual was  in  this  room  yesterday?  General,  that  individual, 
in  my  humble  opinion,  is  the  wife  of  a  Union  officer.  In  the  day 
time  he  passes  as  a  boy ;  at  night  when  at  the  theatre  he  plays 
the  part  of  a  female."  The  General  said,  "I  know  it.  President : 
while  in  Philadelphia  I  attended  the  theatre  and  saw  him  play 
a  female  part.  The  character  he  sustained  or  represented  was 
that  of  a  woman  verging  on  to  insanity,  which  I  would  call  an 
artistic  piece  of  acting.  After  the  performance  was  over  I  was 
taken  to  the  green  room  in  company  with  the  manager  and  Mr. 
Mifflin.  The  little  individual  smiled  on  me  graciously,  and  I 
said,  "Do  you  ever  drink  a  glass  of  wine?"  She  looked  up  at  me 
coquettishly  and  said,  "Sometimes  I  smile  on  beer."  I  gave  an 
order  for  wine,  of  which  the  gentlemen  partook,  and  for  a  bottle 
of  beer  for  her  ladyship.  The  way  she  held  that  glass  and  raised 
it  to  her  lips  showed  that  she  was  too  coquettish  for  anything. 
I  tell  you,  Davis,  she  is  a  natural  born  flirt,  and  a  witch  of  the 
worst  kind.  She  v/as  brought  here  yesterday  in  boys'  clothes  by 
two  soldiers  who  said  they  found  him  up  a  tree.  When  they  had 
made  their  explanation  the  Little  One  burst  out  laughing,  and 
said,  'General,  how  strange  it  is  they  should  take  me  for  a  spy, 
when  I  just  got  up  into  the  tree  to  see  if  I  could  locate  where 
your  quarters  were  established.  If  I  once  discovered  where 
your  flag  was  flying,  it  would  guide  me  to  an  old  friend.'     I  said. 
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'An  old  friend?"  And  he  said,  'Yes;  don't  you  remember,  Gen- 
eral, vou  treated  me  to  a  bottle  of  beer  at  the  theatre  in  Phil- 
adelphia?" Then  I  said,  'You  are  the  girl  who  acted  so  coquet- 
tish in  the  play."  He  said,  'Why,  the  same,  Robert  my  friend.' 
Then  he  came  forward  and  shook  my  hands  very  cordially  and 
gave  one  of  his  musical  laughs,  saying,  'Isn't  it  funny  they 
should  take  me  for  a  spy?"  and  tickled  me  in  the  side,  which  made 
the  soldiers  laugh.  I  said,  'But  how  comes  it  that  you  were 
walking  around  the  country  on  foot?"  He  said,  'It  hurts  me  to 
ride  a  horse,  and  you  can"t  go  everywhere  that  one  wants  to  in 
a  buggy."  I  said,  'What  are  you  doing  in  this  country,  and  in- 
side of  the  Southern  lines?"  He  said,  'Oh,  I  just  came  down  here 
with  Charles  Reynolds.  He  showed  me  the  way  to  Richmond. 
I  wanted  to  visit  my  old  friends,  the  Moultons.'  This  Charles 
Revnolds  was  a  Southern  man  and  a  great  friend  of  the  South, 
but  lived  in  AA'ashington  and  furnished  news  concerning  the 
Northern  army  and  its  movements.  I  said  to  him,  'If  you  came 
in  company  with  Mr.  Reynolds,  I  can  summon  him  here  to  my 
presence  in  ten  minutes."  He  said,  'Do  so ;  I  would  be  glad  to 
see  him.  I  haven't  laid  eyes  on  him  since  I  entered  Richmond.' 
Mr.  Reynolds  had  been  here  about  half  an  hour  before  they 
brought  the  little  one  in.  AYhen  he  left  he  said  he  was  going  to 
visit  some  of  the  other  officers.  The  little  one  said.  'Please, 
General,  send  for  him  quick  as  you  can.'  I  sent  for  him  and  he 
came  to  my  quarters.  When  he  saw  the  little  one  he  said,  'Why, 
Puss,  what  are  you  doing  here?  The  last  time  I  saw  you  was  in 
Richmond.'  The  little  one  said,  'I  started  out  to  find  General 
Lee  and  pay  him  my  respects.  While  I  was  walking  along  I 
discovered  a  tree  that  I  thought  would  be  easy  to  climb,  and  I 
got  up  into  it  to  see  if  I  could  locate  General  Lee's  flag.  These 
men  came  along,  found  me  sitting  there  and  commanded  me  to 
come  down.  Then  they  brought  me  into  the  General's  presence 
and  said  I  was  a  spy.'  He  gave  one  of  his  musical  laughs  and 
stood  alongside  of  Mr.  Reynolds,  and  looking  up  into  his  face, 
said,  'What  do  you  think  of  that,  Charlie?'  Mr.  Reynolds  put 
his  arm  around  him,  saying,  'It  will  be  all  right,  little  Puss,  when 
I  explain  things  to  the  General.'  lie  addressed  me,  saying, 
'General,  the  little  one  is  no  spy.  1  brought  him  with  me  through 
the  lines  as  he  wanterl  to  visit  his  old  friends,  the  Moultons,  in 
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Richmond,  and  I  tell  yon.  General,  he  made  it  pleasant  for  me 
on  the  way  to  Richmond  by  singing  his  pretty  Scotch  ballads.' 
I  said  then  to  Mr.  Reynolds,  'You  know  all  about  him,  and  that 
he  is  no  spy?'  At  that  Mr.  Reynolds  laughed  and  said,  'How 
ridiculous,  General,  to  take  this  little  one  for  a  spy  ;  why,  he  is 
as  harmless  as  a  lamb.  I  would  be  willing  to  bet  ten  dollars  he 
was  looking  more  for  me  than  he  was  for  you,  General.'  I  said, 
'Oh,  that's  the  way  of  it,'  and  laughed.  Then  I  dismissed  the 
soldiers,  saying,  'Go  to  your  quarters.'  Mr.  Reynolds  sat  down 
on  a  chair.  When  he  had  done  so  he  said,  'Come  here,  Puss,  and 
sit  on  my  knee  and  sing  some  of  your  pretty  Scotch  songs  for 
the  General.'  I  said,  'Will  you  just  please  wait  a  few  minutes 
and  I  will  send  for  some  of  my  brother  officers,'  which  I  did. 
W'hen  they  were  all  introduced  to  him  and  took  their  seats,  and 
he  was  about  to  sing,  I  heard  Col.  B.,  whose  real  name  I  will  not 
give  here,  as  he  belonged  to  one  of  our  first  families  in  Virginia ; 
the  family  name  is  sacred  to  me,  as  they  were  my  great  friends. 
When  this  Col.  B.  was  seated  he  said  to  me,  'General,  gee,  but 
it  is  a  pretty  creature ;  I  wisli  he  were  sitting  on  my  lap  in  the 
place  of  Reynolds."  The  little  one  commenced  to  sing,  "My 
heart's  in  the  Highlands,  my  heart  is  not  here;  my  heart's  in  the 
Highlands,  a-chasing  the  deer,  a-chasing  the  deer,  and  the  roe. 
My  heart's  in  the  Highlands,  wherever  I  go.'  There  were  sev- 
eral verses  to  the  song,  which  were  very  beautiful.  When  he 
had  finished  we  all  applauded.  Then  he  sang,  'The  Campbells 
are  Coming.'  He  sang  it  with  such  vim  and  fire  that  several  of 
us.  before  we  knew  it,  rose  to  our  feet  and  joined  in  the  chorus. 
When  the  song  was  finished  all  the  party  joined  in  a  hearly 
laugh.  Just  then  a  servant  announced  that  dinner  was  ready. 
We  all  adjourned  to  the  dining  apartment.  When  we  had  taken 
our  seats  at  the  table  I  noticed  Col.  B.  had  the  Little  One  sitting- 
next  to  him.  Mr.  Reynolds  said,  'Now,  Puss,  sing  us  another 
Scotch  song,  and  that  will  answer  for  grace.'  He  sang,  'I'm  oer 
young,  I'm  oer  young  to  marry  yet.  Then  lads  and  lassies  ye 
mun  know  for  me,  it's  I  mun  tarry  yet.'  \Mien  he  had  finished 
they  all  laughed  and  applauded.  He  looked  up  into  Col.  B.'s 
face,  whose  eyes  were  all  afire,  and  had  a  glow  in  them  that  I 
never  saw  there  before.  I  said  to  myself,  'Ha,  ha !  another  one 
is  under  the  spell  outside  of  Charles  Reynolds.'     \\'hen  dinner 
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was  finished  and  the  gentlemen  had  gone  into  the  open  air  to 
smoke,  I  noticed  Col.  B.  held  this  Little  One  by  the  hand.  'Sir. 
Remolds  said.  'Come,  Puss,  I  want  to  take  you  around  the 
country  for  a  drive.'  The  look  of  hatred  that  came  into  Col.  B.'s 
eyes  was  like  that  of  a  demon  out  of  hell.  As  the  little  one 
passed  by  me  he  came  and  took  both  my  hands  in  his.  looking 
up  into  my  eyes,  and  said,  'General,  I  always  thought  you  was 
a  handsome  man."  I  thanked  him  for  the  compliment  and  when 
he  had  released  my  hands  I  felt  as  if  something  had  gone  out 
of  my  life. 

In  the  evening  Reynolds  brought  him  back  a  little  while 
before  tea.  He  addressed  me,  saying,  'General,  you  will  have, 
to  provide  me  with  bed  and  board  for  Puss  and  myself,  then  I 
will  take  him  back  to  Richmond  in  the  morning,  as  he  wishes 
to  spend  a  few  more  days  with  the  Moulton  family  before  he 
and  I  return  to  W^ashington.'  I  said,  'Reynolds,  why  do  you  call 
it  a  he;  it  is  more  like  a  she.'  He  laughed  and  said,  'His  profes- 
sion makes  him  look  like  that.'  After  tea  was  over  I  was  sitting 
reading  a  paper  by  a  lamp.  I  heard  a  light  footstep  coming  and, 
as  I  turned  to  look,  there  stood  the  Little  One  by  the  table.  He 
said,  'General,  I  want  to  be  with  you  awhile.  I  like  you  and  I 
want  to  visit  with  you.'  I  said,  'Well.  I  am  glad  to  have  you. 
A\"ould  you  have  any  objection  to  sitting  on  my  knee,  as  you 
did  on  Mr.  Reynolds?'  He  said,  'Not  at  all,  General;  I  am 
rather  fond  of  military  men,  as  they  are  gallant  on  all  occa- 
sions.' I  could  not  tell  how  it  happened,  President,  but  I  drew 
him  to  me  and  hugged  him  before  I  knew  it.  He  let  his  little 
head  rest  on  my  breast  and  gave  two  or  three  sighs.  I  was  a 
goner.  I  grabbed  him  and  held  his  mouth  to  mine  and  lavished 
kisses  on  those  pretty  lips  and  said,  *Oh,  God,  boy,  can't  you  live 
with  me?  I  will  make  you  happy,  and  you  won't  have  to  work 
as  hard  as  }ou  do  in  the  theatre.  Anything  that  you  want,  if  it 
is  in  the  South,  I  will  get  it  for  yf)U.'  \\'ith  that,  Davis,  I  kissed 
and  hugged  him  again.  Oh,  you  need  not  frown.  1  was  in  love 
with  that  boy.  Then  I  could  tell  the  feelings  that  Col.  B.  had 
in  his  heart  towards  Reynolds.  I  tell  you,  Mr.  Davis,  they  were 
in  my  heart,  too.  1  fe  said  to  give  him  tomorrow  and  he  would 
think  it  over.  He  looked  up  into  my  face  with  a  roguish  smile, 
kissed  me.  and   T   was  a  con(|uered  man.     Xow  comes  the  most 
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particular  part  that  1  wish  to  relate  to  you.  I  stepped  into  an- 
other room  to  give  some  orders  for  a  pretty  little  bed  to  be  made 
up  and  placed  near  me,  where  I  would  know  he  was  safe  from 
all  other  men.  After  I  had  given  these  orders  I  came  into  the 
room  and  said,  'Now,  little  pet,  we  will  go  and  join  the  rest  of 
the  gentlemen,  and  you  shall  sing  for  them  if  you  feel  like  it.' 
After  he  had  sung  for  the  company,  I  should  judge,  three  or 
four  songs,  he  came  to  me  and  excused  himself  for  a  little  while, 
as  he  wanted  to  attend  to  nature's  call.  I  said,  'Now,  don't  stay 
there  too  long,  pet,"  for  I  was  getting  so,  Davis,  that  I  could  not 
bear  him  out  of  my  sight."  I  then  said  to  General  Lee,  "Is  it 
possible,  General,  that  that  creature  should  fascinate  such  a  man 
as  you?  A  man  with  such  intellect  and  brains  as  you  possess. 
I  am  sorry  to  hear  you  tell  this.  General."  He  stepped  forward 
and  took  my  hand,  saying,  "Davis,  I  am  afraid  I  am  but  one  of 
his  many  victims.  He  stayed  away  so  long  that  I  became 
anxious  and  sent  some  soldiers  to  search  for  him,  but,  alas!  they 
returned,  saying  they  could  not  find  him.  Then  I  became  nerv- 
ous, thinking  he  had  got  lost  in  the  dark."  I  said,  "General,  how 
could  you  think  that,  when  there  were  canip  fires  and  lights  in 
some  of  the  men's  tents?"  He  said,  "President,  I  never  thought 
of  that.  The  little  one  is  a  genuine  spy..  He  went  to  my  apart- 
ment, stole  some  of  my  most  valuable  papers  and  escaped  into 
the  night.  The  picket  w-as  found  dead  on  his  post  this  morning; 
either  the  Little  One  or  some  other  individual  must  have  shot 
the  picket  from  the  bush  while  he  was  walking  up  and  down  on 
his  post.  I  have  sent  men  in  all  directions,  but  they  can  find 
no  traces  of  that  little  hound  of  hell."  I  said,  "So,  then.  General, 
the  spell  is  breaking  up."  He  said,  "Davis,  if  you  had  him  sit- 
ting on  your  lap  and  his  little  fingers  playing  around  your  chin 
with  those  laughing  eyes  looking  into  yours,  you  would  forget 
all  the  armies  in  hell  or  heaven.  Those  lips  are  the  lips  of  a 
tempter.  Davis,  I  am  ashamed  to  tell  it.  I  was  tempted  and 
fell,  but  thank  God,  I  am  not  the  only  son  of  Mother  Eve  that 
fell  by  the  flirtations  of  a  she-devil,  for  that  is  what  I  believe  it 
is.  See  to  it.  President,  that  all  the  roads  to  Richmond  are  well 
guarded,  and  I  will  see  to  the  rest." 

This  Col.  B.,  sir,  I  would  like  to  tell  you,  after  a  while  was 
noticed  riding  off  by  himself,  unattended  by  any  orderlv.  He 
was  questioned  one  day  by  a  brother  officer  as  to  where  he  went 
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to  make  such  long  visits.  He  said  that  he  visited  a  young  lady 
at  a  plantation  about  six  miles  away.  It  was  discovered  at  sev- 
eral times  that  valuable  papers  were  missing  from  headquarters. 
The  guard  was  doubled  around  the  General's  headquarters.  One 
evening  as  Col.  B.  was  starting  off  on  one  of  his  rambles  a  young 
lieutenant  w^as  asked  to  follow  him.  He  did  so.  This  happened 
about  a  month  after  General  Lee  had  told  me  about  his  fasci- 
nation with  the  Little  One.  That  evening  when  Col.  B.  went 
off  on  a  ramble  he  traveled  about  six  miles  on  the  county  road, 
then  struck  into  a  piece  of  timber,  where  he  rode  about  two 
miles.  When  he  had  reached  the  other  side  of  the  timber  a  mu- 
latto girl  approached  him.  When  he  saw  her  he  halted  and 
jumped  from  his  horse;  taking  the  mulatto  girl  in  his  arms,  he 
hugged  and  kissed  her,  calling  her  dear  names,  saying,  "Oh, 
Puss,  Puss,  when  will  you  be  mine?  See  what  a  sacrifice  I  make, 
and  all  for  you.  I  bring  disgrace  upon  my  family  and  the  posi- 
tion I  hold  in  the  army.  Tell  me  when  I  shall  come  to  you  for 
all  time  and  eternity.  I  tell  you.  Puss,  I  am  mad  with  love  for 
you,  and  if  I  thought  another  man  would  claim  you  for  his  own 
I  would  follow  him  into  the  bowels  of  hell  and  kill  him.  No 
God  in  Heaven  nor  devil  in  hell  must  stand  between  our  love." 
The  little  one  called  Puss,  said,  "Colonel,  be  patient.  All  is  well 
that  ends  well.  When  I  come  for  you,  Colonel,  I  will  look  dif- 
ferent from  this.  Now,  keep  up  a  brave  heart,  and  give  me  what 
papers  you  have  brought."  He  opened  his  coat  and  took  out 
some  papers  which  he  placed  in  her  hands,  saying,  "I  have  sold 
my  master — all  for  your  love."  She  then  placed  them  in  her 
bosom,  then  they  hugged  and  kissed  passionately.  It  had  be- 
come quite  dark  by  this  time,  and  the  mulatto  girl  fled  into  the 
night  as  if  she  had  been  hunted  down  by  bloodhounds.  When 
Col.  B.  turned  tlie  head  of  his  horse  towards  the  way  he  had 
come  he  was  confronted  by  this  young  lieutenant,  who  had  seen 
all  and  heard  all.  He  said,  "So,  Col.  B.,  this  is  the  young  lady 
you  visit  at  the  plantation."  The  Colonel,  drawing  a  pistol,  said. 
''You  hell  hound,  you  dogged  my  steps,  did  you;  but  you  will 
never  return  to  tell  the  tale."  He  shot  at  the  young  lieutenant. 
the  ball  passing  through  his  thigh.  He  dropped  as  if  dead  on 
the  ground.    The  Colonel  rode  back  to  his  quarters  as  if  nothing 
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unusual  had  happened.  The  lieutenant  was  next  day  found  by 
some  negroes,  who  carried  him  to  their  cabin.  He  was  insensible 
all  the  time.  They  tried  to  stop  the  blood  and  prevent  it  from 
flowing  by  tying  rags  each  side  of  it  very  tight.  While  they 
were  in  the  act  of  doing  that  a  captain  and  some  soldiers  rode 
up  to  the  door  of  the  cabin  to  ask  if  they  had  seen  a  lieutenant. 
They  discovered  his  body  lying  on  a  bed  and  the  negroes  trying 
to  staunch  the  blood.  A  litter  was  improvised  from  what  mate- 
rial they  could  find  at  hand.  They  bore  the  lieutenant  back  to 
the  hospital  on  the  improvised  litter,  he  being  unconscious  all  the 
time  of  what  they  were  doing.  When  they  arrived  at  the  hos- 
pital word  went  around  that  the  lieutenant  had  been  found, 
wounded  nigh  unto  death,  but  by  restoratives  he  might  be 
brought  around  by  morning.  When  Col.  B.  heard  that  the  lieu- 
tenant's body  had  been  brought  to  the  hospital  and  that  the 
physicians  thought  he  would  yet  live  and  tell  the  tale  of  how  he 
had  received  that  terrible  wound,  the  Colonel  vanished  that 
night  and  was  nowhere  to  be  found  on  the  coming  day.  He  van- 
ished as  if  the  earth  had  swallowed  him  up.  He  was  never 
heard  of  afterwards  by  the  Southern  Confederacy.  He  tells  me 
in  spirit  life,  he  made  his  way  to  the  Union  lines  and  from  there 
to  Washington,  claiming  to  be  a  Union  spy.  He  went  direct  to 
New  York,  sailing  on  a  steamer  the  following  Saturday  for  Eng- 
land. When  he  arrived  in  London  he  applied  at  a  theatre  for  an 
engagement,  claiming  that  he  played  heavy  business  at  the  Rich- 
mond theatre.  He  had  taken  the  leading  part  several  times  with 
amateur  companies  at  the  Richmond  theatre.  He  procured  an 
engagement  with  the  London  manager  to  join  a  traveling  com- 
pany that  was  playing  in  the  provincial  town  and  cities.  He 
was  only  with  the  company  six  months  when  he  became  their 
leading  man.  He  married  the  soubrette  of  the  company.  They 
went  to  Australia  to  play  a  star  engagement  under  the  manage- 
ment of  the  London  manager.  His  name  on  the  stage  was. 
George  Marshall.  The  lieutenant  survived  and  told  all  the  facts 
relating  to  the  tale  as  I  have  just  told  you. 

I  thank  you,  sir,  for  taking  down  my  communication.  My 
name  is  Jefferson  Davis,  a  misguided  man  who  misled  others  to 
their  ruin,  where  their  bodies  now  lie  in  silent  gra\-es.     Oh,  am- 
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bition,  ambition  !  Thou  art  the  mother  of  destruction,  and  thy 
name  is  legion.  Thou  damnable  minister  of  death,  whose  heart 
is  icy  and  cold  as  the  North  Sea  itself,  dragging"  mariners  to  seek 
the  Pole,  which  ends  in  disgrace  and  dishonor. 

I  thank  yovi  once  more,  sir.  I  do  not  leave  any  love  for  the 
Little  Medium,  for  he  said,  "Afay  the  curse  of  God  fall  on  the 
man  who  would  try  to  break  up  this  nation";  and  it  fell  on  me, 
sir.     Good  day. 


Thomas  Jennings 

Chapter  XIII 


Monday,  October  28th,  1901. 

Well,  sir,  I  am  here.  I  will  say  good  morning  to  you,  Mr. 
E.  W.  Hnlburd,  as  I  had  the  pleasure  of  meeting  you  once  be- 
fore. I  was  introduced  to  you  by  your  brother  Franklin,  in  New 
York  City.  I  was  connected  with  a  bank  and  he  was  one  of  the 
clerks  in  that  bank  for  a  little  while.  He  introduced  me  to  you 
in  the  St.  Dennis  Hotel ;  if  you  can  call  it  to  mind,  it  was  located 
on  Broadway. 

Now  for  my  own  history,  sir,  to  a  certain  extent.  My  name 
when  in  a  physical  body  was  Thomas  Jennings,  called  a  phy- 
sician and  surgeon.  My  father's  name  was  Thomas  D.  Jennings. 
My  mother's  name  was  Eliza  Rivington,  descendant  from  an 
old  English  family  who  bore  that  name.  I  was  born  in  1798  in 
New  York  City.  I  attended  a  private  school  taught  by  William 
Henry  Taylor,  who  afterwards  became  a  man  of  some  promi- 
nence. I  think  he  was  one  of  the  finest  gentlemen  I  ever  met. 
He  had  more  patience  with  boys  than  any  teacher  I  ever  had 
the  honor  of  becoming  acquainted  with.  In  my  boyhood  and 
during  my  young  manhood,  I  became  acquainted  with  several 
teachers  and  a  number  of  professors,  both  in  America  and  Eng- 
land. As  a  teacher  he  was  superior  to  them  all,  and  many  a 
young  man  lived  to  bless  his  name.  I  gained  more  knowledge 
from  him  than  all  the  other  professors  I  ever  studied  under. 
When  I  was  young  and  was  in  the  habit  of  praying,  I  always 
asked  God  to  bless  William  Henry  Taylor,  as  he  gave  me  more 
light  in  those  days  than  anyone  else  I  ever  met. 

My  father  was  a  Captain  in  the  war  of  1812.  1  thought  it 
was  one  of  the  proudest  things  to  wear  his  sword,  belt  and  hat; 
better  than  any  other  pleasure  that  I  had  in  those  days.     To  be 
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a  soldier  was  the  height  of  my  ambition.  \Mien  they  started 
a  military  company  in  New  York  my  father  permitted  me  to 
rise  to  the  dignity  of  a  drummer,  and  wasn't  I  a  proud  lad  then  ! 
]\Iv  whole  thought  and  prayer  was  to  become  an  officer  some 
day.  but  it  was  not  so  decreed.  There  was  other  work  laid  out 
for  me. 

My  mother  was  a  grand  woman  and  an  intelligent  woman, 
one  whom  people  were  proud  to  become  acquainted  with.  She 
boasted  of  her  English  ancestral  blood.  She  permitted  people 
to  understand  that  she  was  a  lady,  and  all  who  approached  her 
felt  that  it  was  so — not  only  felt  it,  but  knew  it  to  be  a  fact,  from 
her  lady-like  manner  and  the  dignity  with  which  she  bore  her- 
self. She  was  the  brainy  one  of  the  family.  I  discovered  that 
when  I  was  sixteen  years  old. 

She  called  me  one  day  into  the  parlor  and  as  I  stood  in  the 
center  of  the  room  she  placed  her  hands  on  my  shoulders,  looked 
me  in  the  eyes,  saying,  "!My  son  Thomas,  I  want  you  to  study 
for  a  profession — either  a  lawyer  or  a  doctor."  I  could  not  then 
become  obstinate  and  hold  back  from  the  appeal  of  those  eyes, 
for  I  think  she  had  the  most  beautiful  eyes  that  ever  I  beheld 
set  in  the  face  of  a  human  being.  I  said.  "Mother,  it  shall  be  as 
you  wish."  She  said,  Thomas,  your  mother  loves  you."  I  said, 
"I  know  it,  and  Tom  loves  you,  mother  dear."  Then  she  clasped 
me  in  her  arms  and  oh,  that  hug  she  gave  me  I  can  never  forget. 
When  she  released  me  I  felt  that  I  would  become  a  man  and 
swore  inwardly  I  would  never  do  anything  that  would  bring  the 
blush  of  shame  to  my  mother's  face.  I  thank  the  good  angels 
who  guided  my  steps  through  life  and  taught  me  how  to  keep 
that  promise. 

My  mother  said  to  me  one  day,  "Thomas,  I  have  saved  up 
a  little  money  and  I  am  going  to  let  you  have  it  to  help  you  on 
with  your  education."  She  did  so.  Then  I  said,  "Mother,  I  am 
going  to  learn  to  do  something  whereby  1  may  earn  something 
to  assist  me  in  my  education."  I  a])])lied  to  a  man  who  was  a 
shoemaker  and  devoted  all  his  time  to  making  women's  shoes. 
He  gave  me  a  position  to  learn  the  trade.  T  worked  with  him 
four  hours  fluring  the  day,  for  vyhich  he  paid  me  one  dollar 
a  week  for  the  first  three  months;  after  that  he  gave  me  six  dol- 
lars.    I  purchased  my  mother  a  gold  ring,  that  she  might  wear 
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it  in  honor  of  my  journe_\manship  at  shoeniakinf^.  In  the  mor- 
ning I  studied  and  in  the  afternoon  worked  at  my  trade.  1  was 
a  journeyman  shoemaker  for  six  years,  and  during-  that  time  I 
saved  up  some  money. 

It  was  my  mother's  great  desire  that  I  should  go  to  Eng- 
land and  study  for  a  doctor.  With  her  assistance  and  the  money 
I  had  saved  I  set  sail  for  England,  much  to  the  displeasure  of 
my  father,  but  more  to  the  glorification  of  my  mother.  She  at 
last  was  happy  and  saw  her  desire  fulfilled.  She  went  with  me 
on  board  of  the  sailing  ship  to  see  that  I  was  made  comfortable 
for  the  voyage.  When  it  came  to  parting,  I  held  out  my  arms 
for  her  embrace  in  order  that  she  might  feel  that  she  had  a  son 
on  whom  she  could  lean  some  day.  When  I  escorted  her  down 
the  gang-plank  to  the  shore,  it  was  the  proudest  day  that  I  ever 
saw  in  my  physical  body.  My  heart  was  overflowing  with  joy 
to  know  that  I  had  a  mother  who  was  a  peer  to  the  majority  of 
women,  and  I  hoped  to  be  a  son  whom  she  could  look  upon  with 
pride.  W'e  embraced  and  bade  each  other  farewell  for  a  time, 
she  saying  to  me,  "My  son  Thomas,  be  a  man  and  remember 
your  mother's  prayers  will  be  for  your  protection  while  you  are 
away,  and  that  you  may  be  brought  back  safely  to  me  again." 
I  kissed  her  and  then  went  aboard  the  ship.  She  stood  waving 
her  handkerchief  to  give  me  courage,  and  I  watched  her  until 
she  became  only  a  speck  in  the  distance.  Then  I  broke  down 
and  wept  like  a  child,  saying  to  myself,  "Oh  God,  if  I  only  had 
a  father  who  could  compare  with  my  mother  in  intellect."  She 
was  not  only  intellectual,  but  brave. 

I  remained  in  England  five  years,  studying  to  become  a 
physician  and  surgeon.  I  received  an  English  diploma,  then  I 
returned  to  my  native  land,  where  I  was  received  by  my  mother 
with  a  joyful  greeting,  while  my  father  scowled  on  me  and  said 
I  was  ruined  for  all  kinds  of  work.  I  folded  my  arms  around 
my  mother  and  held  her  to  my  breast  saying,  "Mama,  dear,  I 
am  the  tallest  now."  as  I  had  grown  over  a  foot  while  in  Eng- 
land. She  looked  up  int(^  my  face  with  the  proud  smile  of  a 
noble  woman  and  patted  me  on  the  cheeks,  saying.  "My  boy  is 
a  man  now."  I  said,  "Yes.  mother.  T  am  a  man  now.  but  your 
will  is  still  my  law."  My  mother  was  superior  in  everything  to 
my  father.  He  ne^■er  had  that  nobility  of  mind  of  which  my 
mother  was  master. 
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I  attended  an  American  medical  college  two  years,  and  re- 
ceived an  American  diploma.  I  received  my  diploma  at  the  end 
of  my  first  term,  but  remained  in  college  another  term  to  get  a 
full  understanding  of  the  American  ways  in  Materia  ]\Iedica. 
Then  I  branched  out  as  a  full  blossomed  ph3^sician. 

I  made  my  mother's  life  happy  during  the  few  years  she 
lived  in  the  body.  Our  love  was  a  soul's  love  for  each  other. 
I  did  all  I  possibly  could  to  make  my  father  comfortable,  but 
as  you  say  in  the  physical  body,  he  was  a  low  born  man.  He 
did  not  have  that  high  sense  of  honor  and  pride  which  my 
mother  possessed.  God  bless  her.  ^^^hen  I  laid  her  poor,  tired 
body  away,  then  I  felt  that  I  had  lost  my  Savior,  as  she  was 
the  queen  of  all  women  to  me.  She  made  much  of  what  edu- 
cation I  had.  for  my  benefit.  I  attended  church  to  please  her, 
but  there  was  very  little  religion  in  my  composition  or  make-up. 

After  I  had  been  practicing  in  my  profession  about  four 
vears  I  made  the  discovery,  or  at  least  my  patients  did,  that  1 
possessed  a  magnetic  power  which  made  me  quite  successful 
in  my  practice.  I  discovered  after  awhile,  when  I  was  called  in 
to  hold  consultations  with  other  physicians,  that  they  discov- 
ered my  magnetic  ability  and  relied,  quite  frequently,  on  my  de- 
cision in  the  case. 

I  will  now  give  you  a  description  of  one  case  in  particular: 
One  day  I  was  walking  along  Broadway  in  company  with  Dr. 
Burnap,  when  we  discovered  a  young  physician  who  bore  the 
name  of  Dr.  Mott,  coming  toward  us.  He  stepped  right  in  front 
of  me,  saying.  "'Dr.  Jennings,  you  are  the  very  man  I  want  to 
see.  I  have  a  peculiar  female  patient  and  I  cannot  discover 
what  is  the  matter  with  her ;  yet  she  is  sick.  I  have  prescribed 
everything  for  her  that  I  can  think  of  whicli  might  be  beneficial." 
I  told  him  I  would  accompany  him  to  the  patient's  room..  He 
said,  "She  lives  away  out  in  the  suburbs  of  the  city,  on  a  new 
street,  called  Grant  street."  I  first  accom])anied  him  to  his  home, 
where  we  partook  of  a  lunch  and  smoked  a  pipe.  Then  we  en- 
tered his  gig  and  drove  out  to  the  patient's  home,  where  we 
found  her  sitting  in  a  large  chair,  surrounded  with  pillows. 
Now  I  am  going  to  let  you  understand  that  here  is  where  T  first 
discovered  that  T  had  psychological  power.  I  looked  her  over, 
as   physicians   generally   do   their   patients,   then    I    fastened   my 


THOMAS  JENNINGS  165 

eyes  on  her;  why  I  did  so  I  could  not  tell  at  the  time.  I  looked 
right  into  her  eyes  and  seemed  to  become  very  positive.  I  dis- 
covered she  was  g'oing  into  a  mesmeric  sleep  that  I  did  not  un- 
derstand at  the  time.  She  raised  her  hand  and  opened  the  waist 
of  her  dress,  then  pushing  aside  her  undergarment  she  placed 
her  right  hand  on  her  breast  a  little  under  her  throat,  saying, 
"Here  is  where  it  hurts  me,  doctor,  and  if  you  can  hold  your 
right  hand  here,  you  can  help  me."  I  did  so,  and  in  about  one 
hour  a  red  spot  commenced  to  form  on  her  breast.  Becoming 
tired.  I  said,  "That  will  do  for  today.  I  will  call  on  the  morrow 
and  treat  you  again."  Dr.  Mott  and  myself  bade  them  good 
morning,  entered  the  gig  and  drove  direct  to  my  home.  (Why 
I  call  it  a  gig,  sir,  is  because  that  was  the  name  for  a  doctor's 
conveyance  at  that  time.  \\  e  knew  nothing  of  the  word  buggy 
then.)  While  we  were  driving  toward  my  home  Dr.  Mott  said 
to  me,  "Dr.  Jennings,  you  possess  a  power  that  I  do  not  under- 
stand."    I  told  him  I  did  not  understand  it  myself. 

\\'hen  I  returned  to  visit  the  patient  the  next  day  I  found 
her  sitting  where  I  had  left  her.  Her  mother  said,  "Doctor,  she 
has  remained  in  this  same  position  ever  since  you  left  her  yes- 
terday. She  takes  no  food,  neither  will  she  speak  to  us.""  The 
patient  looked  at  me,  saying,  "Doctor,  please  put  your  hand 
here,""  meaning  over  the  red  spot,  which  I  did.  After  I  had  held 
it  there  about  a  quarter  of  an  hour  she  complained  of  a  severe 
pain  in  the  spot.  I  held  my  hand  there  about  an  hour,  but  did 
not  become  so  tired  as  I  did  the  day  previous.  When  I  had 
taken  my  hand  awa}'  she  covered  up  her  breast  with  her  gar- 
ment, saying  to  me,  "Oh.  Doctor,  that  pain  is  so  dreadful  bad." 
I  addressed  her  mother,  saying,  "I  have  an  impression,  madam, 
that  there  will  be  a  formation  in  the  line  of  an  abscess  on  that 
part  of  her  breast.'"  The  patient  spoke  up  and  said.  "Oh,  Doc- 
tor, it  is  going  to  be  worse  than  that.""  I  said,  "How'  do  you 
know?"  She  said,  "Your  voice  tells  me  so."  1  said,  "What  has 
my  voice  got  to  do  with  it?"  "Everything,"  she  said.  "Your 
voice  knows  all  about  it.  It  is  going  to  be  a  cancer,  so  your 
voice  says."  I  looked  at  her  and  smiled,  saying,  "I  am  afraid, 
young  woman,  that  you  are  dreaming."  She  said,  "Oh,  Doctor, 
it  is  no  dream.  The  voice  tells  me  by  your  magnetic  power,  and 
the  placing"  of  your  hand  over  the  place."  pointing  to  her  breast. 
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"It  can  be  drawn  to  the  surface.  Now  you  have  to  prepare  for 
me  a  tea  made  from  the  camomile  flower.  Then  you  will  place 
in  it  sulphur  and  salt,  with  a  little  hartshorn,  powdered  up.  I 
am  to  take  that,  your  voice  says,  three  times,  and  it  will  cleanse 
my  blood  of  a  scrofulous  condition,  while  your  hand  will  draw 
the  cancer  to  the  surface.  It  will  be  a  peculiar  cancer,  having 
in  it  a  core,  such  as  you  would  draw  from  a  boil  or  carbuncle. 
Your  voice  says  I  am  to  give  you  directions  how  you  shall  treat 
me.  Now  you  must  wake  me  out  of  this  sleep."  I  said,  "What 
sleep?"  She  said,  "The  sleep  or  state  you  have  placed  me  un- 
der." I  said,  "Young  lady,  you  are  dreaming;  I  have  placed  you 
under  no  sleep."  She  said,  "Yes,  you  have."  Then  she  said, 
"Your  voice  tells  me  that  you  shall  command  me  to  wake  up, 
and  I  will."  I  flourished  my  hand  in  the  air  with  a  great  deal  of 
ceremony,  as  I  looked  upon  it  as  one  of  woman's  weak,  vague 
ideas,  and  commanded  her  in  a  powerful  voice,  to  come  out  of 
that  sleep  back  to  reason.  She  awoke  out  of  the  sleep,  and 
looking  at  me  with  wild  eyes,  said,  "Doctor,  I  could  not  return 
to  consciousness  until  you  had  commanded  me  to  wake  out  of 
that  sleep  you  had  placed  me  in."  I  said,  "Are  you  fully  awake 
now?"  She  said,  "I  am,  Doctor,  and  require  some  nourishing 
food."  I  gave  orders  to  her  mother  that  she  should  have  the 
same,  then  bidding  them  good  day,  wended  my  way  home.  I 
went  to  my  office  and  sat  down,  thinking  all  the  while  what  a 
peculiar  creature  that  young  woman  was.  Her  case  must  be 
one  of  the  phases  of  lunacy. 

I  made  my  next  visit  at  ten  o'clock  the  next  morning.  I 
found  her  waiting  for  me,  sitting  in  the  same  chair,  minus  the 
pillows.  She  spoke  in  a  cheerful  manner,  asking  after  my 
health,  and  that  of  the  other  members  of  my  family.  "Now." 
she  said,  "Doctor,  when  you  put  me  into  the  sleep,  don't  forget 
to  wake  me  up  before  you  leave."  I  said,  "My  dear  young  lady, 
I  do  not  put  you  into  any  sleep,  whatever."  She  said,  "Oh  yes 
you  do,  Doctor,  and  that  is  how  you  help  me."  I  said,  "Young 
lady,  I  am  not  aware  of  anything  of  the  kind."  "Well,"  she 
said,  "you  do  it,  anyhow.  Doctor,  and  I  feel  that  through  that 
power  you  are  going  to  cure  me.  The  other  doctors  could  do 
nothing  for  me.  Dr.  Mott  called  here  yesterday  to  see  me.  He 
wanted  to  know  how  I  was  getting  on,  but  said  he  was  helpless 
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in  my  case."  I  commenced  to  think  possibly  there  was  some- 
thing in  what  she  said.  I  was  strongly  impressed  to  look  her 
straight  in  the  eyes.  I  did  so,  and  she  went  into  what  she  called 
a  dreamy  sleep.  When  she  had  entered  fully  into  that  condi- 
tion, she  commenced  to  give  me  directions  as  to  what  I  was  to 
do.  She  said,  "Now,  Doctor,  place  your  left  hand  at  the  base  of 
my  brain,  at  the  same  time  place  the  right  o\'er  the  red  spot. 
Now  bring  all  your  will  power  to  bear  on  my  mind  and  its  ac- 
tions, commanding  me  to  say,  'I  will  be  made  whole,  and  my 
body  will  be  cleansed  of  this  scrofula  placed  in  my  blood  by  my 
ancestors.'  "  I  did  as  she  commanded,  and  she  commenced  re- 
peating the  words  over  and  over.  I  sat  with  her  o\-er  two  hours, 
holding  my  left  hand  at  the  base  of  her  brain  while  I  held  my 
right  on  her  breast.  \Mien  I  had  released  my  hands  from  her 
I  discovered  the  red  spot  on  her  breast  was  turning  into  a  pale 
yellow.  She  said  to  me,  "Now,  Doctor,  command  me  to  come 
out  of  the  sleep,  so  your  voice  tells  me.  I  suffer  more  this  time 
than  I  have  any  time  previous."  Now  I  was  commencing  to 
look  into  it  with  a  more  serious  thought  and  commanded  her  to 
come  out  of  the  sleep.  When  she  had  done  so  and  returned  to 
consciousness,  she  looked  up  at  me  and  said,  "Oh,  Doctor,  I  have 
such  a  burning  pain  there.  I  believe  you  have  located  the  dis- 
ease."" I  then  bade  her  good  morning  and  said  I  would  call  at 
the  same  time  next  day. 

I  called  every  day  for  two  months,  putting  her  into  the 
sleep  and  receiving  directions  what  to  do.  At  the  end  of  the 
two  months  she  had  a  bad  looking  breast.  A  wild,  burning, 
miserable  looking  sore  had  collected  there.  One  night  in  bed 
it  bitrst  open,  giving  forth  a  terrible  stench  from  a  matter  or 
fluid  pus.  While  lying  in  bed  I  put  her  under  the  sleep,  and  she 
gave  me  directions  as  to  how  I  should  wash  the  wound  or  sore, 
and  prepare  it  for  other  conditions.  She  said,  "Your  voice  tells 
me  you  should  get  one  quart  of  hot  water,  drop  into  it  ten  drops 
of  carbolic  acid,  six  of  ammonia,  shave  into  it  a  little  castile 
soap,  cover  it  up  so  that  it  will  retain  the  heat  and  in  thirty  min- 
utes bathe  and  wash  the  sore  with  a  linen  cloth,"  which  I  did, 
sir.  The  odor  was  something  dreadful,  and  the  pus  and  cor- 
ruption that  I  washed  out  of  that  sore  would  fill  a  saucer.  When 
1  looked  into  the  sore  it  looked  as  if  the  flesh  was  rotten,  and  I 
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was  afraid  that  gangrene  would  become  located  there.  She  then 
said  to  me,  "Your  voice  tells  me  yon  are  to  soak  a  linen  cloth 
with  some  cream,  with  ten  drops  of  carbolic  acid  in  it,  then  you 
will  place  it  over  the  sore.  After  you  have  done  that,  just  throw 
the  coverlet  gently  over  me,  wake  me  out  of  the  sleep,  bid  me 
good  day,  go  to  the  park,  get  a  few  leaves  of  the  Balm  of  Gilead, 
come  back  and  make  a  mulch  of  it,  place  it  over  my  sore  in  the 
form  of  a  poultice,  then  leave  me  to  the  care  of  my  mother."  I 
woke  her  out  of  the  sleep  and  did  as  she  requested.  I  went 
through  the  same  ordeal  for  another  month.  I  washed  and 
dressed  the  sore,  made  the  Balm  of  Gilead  poultice,  bringing  the 
leaves  with  me  on  each  occasion.  At  the  end  of  the  month,  as 
I  was  examining  the  sore  one  morning,  I  discovered  a  peculiar 
looking  substance.  She  said  to  me,  "Your  voice  tells  me  that 
that  is  the  core  of  the  cancer,  and  it  may  be  removed  in  another 
three  days.  You  will  place  it  in  alcohol,  so  that  you  may  show 
it  to  other  physicians,  allowing  them  to  understand  that  all 
cancers  have  cores,  and  that  they  are  in  kinship  with  boils,  car- 
buncles, and  other  conditions  of  that  family.  They  contain 
more  of  the  malignant  type  than  any  other  condition  of  the  fam- 
ily. They  are  caused  by  scrofula  in  the  blood,  which  comes  from 
eating  hog  meat  and  from  other  venereal  conditions  that  men 
and  women  are  heir  to.  When  they  do  not  live  moral  lives  they 
poison  the  future  generations  through  their  blood.  I  am  suf- 
fering this  because  of  my  grandfather's  condition.  He  was  an 
immoral  character,  poisoning  his  blood  through  low  and  filthy 
cohabitation  before  he  married  my  grandmother.  His  name  was 
Aaron  Burr,  a  curse  to  the  race  of  man,  and  a  traitor  to  his  na- 
tion. Through  him  we  must  suffer  unto  the  third  and  fourth 
generation.  Aye,  even  longer  than  that — until  men  and  women 
will  cleanse  their  blood  from  swine  flesh,  and  slush  eating, 
gorging  their  stomachs  with  diseased  flesh  of  all  animals,  cre- 
ating a  poison  in  the  blood  for  future  generations."  Then  she 
commanded  me  to  wake  her  up.  I  did  so.  On  the  third  day  I 
received  the  core,  placing  it  in  alcohol,  as  she  commanded.  I 
dressed  the  sore,  or  I  might  say,  the  cavity  that  had  formed  in 
her  breast,  for  a  week  longer.  It  healed  up  nicely,  and  in  six 
months  she  declared  she  felt  no  effects  from  her  past  suffering. 
Her  name  was  Elizabeth    Burr,  and  she  became  my  first   wife, 
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teaching  me  that  I  possessed  the  psychic  power.  She  became 
the  mother  of  six  beautiful  children,  and  I  looked  upon  them — 
her  and  those  children — with  a  father's  pride  that  I  cannot  ex- 
press to  you.     We  will  let  it  go  until  another  time. 


Wednesday,  October  30th,  1901. 

Good  morning,  sir.  The  air  is  sweet  and  pure.  I  see  the 
foliage  of  all  your  trees  and  shrubs  is  washed  ofif  by  the  rain. 
The  shadows  and  lights  cast  in  your  valley  I  would  compare  to 
a  shimmer  of  gold  and  silver ;  while  the  moisture  on  your  rose 
bushes  and  other  plants  holds  the  mellow  light  of  opals  and 
pearls ;  that  upon  the  leaves  of  your  live  oaks  has  the  beautiful 
rich  tint  of  the  emerald ;  while  the  beautiful  light  above  is  the 
imperial  diamond  of  nature. 

Now  I  will  give  you  an  account  of  how  my  wife  traces  her 
lineage  to  Aaron  Burr.  There  was  a  beautiful  girl  who  bore 
the  name  of  Jennie  Livingston,  who  fell  a  victim  to  the  wiles  and 
fascinations  of  Aaron  Burr  while  he  was  in  New  York  City. 
She  bore  a  male  child,  or  I  should  say  in  other  words,  she  per- 
mitted this  male  child  to  see  the  light  of  day  through  her  con- 
dition. When  the  child  came  into  life  through  his  physical  body 
and  gave  the  expression  of  re-embodiment,  he  was  taken  away 
from  the  mother  and  brought  up  under  the  influence  of  a  wo- 
man who  had  a  vile  character.  She  was  an  individual  who  had 
the  habit  of  becoming  intoxicated  ;  her  whole  nature  was  that 
of  innnorality.  Jennie  Livingston's  parents  did  not  care  to 
whom  the  child  was  given,  as  long  as  it  was  taken  from  the  house 
and  out  of  their  sight.  They  had  an  old  housekeeper  whose 
name  was  Mildred  Reynolds,  who  kept  an  eye  on  the  woman  and 
the  child.  She  was  one  whom  you  might  say  had  a  great  deal 
of  mother  nature  in  her  make-up,  and  felt  badly  for  her  young- 
mistress  and  the  child. 

One  day  when  the  child  was  about  a  year  old,  she  saw  the 
woman  and  the  child  in  the  street.  The  woman  was  strongly 
under  the  influence  of  liquor,  and  was  dragging  the  child  along 
in  a  cruel  manner.  Mildred  Reynolds  went  up  to  her  and  said, 
"Here's  a  shilling;  go  and  get  some  gin.  and  I  will  keep  the 
child  until  you  come  back,  then  we  will  have  a  good  time." 
When   the   woman  had   disappeared   into  the   gin   shop,   Mildred 
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took  the  child  in  her  arms  and  fled,  bearing  him  to  a  widowed 
sister  that  she  had.  She  told  her  whose  child  it  was  and  that 
she  wished  her  to  take  care  of  him,  and  bring  him  up  properly, 
for  which  she  would  provide  her  ample  means.  They  gave  the 
child  the  name  of  Henr}-  Burr. 

The  Livingston  family  forced  Jenny,  the  mother  of  the  child, 
to  marry  a  sea  captain  who  was  an  Englishman,  and  bore  the 
name  of  William  Ranney.  He  carried  her  back  to  England,  his 
native  land.  She  lived  and  passed  out  of  her  body  at  Bath,  Eng- 
land, after  having  been  the  mother  of  seven  children  by  this  Wil- 
liam Ranney.  She  never  saw  the  child  who  bore  the  name  of 
Henry  Burr  while  she  lived  in  the  physical  body.  Mildred  Re}'- 
nolds  wrote  her  a  letter  telling  her  what  she  had  done  with  the 
child.  She  answered  the  letter,  calling  on  God  to  bless  ^lildred 
for  what  she  had  done. 

Alildred  took  care  of  the  boy  until  he  grew  into  young  man- 
jiood.  when  he  entered  a  business  house  kept  by  one  of  his 
uncles,  James  Lewis  Jennings,  a  ship  chandler  on  Water  street. 
New  York.  In  time  the  firm  became  Jennings  &  Burr.  Henry 
Burr  took  care  of  Mildred  Reynolds  in  her  old  age.  He  looked 
upon  her  as  a  mother,  she  keeping  house  for  him  a  number  of 
years  until  he  married  a  A\  inifred  Allen.  She  bore  him  one 
daughter,  and  that  daughter  became  my  wife. 

Mildred  Reynolds  lived  in  her  physical  body  until  she  was 
94.  and  then  passed  to  spirit  life.  Henry  Burr  lived  until  he 
was  62,  and  then  passed  to  spirit  life.  A\'inifred  Allen  lived  to 
be  81,  and  then  passed  to  spirit  life.  Aly  wife,  Elizabeth,  lived 
to  be  43.  and  then  passed  to  spirit  life.  That  is  the  explanation 
how  my  wife  became  a  Burr. 

The  first  40  years  of  my  medical  practice  and  surgery  was 
in  the  old  allopathy  school.  Homeopathy  was  trying  to  push 
its  way  into  the  field,  but  it  was  opposed  and  fought  on  all  sides 
by  the  old-school  physicians.  I  commenced  to  read  and  study 
it  up  and  found  there  was  much  in  it  that  would  become  bene- 
ficial to  my  patients,  so  I  introduced  it  l)y  degrees  among  my 
patients,  many  of  them  opposed  to  it,  while  others  were  willing 
to  accept  it,  believing  that  I  had  magnetized  the  medicine.  I  to 
a  certain  extent  magnetized  all  the  medicine  that  I  gave  to  my 
]jatients.     I  had  a  peculiar  case  one  time  :     It  was  a  case  where 
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a  man  dislocated  his  hip  by  falling"  down  three  steps,  lie  had 
been  attended  by  two  physicians  who  thought  they  had  placed 
the  hip  in  a  proper  condition,  but,  alas  !  neither  one  of  them  had 
understood  what  they  had  done.  The  patient  suffered  untold 
misery.  His  pain  was  so  great  it  threw  him  into  convulsions. 
His  old  father  called  at  my  house  and  asked  me  if  I  would  go 
and  look  at  his  condition.  I  asked  my  wife  to  accompany  me, 
as  I  had  done  on  many  occasions,  and  received  valuable  instruc- 
tions through  her  mediumship.  When  we  had  entered  the  room 
where  the  patient  lay  moaning  and  groaning,  the  cause  of  which 
w^as  the  dreadful  pain  that  came  from  the  dislocated  hip  joint, 
I  put  my  wife  under  the  mesmeric  sleep  and  requested  her  to 
look  into  the  case  and  see  what  could  be  done  for  the  sufferer. 
She  said  it  had  never  been  properly  put  in  place,  and  gangrene 
had  located  itself  in  the  wound.  "You  will  have  to  perform  a 
surgical  operation.  Old  Dr.  James,  a  spirit,  is  here,  and  says  he 
will  assist  you  through  me  to  perform  the  operation."  This  Dr. 
James  that  she  spoke  of  was  one  of  the  professors  that  I  studied 
under.  We  put  the  patient  under  the  power  of  ether  and  then 
performed  the  surgical  operation.  When  we  had  opened  the 
wound  I  found  gangrene  as  she  had  described.  I  cauterized  the 
wound,  applied  burnt  powdered  alum  and  sulphur.  I  allowed 
it  to  remain  in  that  condition  for  ten  hours,  then  I  washed  it  out 
thoroughly  and  applied  a  solution  of  sulphur  and  ether.  After 
twelve  hours  I  washed  it  out  with  warmi  water,  carbolic  acid  and 
carbonate  of  soda,  then  I  replaced  it  in  the  socket,  thoroughly 
magnetizing  it  for  over  two  hours.  (I  had  received  these  di- 
rections through  my  wife's  mediumship,  while  in  the  mesmeric 
sleep.)  All  united  properly  and  the  wound  healed  up  nicely. 
Allow  me  to  tell  you  these  directions  were  entirely  outside  of 
medical  practice.  We  had  no  books  that  gave  us  any  such  pre- 
scription; I  depended  entirely  upon  the  directions  given  me  by 
my  wife  while  in  the  mesmeric  sleep,  or  what  they  call  the  hyp- 
notic state.  In  time  the  patient  walked  on  crutches  and  after- 
ward found  the  full  use  of  his  limb,  with  which  he  stepped  off 
as  naturally  as  ever.  The  reason  I  describe  this  case  in  par- 
ticular is  to  show  you  that  it  was.  done  entirely  through  s])irit 
power.  If  our  physicians  and  surgeons  in  the  body  would  get 
to  understand  the  true  sense  of  spirit  power,  it   would   become 
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of  great  benetit  to  them  in  their  practice.  There  are  many  other 
cases  that  I  could  describe  to  you  which  came  under  my  prac- 
tice, but  it  would  require  a  book  in  itseh'  to  give  a  thorough  ex- 
planation to  the  public.  Your  time  and  space  is  valuable,  so  I 
will  drop  that  question  and  take  up  a  part  of  your  medium's 
life. 

The  first  time  I  ever  met  Little  Justin  he  was  playing  at 
the  old  National  Theatre  on  Chatham  street.  New  York.  I  was 
sent  for  one  evening,  about  nine  o'clock,  to  come  and  see  what 
was  the  matter  with  one  of  the  actresses.  I  discovered  she  was 
suffering  from  congestive  chill.  I  immediately  gave  her  some- 
thing to  take  inwardly  and  ordered  that  she  should  be  taken  to 
her  home.  All  doctors  in  those  days 'carried  a  certain  amount 
of  remedies  with  them.  I  discovered  a  pretty  little  child  hold- 
ing the  hand  of  the  lady  and  crying.  He  looked  up  at  me  and 
said,  "Doctor,  you  are  going  to  cure  her,  ain't  you?"  I  said,  "I 
will  if  I  possibly  can."  After  they  had  removed  the  lady  to  her 
home,  I  saw  that  I  was  quite  attracted  to  the  Little  One,  and 
looking  at  him,  I  smiled  and  said  in  fun,  "Whose  father  are  you?" 
He  said,  "By  God,  I  ain't  yours,"  which  made  me  laugh. 

One  of  the  ladies  who  stood  close  by  said,  "Doctor,  he  is  a 
regular  little  Tartar,  but  we  love  him.  If  anything  was  to  hap- 
pen to  the  Little  One  I  think  Mr.  Jones  would  go  wild."  I  said 
to  the  Little  One,  "Don't  you  want  to  sit  on  my  lap?"  He  said, 
"No,  no;  I'm  a  star.  Come  and  I'll  show  you  the  theatre."  The 
lady  said,  "He  owns  everything  in  the  building,  and  the  com- 
pany, too."  He  caught  hold  of  my  hand  and  led  me  to  the  stage, 
describing  the  different  scenes,  while  the  orchestra  was  playing 
the  overture.  We  were  looking  at  the  different  scenes  and 
listening  to  his  descriptions,  when  an  actor  by  the  name  of  Jones 
came  upon  the  stage.  He  was  a  fine  looking  man  and  the  owner 
of  a  fine  j^hysical  body.  He  said.  "Ah  !  I  see,  doctor,  you  have 
made  the  acquaintance  of  our  little  star."  I  said,  "So  it  appears." 
He  then  raised  the  Little  One  up  in  his  arms  and  kissed  him, 
saying,  "Now,  Pet,  go  and  get  ready  for  the  next  act."  "All 
right.  Uncle  Jones.  Did  you  get  the  peanuts  and  apples?"  He 
said,  "Yes,  Pet ;  when  it  is  all  over  you  can  have  them,"  mean- 
ing when  the  ]>lay  was  finished.  When  Mr.  Jones  put  him  down 
on  the  stage,  he  came  u])  to  mc  and  took  hold  of  my  hand,  say- 
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xng.  "You  wait  and  see  me  and  Mr.  Jones  act.  We  are  the  stars, 
ain't  \ve.  Uncle  Jones?"  Mr.  Jones  said,  "Of  course  we  are." 
The  Little  One  went  off  towards  his  dressing  room  a  little  way, 
then  came  back,  caught  hold  of  both  my  hands,  looked  into  my 
face,  and. said,  "I  want  to  kiss  you.  Doc."  I  stooped  down  and 
kissed  him,  for  he  was  a  little  mite  of  a  creature.  Then  he  said 
to  me,  "If  you  don't  cure  Fanny,  I'm  going  to  kick  you,  and 
kick  you  hard,  too."  When  I  looked  down  at  the  little  foot  I 
did  not  live  in  dread  of  the  kicking.  When  he  had  disappeared 
Mr.  Jones  said,  "Doctor,  you  will  have  to  cure  that  young  lady 
or  receive  a  hard  kicking,"  which  made  us  both  laugh.  "Doctor, 
that  is  a  strange  little  creature.  He  is  all  vim  and  fire  ;  his  whole 
little  structure  is  made  up  of  emotion.  He  is  so  sweet  I  want  to 
hug  him  all  the  time,  ^"ou  must  remain  and  see  him  in  the  next 
act.  He  is  a  regular  little  sa^■ag■e.  and  dances  a  wild  Highland 
fling.  His  dancing  over  two  swords  laid  on  the  stage  is  some- 
thing wonderful."  Mr.  Jones  gave  me  a  seat  in  a  private  box, 
which  had  a  door  opening  ofi  the  stage. 

Of  all  the  little  savages  I  ever  beheld,  the  worst  was  Little 
Justin  in  that  wild  scene  in  the  glen.  He  came  down  the  moun- 
tains whistling  and  leading  his  mother,  who  was  pursued  by  the 
villain  in  the  play.  Vv'hen  they  reached  the  bottom  of  the  glen 
a  dreadful  storm  took  place,  the  thunder  boomed  and  the  light- 
ning flashed.  He  conveyed  his  mother  to  a  cave  in  the  side  of 
the  rock.  After  the  storm  had  passed  over  and  the  sky  became 
clear  once  more,  he  brought  his  mother  out  of  the  cave  and 
pointed  to  a  rock,  telling  her  to  sit  there.  When  she  was  seated 
he  told  her  he  was  going  to  dance  for  her  and  cheer  her  up. 
(I  wish  to  inform  you  of  one  thing — that  is,  he  spoke  all  his 
lines  in  a  broad  Scotch  dialect  which  I  can't  pronounce  w^ell 
enough  to  give  you  properly.)  After  his  mother  w-as  seated  on 
the  rock  an  old  white-haired  man  came  out  of  the  cave  with  his 
bagpipes  over  his  shoulder.  He  sat  down  on  a  rock  and  com- 
menced to  play  a  wild  tune.  The  Little  One  started  in  dancing 
a  wild  dance,  the  like  of  which  I  never  saw  before.  In  the  dance 
he  commenced  to  shout  and  holler,  jumped  into  the  air  and 
whirled  around;  w'hen  he  struck  the  stage  again  he  became  very 
much  excited,  so  much  so  that  he  began  to  tear  some  of  his 
clothes  off. 
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Such  wild,  savage  antics  I  never  saw  before.  At  the  end 
of  the  dance  he  fell  on  the  stage  exhausted  and  panted  so  much 
that  I  could  hear  his  breathing  in  the  box.  Air.  Jones  rushed 
on  the  stage  dressed  in  a  beautiful  Highland  costume,  picked 
up  the  Little  One  and  held  him  in  his  arms  in  order  that  the 
people  might  get  a  good  look  at  him.  He  laid  his  head  dow'n 
on  Mr.  Jones'  shoulder  from  sheer  exhaustion,  while  they  rung 
down  the  curtain.  But  the  people  were  not  satisfied,  and  wanted 
to  see  the  Little  One  again.  The  applause  became  terrific,  when 
Mr.  Jones  walked  on  in  front  of  the  curtain,  holding  the  Little 
One  in  his  arms,  until  the  people  Avere  satisfied. 

The  next  time  I  saw  him  was  when  he  was  playing  a  child's 
part  for  Edwin  Forrest  at  the  Broadway  Theatre.  During  this 
engagement  there  was  a  large  picture  painted  by  a  fine  artist, 
whose  name  I  have  forgotten.  It  was  a  picture  of  Mr.  Forrest 
in  the  character  of  Brutus,  sitting  by  the  side  of  a  pallet  or  small 
bed  in  a  Roman  tent,  with  the  Little  One  sitting  on  the  ground, 
playing  on  a  lyre,  singing  the  war  sogs  for  Brutus.  The  Little 
One's  lips  were  parted  as  if  in  the  act  of  singing.  It  showed 
his  white  teeth  and  oh,  the  expression  of  those  eyes.  It  showed 
the  artist  was  a  master  painter.  Brutus  was  looking  dow^n  at 
him.  drinking  in  every  word,  and  the  expression  of  his  eyes 
shows  that  he  was  in  love  with  his  little  page.  Mr.  Hulburd,  it 
is  a  grand  picture.  It  looked  as  though  they  were  living  and  had 
all  the  animation  of  life,  the  picture  was  so  vivid  upon  canvas. 
Whoever  the  artist  was,  he  painted  in  the  realm  true  to  life.  I 
understood  there  were  two  other  pictures  also  painted  of  them 
and  placed  on  exhibition,  which  I  did  not  have  the  pleasure  of 
looking  at.  They  were  destroyed  by  fire  when  the  salon  where 
they  were  on  exliibition  was  burned  down  during  the  big  fire 
in  Xew  York.  I  saw  three  copies  of  this  picture,  which  it  was 
claimed  were  painted  by  artists.  They  were  miserable  affairs, 
and  I  would  call  them  burlesques  on  the  original.  The  original 
picture  was  the  greatest  character  picture  I  ever  looked  upon, 
either  in  Europe  or  .America. 

The  next  time  1  saw  him  play  he  was  a  member  of  the 
Huckley  Serenaders.  He  was  playing  in  a  musical  burlesque 
called  "vSomnambula."  Later  I  saw  him  play  in  Philadelphia 
at  the  old  Chestnut  street  theatre  in  a  musical  burlesque  called 
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"( )rphans."  He  took  the  part  of  Sappho,  the  Goddess  of  Music, 
and  I  think,  in  that  character,  he  was  the  most  beautiful  look- 
ing being-  I  ever  beheld.  On  the  second  night  of  the  perform- 
ance I  presented  him  with  a  gold  bracelet,  which  had  a  setting 
containing  four  amethysts.  I  was  introduced  to  him  in  the  green 
room,  through  the  courtesy  of  the  manager.  When  off  the  stage 
he  acted  like  a  child,  as  it  seemed  to  me.  I  told  him  where  T 
had  first  met  him.  at  the  old  National  Theatre  in  New  York. 
I  saw  the  tears  come  in  his  eyes,  and  he  said,  "My  life  was  a 
hard  one  when  I  was  little.  I  was  not  acquainted  with  Papa 
\\'arren  then,  but  now  I  am  happy.  God  has  only  made  such  as 
he  in  one  mould."  Just  then  he  was  told  the  stage  was  ready 
and  waiting  for  him.  When  he  had  left  the  green  room  I  said 
to  the  manager,  "Who  is  this  Mr.  W  arren  he  speaks  of?"  He 
said,  "Mr.  W' arren  is  the  husband,  and  if  you  remain  here  with 
me  a  little  while  you  will  see  him  come  to  take  her  home.  They 
live  very  happily  together,  and  he  idolizes  his  little  Puss."  I 
remained  and  was  introduced  to  a  very  handsome  military  look- 
ing man.  During  our  conversation  I  discovered  he  was  a  per- 
fect gentleman,  and  was  willing  to  give  up  everything  in  life 
for  Little  Justin's  comfort  and  happiness.  He  said  to  me,  "Dr. 
Jennings,  my  great  desire  is  that  my  little  Justin  shall  die  be- 
fore I  do.  I  do  not  want  to  leave  him  for  the  cold  world  to  deal 
W'ith  ;  he  is  so  sensitive  and  lives  on  impulses.  She  has  made 
me  one  of  the  happiest  men  that  lives  in  a  human  form,  and  I 
want  her  to  go  before  I  do."  Ah  !  little  did  he  know  then  the 
work  that  was  laid  out  for  his  little  Justin,  or  Puss,  as  he  called 
her. 

W'e  dined  together  on  several  occasions  at  my  home  in 
Philadelphia,  and  on  those  occasions  his  mediumship  was  mani- 
fested to  the  guests  who  were  assembled  there.  W\'  all  learned 
to  love  little  Puss.  P>ut  oh,  wdiat  a  temper  when  things  did  not 
go  satisfactory  to  his  idea.  I  have  seen  it  wdien,  as  the  old  say- 
ing is,  the  air  became  blue  with  curse  words.  I  discovered  after- 
wards in  life  there  was  an  influence  that  came  en  rapport  with 
him  wdio  bore  the  name  of  Dick,  and  what  he  didn't  know  in 
the  line  of  swearing  must  have  laid  outside  of  the  United  States. 
I  made  a  remark  one  day  while  T  was  visiting  at  their  rooms  at 
the  hotel.     This  remark  did   not  just  please  his   royal   highness 
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and  I  think  if  any  one  was  cursed  into  hell  and  out  again  it  was 
I.  and  after  the  explosion  had  cleared  away  and  the  matter  had 
calmed  down,  he  sat  on  my  knee  and  sung  a  pretty  Scotch  bal- 
lad called  "The  Lass  of  Gowrie."  Then  he  kissed  me  and  said, 
"Now  you  go  home;  if  you- don't  I'll  kick  you  out."  I  bade  her 
ladyship  good  day  and  walked  towards  the  door.  He  cried  out, 
"Hold  on,  there ;  I  hain't  pulled  your  hair  today."  He  came  over 
towards  me,  dragging  a  chair.  He  got  up  on  to  the  chair,  grab- 
bed me  by  the  hair  of  the  head,  shaking  it  Avell ;  then  he  grabbed 
me  around  the  neck,  kissing  and  hugging  me,  saying,  "You  old 
devil.  I  like  you."  Just  then  I  witnessed  the  grandest  mani- 
festation I  ever  saw  in  Spiritualism.  The  chair  was  elevated 
towards  the  ceiling,  with  him  standing  on  it.  The  chair  came 
down  again  and  rested  on  my  head  :  while  it  was  there  I  felt  no 
weight  whatever.  It  was  lifted  from  my  head  and  placed  on  the 
fioor.  He  jumped  from  the  chair,  turning  a  handspring,  landed 
on  the  bed  and  commenced  to  laugh  as  if  he  would  die  from 
laughter.  I  was  afraid  he  would  burst  a  blood  vessel.  I  stepped 
towards  the  bed,  thinking  I  might  calm  him  down  by  treating 
him  magnetically.  He  grabbed  a  pillow,  hitting  me  in  the  face 
with  it,  which  landed  me  on  the  floor.  Quicker  almost  than  I 
can  tell  it  he  grabbed  the  bed  clothes  ofl:'  the  bed,  covered  me  up 
with  them,  sat  down  on  top  of  me  and  crowed  like  a  rooster. 
When  I  came  to  my  senses  and  crawled  from  under  him  and  the 
bed  clothes,  I  discovered  ■Mr.  A^''arren  sitting  on  a  lounge  laugh- 
ing so  hard  that  his  sides  were  shaking.  I  said,  "In  the  name  of 
God,  Warren,  do  you  have  such  picnics  as  these  often?"  He 
said,  "Oh,  yes,  only  they  are  varied — that  is  what  keeps  my  blood 
in  circulation."  He  handed  me  some  l)randy  and  water  to  quiet 
my  nerves,  while  the  Little  One  laid  down  on  top  of  the  clothes 
and  went  to  sleep.  I  said  to  Mr.  A\'arren,  "By  all  that's  good 
and  wise,  how  can  you  stand  it?"  He  said,  "Oh,  I'm  accustomed 
to  it  now,  Doctor,  and  without  that  little  one  I  could  not  live. 
He  is  all  that  I  worship  in  life.  My  whole  soul  is  centered  in 
that  little  body,  and  there  would  be  no  happiness  for  me  with- 
out it."  T  bade  him  good  day  and  left,  feeling  that  I  was  a  wiser 
man  and  that  all  the  wisdom  did  not  lay  inside  of  a  college  that 
taught  Materia  Medica  and  other  hypochondriac  conditions  of 
medical  bosh  that  should  have  been  thrown  to  the  winds  long 
ago. 
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When  I  entered  my  carriai^e  and  commenced  to  realize  on 
the  way  home  that  there  was  some  of  Doctor  Jennings  left  yet, 
I  burst  into  a  hearty  laugh  and  said  to  myself,  "Tom  Jennings, 
there  are  greater  things  in  heaven  and  earth  than  lie  in  your 
empty  philosophy  called  college  breeding.  Stick  to  your  mag- 
netic power,  bring  to  bear  your  psychological  condition  upon 
your  patients,  allow  them  to  be  the  doctor  on  all  future  occa- 
sions."    We  will  continue  at  another  time. 


Thursday,  October  31,  1901. 

Good  morning,  sir.  This  is  a  joyful  morning;  the  air  is 
fresh  and  invigorating.  It  is  so  cool  and  pleasant  to  the  feelings. 
It  makes  me  feel  like  a  young  colt  out  of  pasture.  I  want  to 
kick  up  my  heels  and  shake  my  head  in  a  frisky  way  and  whin- 
ney  to  the  God  of  Nature  for  giving  us  such  a  beautiful  morning 
so  that  I  may  continue  the  communication.  They  speak  of  Ori- 
ental perfumes,  but  they  have  no  comparison  with  the  sweet 
air  that  surrounds  your  home  this  morning. 

The  next  time  that  I  saw  Little  Justin  was  in  Washington, 
D.C.  He  was  coming  from  the  theatre  in  the  company  of  a 
general.  When  I  got  in  front  of  him  I  bade  him  good  morning, 
and  he  introduced  me  to  General  Sheridan.  After  we  had  spo- 
ken about  fifteen  minutes,  our  conversation  relating  to  Wash- 
ington and  the  thousands  that  were  in  the  city,  the  General  bade 
us  adieu,  saying  he  must  start  for  the  front  right  away.  He 
shook  hands  with  me,  took  the  Little  One  in  his  arms  and  kissed 
him,  saying,  "Puss,  I  will  see  that  your  message  is  conveyed 
to  your  father,  and  I  will  take  one  more  kiss  for  good  luck."  I 
noticed  he  did  so.  but  in  place  of  one,  he  took  three.  I  said, 
"General,  you  seem  to  like  lip  salve."  He  said,  "Yes,  I  do,  and 
one  of  my  lips  don't  feel  right."  He  drew  the  Little  One  up 
to  him  and  took  two  or  three  more  kisses.  I  couldn't  tell  just 
how  many.  Then  he  said,  "I  think  my  lip  feels  better,"  and 
bade  us  good-bye. 

Justin  invited  me  to  the  hotel  to  dine  with  him,  and  I  did 
so.  While  we  were  sitting  at  the  table  partaking  of  food,  he 
said  to  me,  "Doctor,  you  will  have  to  excuse  me,"  and  left  the 
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dining  room.  I  did  not  meet  him  again  until  after  the  war.  I 
thought,  ^Yhat  a  strange  being  that  is,  to  leave  me  at  the  table  in 
such  a  manner,  to  finish  my  dinner  alone ;  but  now  I  understand 
it.  He  heard  the  voice  and  had  to  go  forth,  as  there  was  work 
for  him  to  do. 

^^l^en  we  met  again  it  was  in  Philadelphia.  I  met  Mr.  War- 
ren at  the  Continental  Hotel  and  he  invited  me  to  accompany 
him  to  dinner.  When  we  had  reached  their  apartments,  the  Lit- 
tle One  came  forth  with  a  cordial  greeting  and  was  pleased  to 
see  me.  I  noticed  he  had  a  haggard  look.  His  work  during  the 
war  told  upon  his  constitution. 

During  the  conversation  that  took  place  before  dinner  he 
said,  "Doctor,  I  have  donned  female  apparel  again ;  that  is  why 
you  see  my  hair  is  so  long.  Papa  Warren  has  just  made  a  con- 
tract for  me  to  appear  in  the  Black  Crook  in  New  York.  When 
you  call  to  see  us  there  I  shall  be  a  foreigner  bearing  an  Italian 
name,"  which  made  us  laugh.  A  lady  by  the  name  of  Madame 
Dorio,  who  spoke  with  a  beautiful  French  accent,  said,  "Puss, 
what  will  they  make  of  you  next?"  He  said,  "Lord  only  knows. 
I  have  represented  everything  except  a  monkey,  and  I  believe 
I  am  half  monkey  now.  Perhaps  you  will  hear  of  me  soon  star- 
ring as  Jacko  the  Intelligent  Ape,"  which  sent  us  all  ofif  into  a 
hearty  laugh. 

Dinner  was  announced,  and  after  dinner  we  adjourned 
again  to  their  apartments  and  had  a  cigar  and  a  glass  of  wine. 
^Ir.  Warren  said,  "Now,  Pet,  you  lie  down  and  take  your  after- 
noon nap,  while  the  Doctor  and  I  entertain  each  other  by  play- 
ing a  game  of  cards."  While  we  were  sitting  playing  cards,  and 
it  came  my  turn  to  shuffle  them,  they  were  snatched  out  of  my 
hands  by  some  spirit  hand  and  scattered  all  over  the  room.  They 
were  distributed  in  such  a  manner  that  it  took  us  some  time  to 
collect  them  again.  When  we  had  gotten  them  together  and 
placed  them  on  the  table,  I  said,  "P>y  the  Great  Jehovah,  War- 
ren, you  always  seem  to  have  visitors."  He  spoke  up  and  said, 
"You  don't  want  to  pay  any  attention  to  such  a  little  thing  as 
that;  those  things  are  common  occurrences  with  us."  He  had 
no  .sooner  s])oken  the  words  than  my  hat  was  placed  on  my  head 
and  drawn  df)wn  over  my  eyes  and  something  hit  me  a  hard 
slap  on  the  ])ack  of  the  neck.     When  I  had  removed  my  hat,  in 


THOMAS  JENNINGS  179 

order  that  I  might  see  what  was  going  on,  I  (hsc(_nered  that  Mr. 
Warren  was  laughing.  He  said,  "Why,  Doctor,  you  look  as- 
tonished." Then  up  went  the  cards,  and  they  were  scattered 
all  over  the  room  again.  I  said,  "We  had  better  defer  this  game 
of  cards  until  another  time."  The  Little  One  came  out  of  the 
bedroom  and  ordered  me  to  get  up  off  my  chair.  I  did  so,  and 
he  sat  down.  He  said,  "Now  place  your  hand  on  top  of  my 
brain.  Will  me  to  go  somewhere."  I  psychologized  him  and 
sent  the  forces  to  England.  I  commanded  him  to  enter  the  lit- 
tle cottage  where  I  stopped  for  a  while  in  Birmingham,  England. 

I  said,  "Now  I  want  you  to  go  into  the  room  where  I  used 
to  sleep,  then  come  back  and  tell  me  what  you  have  seen."  I 
sat  down  on  a  beautiful  velvet  sofa  in  the  room  and  commenced 
to  play  with  the  tassels  of  a  magnificent  brocade  pillow  which 
Mr.  \\'arren  said  had  been  presented  to  the  Little  One  by  Mrs. 
Greeley,  the  wife  of  Horace  Greeley.  I  think  in  all  he  was  only 
gone  about  an  hour,  perhaps  a  little  more,  when  the  voice  be- 
gan to  speak.  He  described  everything  that  was  in  the  room, 
with  the  exception  of  one  thing.  He  located  the  bed  standing 
by  the  front  window  ;  wdien  I  slept  there  the  bed  stood  at  the 
back  part  of  the  room.  I  wrote  a  letter  to  Mrs.  Neilson,  ask- 
ing for  information.  Would  she  do  me  the  favor  to  tell  me  if 
everything  was  in  my  room  in  the  same  place  that  I  had  left  it? 
I  received  an  answer:  "Everything  is  in  the  room  as  you  left 
it,  the  only  change  that  I  have  made  is  to  move  the  bed  to  the 
front  part  of  the  room  by  the  window,"  which  proved  his  state- 
ment to  be  true. 

I  psychologized  him  a  number  of  times  in  Philadelphia 
while  I  remained  there.  I  sent  him  to  dififerent  places,  his  state- 
ment always  proving  true.  It  would  require  too  much  space  to 
describe  them.  One  time  wdien  they  were  living  at  the  New 
York  Hotel  on  Broadway,  New  York,  I  called  and  psychologized 
him.  I  had  received  the  day  before  by  the  English  mail  a  large 
book  with  colored  plates  in  it.  The  book  was  published  in  Lon- 
don by  an  English  publishing  house.  I  said,  "Now,  I  want  you 
to  go  to  my  room,  and  open  a  large  book  that  you  will  find  lying 
on  my  table.  I  want  you  to  open  that  book  and  find  the  third 
colored  plate  in  the  book,  examine  it  well,  come  back  and  tell 
me   what  you   see   in  that  colored  picture.     T    want  you   to   de- 
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scribe  it  minutely,  in  order  that  Mr.  Warren  and  myself  can  go 
to  my  room  and  look  at  the  picture  in  the  book  to  see  whether 
you  have  described  it  correctly  or  not.  We  will  leave  you  here 
in  this  psychological  state  until  we  return."  2vlr.  Hulburd,  it 
was  a  wonderful  test  to  me.  Mr.  Warren  accompanied  me  to 
my  room,  where  we  found  the  book  lying  on  the  table,  open, 
showing  the  third  plate.  When  I  left  my  room  I  had  closed  the 
book  and  placed  a  heavy  weight  upon  it,  for  I  wanted  to  see  if 
a  spirit  could  penetrate  into  the  inside  of  a  book  and  come  back 
and  tell  what  they  had  seen  there.  This  was  my  first  test  with 
any  book  business.  We  found  the  book  open,  but  could  not  find 
th€  heavy  weight.  We  looked  around,  but  did  not  find  it  in  the 
room.  I  said,  "Now  let  us  look  at  the  picture  and  see  whether 
he  had  described  it  perfectly  or  not.  He  had  described  it  more 
perfectly  than  I  could,  Mr.  Hulburd,  who  had  been  looking  at  it 
a  large  part  of  the  morning.  Air.  Warren  said,  "Doctor,  this 
witchcraft  business  is  astonishing."  Just  then  we  heard  a  pe- 
culiar noise  in  the  drawer  and  found  therein  the  heavy  weight 
I  had  placed  on  the  book  before  locking  the  door  to  go  to  their 
hotel.  I  said,  "W^arren,  let  us  return  to  the  hotel  and  I  will  re- 
lease him  from  the  hypnotic  state."  On  the  way  back  to  the 
hotel  Air.  Warren  got  me  to  give  him  a  solemn  promise  that  I 
would  tell  no  one  what  had  occurred.  I  kept  my  promise  while 
Mr.  Warren  remained  in  his  physical  body.  Afterward  I  wrote 
a  long  article  describing  my  experiments  with  male  and  female 
subjects.  I  gave  quite  a  lengthy  description  of  that  book  test 
with  little  Justin,  which  I  thought  was  a  wonderful  manifesta- 
tion. I  think  in  all  I  must  have  placed  him  under  that  condi- 
tion about  fifty-six  times.  I  found  him  a  very  easy  subject  to 
control.  My  last  experiments  with  him  were  in  \'ineland,  New 
Jersey. 

Now,  sir,  I  am  going  to  give  you  an  explanation  of  re-em- 
l)Oflimcnt.  My  last  wife  and  myself  were  in  the  habit  of  at- 
tenfling  Mrs.  Thayer's  flower  circles.  There  came  a  spirit  to 
us  a  number  of  times  during  the  circles,  claiming  that  she 
wanted  to  take  on  another  embodiment.  She  said,  "I  will  come 
as  a  boy ;  I  will  be  a  good  boy  and  an  artist.  I  want  you  for 
my  father,  Dr.  Jennings,  and  Mrs.  Jennings  for  my  mother," 
which   made   me   laugh.      I   said,  "My  dear  s])irit.    I   have   raised 
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three  families,  now.  1  think  I  have  performed  my  duty  in  mul- 
tiplying and  replenishing"  the  world.  I  am  now  an  old  man  in 
years,  and  this  physical  body  is  frail  and  bent  with  age.  My 
present  wife  is  passing  through  the  change,  so  that  I  do  not 
think  it  could  become  possible  for  her  to  be  pregnant  again." 
The  spirit  would  come  night  after  night  in  the  circles,  begging 
us  to  let  her  try.  Several  in  the  circle  would  say,  "Why  don't 
you  let  the  spirit  have  a  chance  to  see  if  such  a  thing  could  be 
possible?"  One  night  she  pleaded  so  hard  that  she  finally  com- 
menced to  cry,  and  said.  "If  you  were  in  my  condition,  I  would 
give  you  my  whole  soul  power  to  help  you  out,  if  you  were 
placed  as  I  am.  I  can  get  those  conditions  through  you  which 
I  require."  Senator  Case  and  wife  were  present  that  evening. 
Mrs.  Case  spoke  up  and  said,  "Doctor,  why  don't  you  and  your 
wife  prepare  your  conditions  for  the  spirit  and  see  if  it  can  be- 
come possible.  You  know  the  great  saying  is,  'All  things  are 
possible  with  God.'  If  you  can  assist  this  spirit  to  become 
reincarnated,  and  it  comes  to  pass,  I  will  become  a  believer  in 
reincarnation."  I  said,  "Well,  we  will,  mother  (to  my  wife)  if 
we  can  assist  this  spirit  that  pleads  so  hard,  let  us  become  the 
instruments,  and  we  will  get  our  reward  some  day."  We  ful- 
filled the  conditions  required,  which  were  sexual  intercourse. 
My  wife  became  pregnant,  the  change  stopped  and  she  became 
the  mother  of  a  male  child,  a  beautiful  boy,  but  very  delicate. 
These  facts  which  I  relate  to  you,  those  who  were  in  the  circles 
can  testify  to.  So,  sir,  you  see  re-embodiment  is  a  truth.  It  is 
one  of  the  laws  of  growth,  in  which  we  find  the  divinity  of  na- 
ture blossoming  out  like  a  beautiful  flower.  That  child  has 
grown  into  young  manhood  and  is  the  proof  of  what  I  have 
said.  His  name  is  Philo  Jennings.  I  thank  you,  Mr.  Hulburd, 
for  taking  down  my  communication.  Give  my  regards  to  ]Mr. 
Meyer.  Perhaps  he  will  remember  me  while  living  in  \'ineland. 
New  Jersey.  I  leave  my  love  for  Little  Justin,  one  of  God's 
truthful  instruments.     Tell  him  it  won't  be  long.     Good  bye. 

THOMAS  JENNINGS. 
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Friday,  Xovember  1,  1901,  2  p.m. 

For  several  days  there  has  been  sojourning  at  the  home  of 
Doctor  F.  D.  C.  Meyer  a  lady  from  San  Diego,  a  Theosophist 
by  the  name  of  Mrs.  Fidelia  K.  Shepherd.  She  expressed,  to 
Justin,  a  desire  to  have  an  interview  with  Madam  H.  P.  Bla- 
vatsky.  Justin's  guides  conferred  with  Aladame  Blavatsky,  who 
appointed  Friday,  Xovember  1st,  at  2  p.m.  She  was  promptly 
on  time  and  gave  a  short  but  very  instructive  lecture  and  then 
for  nearly  two  hours  answered  questions.  She  told  us  that 
hereafter  she  wished  to  be  known  as  "Searchlight,"  and  this 
cottage,  which  was  one  of  her  resting  places,  should  be  known 
as  "Searchlight  Bower."  There  were  present,  besides  the  me- 
dium, Mrs.  F.  K.  Shepherd,  F.  D.  C.  Meyer,  M.  L.  Brooks,  and 
E.  W.  Hulburd. 


Dr.   Milo  Pierce 

Chapter  XIV 


Monday,  November  18th,  1901. 

Good  morning,  sir.  It  is  a  bright,  clear  morning.  Every- 
thing looks  and  feels  charming  to  the  soul.  Life  is  on  the  wing, 
as  usual,  flitting  from  clime  to  clime,  as  the  herald  of  invigor- 
ating health. 

I  was  known  when  living  in  a  physical  body,  by  the  name 
of  Doctor  Milo  Pierce.  I  was  born  in  the  state  of  Maine,  in  the 
year  1800.  So  you  see,  I  had  quite  a  life  experience  in  a  body. 
I  passed  out  of  my  body  twenty  years  ago,  in  the  state  of  Mich- 
igan. I  left  my  native  state,  Maine,  to  become  one  of  the  pupils 
of  a  college.  When  I  graduated  from  said  college  I  went  to 
Boston  and  studied  there.  I  married  and  was  the  father  of 
seven  children.  Three  passed  to  spirit  life  in  infancy,  two  boys 
and  a  girl.  But  the  boys  grew  to  manhood.  My  first  wife  was 
a  native  of  my  own  state,  but  I  married  in  Boston.  She  was 
the  mother  of  my  seven  children.  I  lived  in  Boston  twenty- 
five  years.  During  that  time  she  passed  to  spirit  life.  After 
ten  years  of  what  you  would  call  a  widower,  I  thought  it  time 
to  take  another  wife,  so  I  fell  in  love.  I  believe  that  it  is  what 
you  call  it :  well,  we  will  call  it  so.  I  fell  in  love  the  second  time 
with  a  beautiful  girl,  whom  I  called  sweet  Sarah.  She  sang 
like  an  angel,  and  I  think  if  ever  there  was  a  heavenly  voice  on 
the  earth  planet,  and  anyone  was  allowed  to  own  it,  my  sweet 
Sarah  owned  that  voice. 

My  first  wife  and  she  had  been  great  companions,  and  so 
I  felt  it  my  duty  to  make  sweet  Sarah  Mrs.  Milo  Pierce  Num- 
ber Two.  She  made  a  good  mother  to  my  children,  and  a  di- 
vine companion  to  me.  All  of  my  children  loved  her  dearly  and 
I  found  in  her  a  woman  who  was  broad  and  generous  in  all  her 
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thoughts.  She  was  not  held  down  by  any  creed,  and  through 
her  condition  the  children  were  growing  up  to  love  their  father 
better  than  they  did  Jesus,  whom  they  w-ere  taught  in  Sunday 
School  to  love  above  all  other  mortals.  She  taught  my  children 
that  I  was  the  superior  part  of  their  condition  and  also  the  head 
of  the  house,  which  pleased  me  much.  I  found  in  time  they  went 
to  her  with  all  their  troubles  and  made  all  their  wants  known, 
which  saved  a  man  in  my  capacity  a  great  deal  of  anxiety  and 
worriment.  She  was  the  right  woman  in  the  right  place,  al- 
ways gentle  on  all  occasions,  never  permitting  anything  to 
overcome  her  ideas  as  a  mother.  She  was  one  woman  in  many 
thousands  in  that  capacity  as  a  mother.  To  me  she  was  a  won- 
derful stafif  to  lean  upon  when  in  trouble,  I  being  nervous,  sen- 
sitive and  easily  confused.  ]\Iy  sensitive  nature  was  the  ruling 
power  in  my  make-up.  No  one  ever  understood  me  as  did  my 
sweet  Sarah.  She  relieved  me  of  all  worriment  in  family  af- 
fairs, and  I  became  a  successful  practitioner,  and  wdth  my  sen- 
sitive nature  I  understood  and  felt  the  condition  of  my  patients. 
Allow  me  to  tell  you  here,  sir,  when  a  man  meets  his  proper 
mate  and  they  get  to  understand  each  other,  no  matter  what 
comes  to  pass  in  life,  their  love  always  keeps  them  happy.  At 
one  time  I  was  what  you  call  in  the  body  a  wealthy  man ;  I 
owned  considerable  real  estate  in  Boston.  Then  reverses  came ; 
in  an  unguarded  moment  I  made  a  deal  that  swamped  me  and 
I  thought  I  should  go  under.  The  condition  and  reflection  that 
was  cast  upon  my  physical  body  wrought  havoc  with  my  health 
and  I  was  laid  upon  a  sick  bed.  Aly  brother  physicians  who 
called  to  see  me  said  I  could  not  live  three  months.  It  was  then 
found  I  had  one  of  the  greatest  blessings  on  earth  in  sweet 
Sarah.  She  said.  "You  shall  live.  I  am  going  to  take  you  away 
from  these  bleak,  cold  winds  of  Boston."  She  assisted  my  old- 
est son  to  collect  the  remnants  of  my  fortune,  as  you  call  it  in 
the  physical  body.  She  did  not  sit  down  and  pine  for  the  grand- 
eur that  she  had  been  accustomed  to.  Neither  did  she  cast  any 
reflections  on  me,  as  many  women  do  who  send  their  husbands 
to  the  devil  with  their  everlasting  nagging  and  fault-finding. 
No,  my  sweet  Sarah  was  equal  to  the  emergency.  When  she 
had  collected  all  she  possibly  could  in  the  way  of  money  she 
removed   me   and   the   children   to   Philadelphia.      After   we   had 
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lived  there  about  four  niontlis,  my  health  commenced  to  im- 
prove. In  six  months  1  became  interested  in  a  business,  not 
that  of  a  physician,  as  it  was  Sarah's  desire  that  I  should  not 
practice  any  more,  or  make  any  night  calls  on  patients.  So  my 
two  eldest  boys  and  myself  entered  into  a  mercantile  business. 
\\^e  were  successful  for  a  number  of  years,  when  finally  my 
health  failed  me  again.  I  turned  the  business  over  to  my  sons 
and  finally  launched  out  into  practice  once  more,  having  office 
hours  when  the  patients  came  to  consult  me  at  my  home.  My 
health  did  not  improve  and  sweet  Sarah  thought  it  was  better 
for  us  to  live  in  the  country,  where  I  would  get  away  from  all 
excitement.  We  looked  around  for  a  place  to  live,  when  finally 
my  control,  Red  Jacket,  said  to  go  to  Vineland,  New  Jersey  to 
live.  My  wife  and  I  did  as  requested  by  Red  Jacket.  We  went 
to  Vineland  and  looked  over  the  whole  location  or  tract  of  land, 
where  we  saw  a  place  that  pleased  sweet  Sarah  very  much.  It 
was  purchased  and  we  moved  to  Vineland.  I  closed  out  the 
business  in  Philadelphia,  as  my  oldest  son  had  a  desire  to  see 
Europe,  which  he  did.  I  never  saw  him  in  the  body  again. 
After  our  family  had  lived  a  number  of  years  in  Vineland  we 
became  acquainted  with  your  medium,  Justin,  also  Doctor 
Gordon,  the  materializing  medium — the  grandest  medium  I  ever 
met  in  my  life.  We  made  the  acquaintance  of  the  Suydam 
family,  Dr.  Jennings  and  family,  the  Allen  family  and  many 
others.  It  would  take  up  too  much  space  to  mention  their 
names,  so  I  will  proceed  with  my  narrative. 

The  grandest  circles  that  Sarah  and  I  ever  had  the  pleas- 
ure of  being  present  at,  were  held  in  Vineland,  New  Jersey. 
Some  of  Doctor  Gordon's  materializing  seances  were  so  grand 
that  if  I  were  to  describe  them  minutely  and  perfectly  in  all 
their  details,  especiall}'  the  Sunday  afternoon  materializations 
in  daylight,  many  of  the  readers  would  say  I  was  dreaming,  or 
that  I  had  been  psychologized.  Dr.  Gordon  had  three  phases 
of  mediumship,  the  like  of  which  I  never  saw  in  any  other  me- 
mium.  They  were  impersonation,  transformation  and  material- 
ization. I  think  he  was  the  most  persecuted  individual  that  I 
ever  came  en  rapport  with.  His  worst  persecutors  were  some 
of  those  so-called  mediums — or  in  other  words,  mountebanks — 
fleecing  the  people  out  of  their  money  by  false  representations, 
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claiming  to  be  instruments  that  held  communication  with  the 
spirit  world,  whereby  they  worked  on  the  sacred  feelings  of  the 
denizens  that  Hved  in  physical  bodies — a  false  transaction  and 
representation  that  should  be  punished  severely  by  the  law  of 
the  nation. 

Those  are  the  individuals  who  persecuted  this  heaven  born 
medium,  Harry  Gordon.  I  would  like  to  give  an  expression 
right  here,  and  that  is  this,  sir :  Some  of  the  mediums  who  are 
advertised  largely  through  the  columns  of  spiritual  papers  are 
the  worst  frauds  in  existence.  All  so  called  spiritual  papers 
have  .what  you  call  in  the  physical  body,  pets,  who  advertise 
largely  in  their  columns  and  through  that  condition  many  of 
the  truthful  investigators  in  Spiritualism  are  deceived  by  said 
mountebanks  and  their  glowing  advertisements.  I  remember 
what  I  once  heard  ]\Ioses  Hull  say  when  he  was  a  persecuted 
individual:  "Try  the  spirits;  let  your  investigation  be  long  and 
deep ;  hold  on  to  that  which  you  think  is  truthful,  for  I  tell  you 
these  devils  walking  around  in  sheep's  clothing  will  deceive  you ; 
let  your  souls  be  attuned  to  truth  and  in  time  you  will  receive 
Truth.  A  manifestation  of  the  living  God  in  man."  This  Harry 
Gordon  was  genuine  in  everything  that  I  ever  saw  connected 
with  his  life  and  mediumship.  Many  claimed  that  he  practiced 
fraud,  but  that  is  something  I  never  discovered  in  the  twenty 
years  that  I  was  acquainted  with  him,  but  I  did  discover  fraud 
with  my  investigation  while  I  came  in  contact  with  those  me- 
diums highly  advertised  through  the  columns  of  spiritual  papers. 

Xow  I  will  take  up  part  of  your  medium's  life.  When  I 
first  met  your  medium,  Justin,  I  accompanied  Prof.  Coonley  to 
his  home  on  the  hill.  We  discovered  him  working  in  the  gar- 
den. He  was  hoeing  a  bed  of  lilies  that  was  located  at  the  lower 
end  of  the  lawn.  As  we  left  the  avenue  and  walked  up  the  main 
carriage  dri\e  1  discovered  their  lawn  was  heart  shai)ed,  a  road 
leading  to  the  right  and  one  to  the  left.  When  we  had  reached 
the  lawn,  Prof.  Coonley  cried  out,  "Puss,  I  see  you  are  working 
hard."  He  looked  u])  and  laughed,  saying,  "Coonley,  I  am  weed- 
ing out  the  souls  of  the  lilies.  I  am  separating  the  undeveloped 
spirits  that  are  trying  to  absorb  strength  from  the  beautiful 
flowers,  as  you  know  sometimes  I  am  at  work  amongst  the 
souls  of  human   beings.      1    have   discf)vered   there   are   so  many 
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weeds  growing"  around  my  own  soul  that  I  have  love  and  com- 
passion for  other  souls."  Suddenly  that  beautiful  smile  passed 
from  his  face,  those  dreamy  eyes  that  looked  beautiful  before 
took  on  a  stern,  bold  look  which  seemed  to  me  would  defy  the 
whole  world.  He  looked  at  me  in  such  a  manner  that  I  thought 
he  was  going  to  order  me  off  the  place,  when  he  addressed  me 
in  harsh,  cold  words.  I  shall  never  forget  how  he  uttered  them  ; 
it  seemed  to  me  as  if  every  word  had  stabbed  with  a  dagger  of 
cold  steel.  He  said  to  me  very  slowly,  "i\lilo  Pierce,  don't  you 
wish  you  had  some  money  now  that  you  spent  in  wanton  reck- 
lessness? Wouldn't  you  like  to  own  even  some  of  those  small 
nickels  that  you  threw  away  on  car  fare  when  you  should  have 
walked  for  the  benefit  of  your  health  ?  Do  you  remember  what 
I  told  you  when  you  were  living  in  that  extravagant  way,  that 
one  day  you  would  regret  it  all?  I,  your  sister  Nancy  Pierce, 
a  spirit,  comes  here  today  to  tell  you  this."  I  trembled  so  that 
my  knees  knocked  together.  When  Prof.  Coonley  discovered 
my  condition  he  caught  hold  of  me  and  held  me  up  or  I  would 
have  fallen  on  the  lawn,  for  sir,  every  word  of  it  was  true.  She 
repeated  to  me  word  for  word  as  she  had  spoken  it  forty  years 
ago.  When  I  had  come  back,  as  it  were,  to  my  senses,  I  said. 
"Professor,  assist  me  to  that  garden  chair."  It  was  sitting  under 
one  of  the  large,  beautiful  trees.  He  did  so,  and  when  he  had 
placed  me  in  the  chair  and  I  had  commenced  to  breathe  freely, 
Justin  came  towards  me  with  that  cold,  stern  look  in  his  eyes. 
She  hissed  out  the  words,  saying,  "Milo,  it  does  me  good  to  tell 
you  this.  You  never  would  take  any  advice  from  me.  You  al- 
ways called  me  'the  old  maid,'  and  declared  that  I  knew  but 
very  little  of  life.  If  you  only  understood  the  satisfaction  it 
gives  me  now  to  taunt  you  with  these  words  you  would  under- 
stand what  a  benefit  it  is  now  for  me  to  hiss  them  out  to  you. 
Oh,  you  may  shudder,  but  you  know  every  word  that  I  tell  you 
is  the  truth.  Milo  Pierce,  you  are  going  to  die  or  pass  out  of 
the  body  a  poor  man  as  towards  worldly  goods.  You  have  a 
spiritual  element  that  surrounds  you,  wherein  dwells  a  true  soul 
that  is  superior  to  all  of  earth's  glittering  baubles. 

"When  I  lived  in  my  physical  body  I  thought  I  was  capa- 
ble of  giving  people  good  advice.  My  whole  make-up  was  that 
of  conceit,  all  my  surroundings  were  egotistical  and  I  have  not 
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laid  it  down  yet.  That  is  why  I  took  the  pleasure  today  to 
reach  you  through  this  instrument  that  is  no  earthly  good  for 
anything  else  but  spirits  to  talk  through.  Oh,  I  have  longed 
for  this  day,  ]\Iilo  Pierce.  You  taunted  me  with  John  Winslow, 
and  said  our  connection  was  not  moral  with  each  other.  You 
lied,  and  you  knew  you  lied,  so  I  am  here  today  to  assert  my 
rights  on  that  part  of  the  question. 

"It  makes  me  laugh  to  think  how  all  the  gilded  trappings 
have  passed  from  your  clutches  and  you  have  come  down  to  a 
common  way  of  living,  which  will  do  3'ou  good.  Perhaps  if  I 
had  become  one  of  the  beautiful  angels  that  people  living  in 
the  ph}-sical  body  speak  of,  I  would  have  forgiven  the  insult 
you  thrust  upon  me  no  doubt,  but  not  being  of  that  condition 
I  give  it  you  here  today  as  I  feel."  Then  I  heard  one  of  the 
most  devilish  laughs  I  think  I  ever  listened  to.  The  medium 
came  out  from  under  the  condition  in  about  ten  minutes.  Dur- 
ing the  conversation  I  was  in  a  bath  of  perspiration.  Professor 
Coonley  said,  "Justiji,  allow  me  to  take  Doctor  Pierce  into  the 
house — he  is  not  well.  Now,  if  you  will  assist  me  we  will  get 
him  there  very  soon."  I  was  taken  to  the  house  and  laid  on  a 
couch  in  a  beautiful  room  which  looked  like  a  fairy  bower.  It 
had  many  pretty  pictures  on  the  walls,  and  beautiful  flowers 
placed  in  vases  throughout  the  room. 

Professor  Coonley  gave  me  a  treatment  and  I  went  into  a 
beautiful  sleep.  When  I  awoke  I  felt  so  happy  and  thought 
surely  this  must  be  the  home  of  the  spirits  that  can  bring  such 
a  pleasant  feeling.  I  heard  Prof.  Coonley  talking  to  an  old  gen- 
tleman out  on  the  veranda.  While  I  was  looking  at  the  pictures 
on  the  wall  I  heard  a  light  step  crossing  the  room.  I  turned 
around  and  there  I  saw  Justin,  the  medium.  He  spoke  to  me 
in  a  pleasant  way,  saying,  "Prof.  Coonley  tells  me  you  are  Dr. 
Pierce.  Now,  Doctor,  if  you  will  follow  me  I  will  lead  you  to 
the  dining  rfx)m,  where  dinner  is  about  to  be  served."  He  said 
it  in  such  a  beautiful  way  that  1  thought.  "Oh,  God,  can  this  be 
the  person  who  talked  so  harshly  and  cruelly  to  me  today,  and 
scowled  on  me  like  a  fiend  looking  for  revenge?"  Let  me  tell 
you  right  here,  sir,  that  Justin  had  a  pretty  way  with  him  when 
he  was  not  imdcr  the  influence  of  some  spirit.  From  those  eyes, 
which    J    tell   you,   sir.    were   beautiful   eves,   could   come   such   a 
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ij^entle.  mild  lo^k  it  would  win  you  to  his  side  in  no  time.  I  fol- 
lowed him  to  the  dining-room,  where  I  found  a  number  of  peo- 
ple already  seated  at  the  table. 

I  will  try  and  gi\'e  you  some  of  their  names.  There  was 
that  sweet  Quaker  lady  whom  the  world  knew  by  the  name  of 
Olivia  Stephens,  Prof.  Coonley,  a  Mrs.  Jennie  Johnson  and  her 
daughter  Lulu  Johnson,  a  man  who  bore  the  name  of  Rev.  Dr. 
Mills.  There  was  a  ^liss  Bessie  Park,  a  Julia  Allen.  Robert 
Conway,  an  old  gentleman  who  was  the  medium's  foster  father, 
a  Tulia  Me>  er  and  son,  and  Chas.  Landis,  who  laid  out  the  Mne- 
land  tract.  Senator  Case  and  wife.  Harry  Gordon.  Mrs.  Suydam, 
Ceo.  Suydam,  William  Suydam,  the  medium  and  myself.  The 
couA-ersation  w-as  very  elevating;  there  were  some  of  the  most 
heavenly  instructions  that  I  ever  listened  to.  I  thought  to  my- 
self if  only  sweet  Sarah  w^ere  there  to  partake  of  some  of  the 
beautiful  thoughts  expressed.  I  say  partake,  sir.  because  it  was 
all  food  for  the  soul.  I  discovered  the  food  that  fed  the  physical 
body  was  the  least  part  of  their  thoughts. 

It  seemed  to  me  as  if  the  medium,  Justin,  had  divined  my 
thoughts.  He  looked  at  me  and  said,  "Dr.  Pierce,  wouldn't  you 
like  to  have  your  lady  present?"  I  clasped  his  hand  and  the 
tears  came  from  my  eyes,  saying,  "You  have  divined  my 
thought."  He  excused  himself  and  withdrew  from  the  table; 
he  returned  in  about  ten  mintites,  saying,  "Doctor,  I  think  your 
lady  will  be  here  soon,  if  I  judge  aright."  The  conversation 
went  on  in  its  pleasant  way  and  it  did  not  seem  to  me  we  had 
l)een  conversing  over  ten  minutes  at  the  most,  but  of  course  it 
was  longer,  when  the  dining  room  door  was  opened  by  a  maid 
and  there  stood  my  sweet  Sarah  with  a  frightened  look  upou 
her  face.  \Mien  I  stepped  toward  her  she  became  reassured 
that  all  was  well.  Justin  said,  "Step  this  way,  Mrs.  Pierce,  and 
take  this  chair  next  to  your  husband."  She  said,  'T  did  not 
come  prepared  to  dine,.  I  thought  something  had  happened  ta 
my  husband,  as  the  boy  who  was  dri\ing  could  give  me  no  in- 
formation  in   the   matter." 

Justin  laughed  and  said,  "There  has  a  good  deal  happened 
to  him  since  he  came  here.  He  has  had  a  long  sleep  and  awoke 
with  a  good  appetite,  as  you  will  discover  if  you  look  at  his 
plate."     \\'hile  I  had  removed  from  the  table  to  receive  my  Sarah 
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Prof.  Coonley  and  others  had  heaped  up  my  plate  with  chicken 
bones  and  fragments  of  other  dishes,  ^^'hen  Sarah  looked  at 
my  plate  she  laughed  and  said,  "Papa,  I  think  that  your  appe- 
tite must  have  been  ravenous."  Justin  smiled  and  said,  "Mrs. 
Pierce,  you  must  always  be  prepared  for  any  and  all  emergencies 
in  life,  as  you  have  discovered  by  looking  at  your  husband's 
plate,"  which  was  the  cause  of  a  big  laugh  by  the  guests  pres- 
ent. I  discovered  that  the  medium  had  given  her  his  chair,  and 
when  we  were  all  seated  again  Justin  said,  "Now,  friends,  I  am 
going  to  play  waiter,"  which  he  did,  and  all  the  antics  that  I 
ever  saw  anyone  cut  up  were  brought  into  view  that  day.  He 
was  controlled  by  a  little  Indian  girl  whose  name  was  Rosa.  She 
got  all  our  plates  mixed  up,  our  knives  and  forks  and  napkins, 
and  how  she  did  it  I  can't  really  tell  you.  I  think  it  must  have 
been  done  while  she  was  getting  off  some  of  her  quaint  sayings, 
wdiich  was  the  cause  of  much  merriment  and  a  great  deal  of 
laughter  on  the  part  of  the  guests.  When  we  had  quieted  down 
and  she  had  given  orders  to  finish  up  in  order  that  the  dishes 
might  be  removed  to  the  kitchen  for  the  purpose  of  washing  and 
drying,  she  said,  "She  wanted  every  squaw  to  help  the  maid, 
and  the  braves  must  put  the  room  in  order,  for  she  didn't  believe 
in  giving  people  things  to  eat  for  nothing." 

When  we  had  quieted  down  the  Rev.  Dr.  Mills  discovered 
he  was  eating  out  of  the  soup  tureen.  Prof.  Coonley  discov- 
ered that  all  the  mashed  potatoes  that  were  left  were  on  his 
plate,  while  all  the  bones  had  been  transferred  to  Olivia 
Stephen's  plate,  and  the  forks  and  knives  had  all  been  piled  up 
alongside  of  Harry  Gordon's  plate.  Mrs.  Suydam's  lap  con- 
tained all  the  napkins.  On  Mrs.  Johnson's  head  was  placed  a 
large  fruit  dish.  Wm.  Suydam  was  hugging  a  large  platter  to 
his  breast,  while  Julia  Allen  had  a  large  glass  with  the  celery 
in  it,  hugging  it,  and  calling  it  sweet  names.  My  wife  Sarah 
had  all  the  cranberry  sauce  that  had  been  left  over,  on  her  plate. 
While  each  and  every  one  of  us  that  I  have  not  named  found 
ourselves  in  peculiar  predicaments. 

Harry  Gordon's  principal  control  yelled  out  at  the  top  of 
his  voice,  "Ladies  and  gentlemen,  I  think  if  I  were  in  your  places 
I'fl  leave  something  behind  to  show  the  people  of  the  house 
that  at  least  you  had  some  generosity  in  your  nature,  and  did 
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not  intend  to  carry  off  everything."  Just  then  Rosa  gave  one 
of  her  laughs  for  which  she  is  noted,  saying,  "Squaws  and  braves, 
it  takes  a  heap  shiner  and  plenty  of  wampum  to  get  tliem  things 
back."  Then  we  looked  at  each  other  and  discovered  the  pre- 
dicament we  were  in;  some  holding  things  while  others  had 
their  plates  heaped  up  with  eatables,  and  of  all  the  foolish  lot 
of  people  that  you  ever  saw  we  were  those  people,  and  when  we 
had  come  to  our  senses  laughter  knew  no  bounds.  That  was  the 
first   introduction  of  the  medium. 

When  once  you  had  entered  that  home  and  broken  bread 
with  the  people  of  the  house  you  felt  from  that  moment  you 
were  one  of  the  family.  That  evening  a  circle  was  held  in  the 
parlor  of  the  home.  It  was  the  grandest  circle  that  ever  I  was 
present  at  during  my  life  in  a  physical  body.  A  shawl  which 
had  been  the  medium's  traveling  shawl,  and  thoroughly  magne- 
tized, was  hung  in  one  corner  of  the  parlor.  I  mean  the  medium 
Justin.  Harry  Gordon,  the  materializing  medium,  sat  upon  a 
wooden  chair  behind  the  shawl.  After  the  company  had 
sung  several  pieces  Harry  Gordon  walked  out  from  behind  the 
shawl,  came  to  where  Justin  was  sitting  and  said,  "Puss,  the 
spirits  want  you  to  arrange  the  circle  on  this  occasion  by  im- 
pression." then  returned  behind  the  shawl  and  sat  on  the  wooden 
chair.  Puss  stood  up  in  front  of  the  shawl,  saying,  "Friends, 
stand  up  and  I  will  re-arrange  the  circle  by  impression."  He 
did  so  and  when  all  had  taken  their  seats  he  said  to  my  wife, 
"Do  you  know  the  song,  'Evening  Shadows?'  "  She  said,  Justin, 
I  do.  That  was  a  piece  of  music  that  I  used  to  sing  in  public." 
They  both  started  singing,  while  some  of  us  assisted  them  in 
the  rendition  of  the  piece  of  music.  It  was  grand  to  listen  to. 
A  materialized  spirit,  a  lady,  stood  in  front  of  the  shawl,  all 
draped  in  white.  W  hen  we  had  ceased  singing  she  stepped  for- 
ward, close  to  where  the  friends  were  sitting.  She  raised  one 
of  her  hands  with  a  graceful  gesture,  saying  as  she  did  so, 
"Friends,  you  sang  that  piece  of  music  ])eautifully.  When  I 
lived  in  a  physical  body  I  was  known  to  the  world  as  Jenny  Lind. 
I  met  Little  Justin  in  England,  while  I  was  living  in  the  body. 
I  was  present  at  r>uckingham  Palace  on  one  occasion  while  Little 
Justin  was  there.  Now.  friends,  this  circle  is  to  be  in  Heaven. 
You  are  all  searching  for  Truth  and  I  am  one  of  the  conditions 
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that  goes  to  make  up  the  truth  of  materialization.  I  will  now 
sing  for  you  'The  Lover  and  the  Bird,'  if  you  will  assist  me." 
We  discovered  there  were  only  two  besides  herself  who  were 
familiar  with  the  music,  Puss  and  my  sweet  Sarah.  The  spirit 
commenced  to  sing  and  they  assisted  her  in  the  piece  of  music. 
While  they  were  singing,  the  three  of  them  together,  it  seemed 
to  me  I  could  not  return  to  earth  again,  for  we  were  away  beyond 
all  the  coarse,  crude  walks  in  life.  When  they  had  finished  the 
piece  of  music  the  spirit  dematerialized  in  full  view  of  all  the 
friends,  ar^d  alas,  I  discovered  that  I  was  once  more  upon  the 
earth  plane.  All  the  friends  present  had  many  materialize  and 
come  to  where  they  were  sitting  and  talk  to  them  as  of  yore.  No 
one  present  was  omitted  and  they  were  all  recognized  in  a 
bright  light.  Air.  Hulburd,  that  was  heaven  on  earth  for  one 
day  to  me,  not  only  to  me,  but  to  all  who  were  present.  We 
slept  that  night  at  Justin's  home.  Before  we  retired  we  all 
stood  in  the  sitting  room  and  sang  "Nearer,  My  God,  to  Thee." 
I  only  wish,  sir,  you  could  have  been  present  and  heard  how 
that  hymn  was  sung  that  night.  All  I  can  say,  it  was  heavenly. 
We  had  been  with  the  angels  and  must  retire  to  battle  with  the 
coming  morrow.  As  a  spirit  I  can  hear  the  singing  of  that 
"Nearer,  ]\Iy  God,  to  Thee,"  for  it  never  left  me  and  will  always 
remain  with  me  tliroughout  eternity.  We  will  now  discontinue 
until  another  time. 

Wednesday.  November  20th,  1901. 

Good  morning,  Mr.  Hulburd.  There  is  a  vivid  condition 
surroundii  g  me  that  speaks  of  the  life-giving  properties  of  health 
that  I  find  here  in  abundance  in  your  pretty  valley,  where  indi- 
viduals in  physical  bodies  may  receive  all  their  conditions  re- 
quire under  your  majestic  live  oaks.  Sentinels  of  time  that  have 
seen  the  races  of  Indians  come  and  go.  I  have  discovered 
through  the  passivity  of  the  mineral  condition  located  in  your 
rocks,  transmitted  to  the  garden  of  vegetation,  there  we  find  the 
elixir  waiting  man's  growth.  Individuals  inhabiting  physical 
bodies  can  find  the  true  source  of  health  by  coming  here  to  your 
mountains  and  living  in  accordance  with  nature's  laws.  Let 
their  diet  1  e  frugal.  ])lain  and  systematic,  partaking  only  of 
cereals,  fruit  and  water,  which  I  have  discovered  is  here  in 
abundanc"   in   your  mountain   valleys.     The   water  that   gurgles 
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out  of  your  living"  springs  contains  health  properties  in  every 
draught.  When  people  will  learn  to  live  on  the  hygienic  plan 
and  go  forth  into  the  woods  on  such  a  beautiful  morning  as  this, 
what  is  there  to  prevent  them  from  receiving  health?  I  can  see 
in  the  not  far  distance  there  will  be  many  l^eautiful  homes  ])uilt 
in  these  mountain  retreats,  where  the  invalid  can  come  and 
through  a  sensible  mode  of  living,  bring  back  the  rosy  hue  to 
the  blanched  cheek.  The  pale  expression  and  tint  will  leave  their 
faces  so  that  they  can  return  to  the  world  again  healthy  indi- 
viduals— perhaps  a  little  bronzed,  but  with  a  vigorous  mind 
and  body.  In  many  of  the  localities  of  these  mountains  people 
will  find  health  and  become  renewed  men  and  women. 

Now  I  will  speak  of  my  life  in  Vineland,  New  Jerse}',  con- 
nected with  this  medium  and  many  other  dear  friends.  We  had 
formed  a  class  or  circle,  as  you  call  it,  which  met  at  the  home 
of  Justin,  the  medium.  T  will  give  you  a  list  of  their  names. 
There  was  Dr.  Jennings,  his  wife  and  son,  IMrs.  Jennie  Johnson, 
Mr.  Johnson,  husband  of  said  Jennie  Johnson,  Miss  Lulu  John- 
son, William  E.  Johnson,  Prof.  Bartlett,  Olivia  Stephens  and 
Miss  Grace  Howard.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Howell's  two  daughters 
and  one  son  were  present  in  the  class,  Harry  Gordon,  Mrs.  Suy- 
dam,  George  and  William  Suydam,  Mr.  and  Airs.  Merwin  and 
granddaughter,  a  Julia  INIeyer  and  son,  my  sweet  Sarah  and  my- 
self.    Sometimes  either  of  my  three  boys  would  be  present. 

This  class  was  held  on  Tuesday  and  Thursday  evenings  to 
receive  instruction  from  the  higher  life  through  Little  Justin's 
mediumship  and  many  were  the  grand  lessons  taught  to  that 
class.  On  each  Sunday  afternoon  the  public  were  invited  to 
Justin's  home  where  several  mediums  were  controlled,  giving 
tests  to  the  people. 

The  principal  lectures  given  on  all  occasions  came  through 
the  mediumship  of  Little  Justin.  Sometimes  we  would  hear 
and  receive  spiritual  instruction  through  his  mediumshiji  1)y  a 
Japanese  spirit  calling  himself  Yapan.  At  other  limes  we 
would  receive  instruct'on  from  a  spirit  that  went  by  the  name 
of  Sir  Thomas  Clifton,  an  English  barrister  of  the  law  courts 
of  England.  The  instructions  we  received  had  a  civilizing  pro- 
cess upon  our  minds.  They  dealt  with  facts  that  educated  us 
to  the  understanding  that  wc  are  spirits  living  in  a  body.     T  have 
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heard  many  of  the  people  present  on  those  occasions  express 
I  hemselves  that  they  had  never  understood  true  Spiritual  happi- 
ness until  then.  They  would  say,  "Oh,  we  live  such  different 
lives  now  to  that  previous  to  our  coming  here.  Our  families 
seem  to  be  so  harmonious  and  feel  for  others'  conditions,  look- 
ing at  them  in  a  different  light  than  we  had  before.  Since  we 
commenced  to  attend  these  meetings  we  have  more  generosity 
for  each  other  and  feel  now  that  we  can  overlook  many  little 
things  in  life  that  used  to  bring  a  discordant  condition;  we  have 
found  God's  true  religion."  The  expressions  were  many,  sir, 
that  came  from  the  different  individuals  present.  They  all  went 
away  feeling  happy,  expressing  that  they  had  received  much 
benefit  from  the  meetings.  Mr.  Hulburd,  those  days  were 
Heaven  upon  earth  to  many  others  and  myself.  When  he  left 
us  and  went  south  with  Mr.  Meyer  to  try  and  gain  better  health 
we  all  felt  the  head  of  the  house  was  gone.  Our  leader  and 
medium  was  taken  from  us.  We  tried  to  keep  the  meetings  up 
by  assembling  at  each  other's  homes,  but  it  lasted  only  for  a 
while,  and  finally  passed  away.  We  had  a  number  of  mediums 
that  were  controlled,  and  several  addresses  given  to  us  through 
their  mediumship.  They  all  did  their  best,  God  bless  them,  but 
we  failed  to  keep  the  meetings  up,  as  the  people  wanted  to  hear 
Justin's  guides  speak  and  said  they  would  not  come  if  he  did  not 
return.  We  hired  three  public  speakers  at  different  times.  On 
their  first  night's  appearance  the  hall  would  be  pretty  well  filled ; 
after  that  on  each  night  the  audience  would  be  smaller  and 
smaller,  until  finally  hardly  anyone  would  attend.  They  wanted 
Justin.  We  could  not  produce  him  and  finally  the  society  broke 
up.  The  people  said  they  all  loved  to  go  to  his  home  upon  the 
hill  and  listen  to  his  guides,  who  gave  them  a  high  order  of 
spirituality.  A  number  of  families  in  the  neighborhood  became 
dissatisfied,  we  among  the  others,  and  thought  we  would  re- 
move to  a  distant  state  and  after  living  there  two  or  three  years, 
thought  we  would  remove  back  to  Vineland  more  satisfied.  Some 
of  the  families  diri  so,  l)ut  i  nc\'cr  returned  while  living  in  a 
physical  body.     I  ])assed  away  in  Michigan. 

Now,  sir,  I  am  going  to  relate  to  you  a  wonderful  mani- 
festation that  took  place  at  Justin's  home.  In  the  month  of  De- 
cember, 1878.  Mrs.  Jennie  Johnson,  .Mrs.  Jennings,  the  medium, 
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Justin,  and  my  wife  had  a  desire  to  give  a  dinner  to  their  most 
intimate  friends.  Invitations  were  sent  out  and  all  preparations 
made  for  said  dinner.  In  their  dining-room,  that  is,  the  dining 
-room  at  Justin's  home  upon  the  hill,  which  went  by  the  name 
of  Rosa's  Wigwam,  were  windows  to  the  east  and  west.  Out 
of  the  dining  room  opened  a  door  that  led  into  a  large  sitting- 
room  which  had  windows  looking  south  and  west.  So  you  see 
they  had  the  sun  all  day.  They  had  a  large  oak  table  in  that 
dining  room.  When  it  was  stretched  to  its  full  capacity  it  con- 
tained ten  large  oak  leaves,  so  you  see  quite  a  company  could 
be  seated  at  the  table. 

Now  I  will  give  you  a  list  of  the  names  of  people  who  were 
present  to  partake  of  said  dinner  on  that  occasion.  There  was 
the  Reverend  Dr.  ]\Iills,  that  is  the  name  they  are  addressed  by 
people  living  in  physical  bodies.  Prof.  Bartlett,  Prof.  Coonley, 
Dr.  Jennings  and  wife,  Mrs.  Suydam,  William  Suydam,  Doctor 
Gordon,  Mrs.  Jennie  Johnson,  Miss  Lulu  Johnson  and  Miss  Julia 
Meyer,  Doctor  White,  Doctor  Milo  Pierce  and  wife  Sarah, 
Olivia  Stephens  and  Justin,  the  medium,  and  the  hired  girl, 
Fannie,  whose  last  name  I  do  not  remember. 

All  the  food  was  placed  upon  the  table  in  order  that  each 
individual  could  help  themselves.  \Mien  the  guests  had  taken 
their  seats  at  the  table  it  became  quite  dark,  as  the  snow  was 
falling.  It  was  then  half  past  five  in  the  afternoon.  The  maid, 
Fannie,  lit  two  large  lamps  and  placed  them  on  the  table,  then 
she  drew  down  the  blinds,  letting  the  lace  curtains  at  the  same 
time  fall  together.  All  the  guests  around  the  table  held  each 
other's  hands  while  they  sung  that  beautiful  piece  of  music, 
"When  Evening  Brings  the  Twilight  O'er."  The  execution  of 
the  music  was  grand,  as  there  were  several  fine  singers  present. 
When  they  had  taken  their  seats  and  commenced  to  enjoy  the 
food  prepared  for  that  occasion  by  the  ladies,  loud  raps  were 
heard  all  over  the  wall  and  floor.  We  had  a  strong  band  of  me- 
diums present  on  that  occasion  to  whom  were  attached  a  strong 
band  of  spirits.  While  the  guests  present  were  entertaining  each 
other  in  quiet  conversation  a  spirit  hand  caught  hold  of  my  pants 
down  near  the  ankle  and  almost  dragged  me  off  the  chair.  Just 
then  Olivia  Stephens'  hair  was  taken  down,  which  was  as  hand- 
some a  head  of  hair  as  I  ever  looked  upon  ;  it  was  thrown  around 
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her  shoulders  like  a  mantle,  which  made  us  all  laugh.  Prof. 
Bartlett  wore  a  pair  of  slippers.  The  one  from  the  right  foot 
was  taken  oil  and  placed  in  ]Mrs.  Jennings'  lap,  which  caused 
another  laugh.  Just  then  Dr.  Gordon  said.  "Justin,  what  makes 
you  look  so  queer?"  Justin's  answer  was,  "I  was  going  to  ask 
you,  Doctor,  and  se\eral  others  around  the  table,  what  made 
them  all  look  queer."  He  had  no  sooner  spoken  the  words  when 
we  heard  a  noise  as  if  the  legs  of  the  table  were  scraping  on  the 
carpet,  when  all  of  a  sudden  the  heavy  oak  table  with  the  food 
upon  it,  and  the  two  large  lamps  burning,  that  were  placed  a 
considerable  way  from  each  end  of  the  table,  commenced  to 
sway  to  and  fro.  My  wife  burst  out  into  that  beautiful  piece 
of  music,  "Oh,  God,  Thou  art  a  \A'itness  Here  Today."  Then 
the  table  remained  motionless  for  about  ten  minutes. 

Justin  commenced  to  sing  "Nearer,  'Sly  God,  to  Thee,"  and 
all  the  guests  joined  in.  It  seemed  as  if  the  whole  room  and 
house  was  filled  with  spirits  and  angels.  After  they  had  finished 
singing  the  hymn  the  table  arose  and  was  elevated  in  space  about 
two  feet  from  the  carpet.  Nothing  was  disturbed  upon  the  ta- 
ble ;  it  all  remained  as  solid  as  if  the  table  was  standing  upon  the 
floor.  While  the  table  was  still  held  in  space  Prof.  Bartlett  said, 
"We  thank  you,  blessed  spirits,  for  this  grand  manifestation  to- 
day." The  table  was  lowered  to  the  floor  and  the  guests  sang, 
'Tn  the  Sweet  Bye  and  Bye.""  Then  Justin  w'as  controlled  and 
the  spirit  gave  us  a  beautiful  invocation,  after  which  Airs.  Jen- 
nings was  controlled,  improvising  a  poem  on  the  dinner  and  the 
guests.  Then  Air.  vShattuck  spoke  through  the  mediumship  of 
Dr.  Gordon,  saying,  "Friends  and  Lovers  of  Truth,  Harmony 
has  reigned  so  perfectly  in  your  midst  today  that  you  have  real- 
ized the  manifestation  we  have  produced  in  your  presence.  All 
your  minds  were  attuned  to  the  beauties  of  nature,  no  e\il 
thought  lay  in  any  of  your  souls,  so  you  see  if  we  could  always 
find  such  harmony  you  can  understand  by  this  that  such  spirit- 
ual manifestations  could  take  place  where  it  reigns." 

Just  then,  sir,  the  rappings  commenced  upon  the  floor.  They 
were  so  loud  anc'  ])ovverful  you  would  think  several  individuals 
were  j^ounding  with  hammers.  After  awhile  they  ceased,  and  a 
voice  sang  through  Justin,  "I  will  meet  you  before  the  throne 
of  Love,  where  you  can  listen  to  spirit  messages  from  above." 
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\\'hen  he  had  finished  the  lamps  were  extinguished  immediately 
and  we  were  left  in  the  dark,  which  caused  a  big  laugh.  Doctor 
White  took  a  match  out  of  his  pocket  and  lit  the  lamps  again. 
The  gentlemen  adjourned  to  the  sitting  room,  while  the  ladies 
cleared  the  table  and  carried  the  dishes  to  the  buttery  to  be 
washed.  When  the  ladies  returned  to  the  sitting"  room  and  were 
seated  JNIr.  Mills  arose  and  addressed  the  guests  present,  saying, 
"Ladies  and  gentlemen,  the  grand  manifestations  that  I  have 
witnessed  in  this  house  today  permit  of  no  loophole  through 
which  I  can  crawl  out  and  denounce  Spiritualism  as  a  fraud. 
I  would  not  have  missed  wdiat  I  have  seen  here  today  and  the 
pleasure  of  looking  upon  the  wonderful  manifestation  for  all  my 
college  education  and  other  jjleasures.  It  is  beyond  my  com- 
prehension, yet  still  remains  a  fact.  Now  I  know  disembodied 
spirits  return  to  this  mundane  sphere  and  hold  communication 
with  their  loved  ones.     I  am  a  Spiritualist  through  all  eternity." 

Several  of  the  other  mediums  were  controlled  by  their  guides 
and  addressed  us  beautifully  on  that  occasion.  It  would  take  up 
too  much  time  and  space  to  describe  the  grand  utterances  and 
sayings  of  all  tlie  spirits,  so  I  will  now  close,  thanking  the  guides, 
yourself  and  the  mediums  who  gave  me  this  pleasure  of  com- 
municating my  few  sayings  to  3-our  valuable  book. 

I  am  glad  to  see  that  your  medium  has  lived  nearly  to  the 
age  of  seventy-three,  which  he  will  be  on  the  22nd  of  the  month. 
His  walk  through  this  embodiment  has  been  a  bold  and  daring 
one,  but  the  record  of  the  work  speaks  for  itself.  He  fought 
the  battle  and  won  the  price.  His  medal,  the  talisman  of  life, 
is  the  sequel  to  all  eternity,  meaning,  "Sequence  so  Panum," 
which  translated  from  ancient  Sanskrit  means,  "Plero  of  time," 
and  we  will  attach  to  it,  "Heroine  of  perfection  through  all  eter- 
nity," which  means  spirit  divinity,  looking  God  face  to  face,  with 
the  whole  spiritual  race  unified  in  life.  The  gift  that  I  present 
to  him  on  his  birthday  is  the  love  of  my  soul  blending  with  his, 
and  to  all  eternity. 

I  thank  you  for  taking  down  my  communication.  I  could 
give  many  other  facts  connected  with  his  mediumship,  but  will 
lay  them  aside  to  be  taken  up  at  another  time.     Good  day. 


John   Bartlett 

Chapter  XV 


Thursday,   Xoveml)er  28th,   1901. 

I  actually  believe  I  am  controlling  a  medium,  a  force  in  na- 
ture that  deals  with  intellect  and  intelligence.  Today  is  a  day 
of  thanksgiving  in  the  churches  and  homes  of  New  England. 

I  came  of  New  England  stock;  that  is,  when  I  inhabited  a 
body.  Aly  spirit  is  from  God,  my  body  was  from  New  England 
stock.  A  smile  of  mirth  pervades  my  spirit  when  I  think  how 
the  first  pilgrims  who  landed  on  New  England's  shore  came  to 
the  new  world,  as  they  called  it,  to  find  freedom  and  a  true  wor- 
ship of  God  according  to  their  ideas  of  the  matter.  They  called 
it  a  new  world,  but  those  living  in  physical  bodies  will  find  it  a 
very  old  world  through  the  process  of  excavation  into  the  bow- 
els of  mother  earth.  Astronomers,  astrologists  and  scientific  men 
and  women  speak  of  the  glacier  period  and  also  of  the  stone  age. 
They  produce  in  print  through  pages  of  their  magazines  the  im- 
pressions of  foot  prints  of  animals  and  birds.  Those  impressions 
have  been  preserved  perfectly  through  the  process  of  petrifac- 
tion in  clay  and  sand,  but  yet  they  have  to  discover  the  foot- 
prints of  the  human  race  wherein  men  and  women's  feet  hold 
the  measurement  of  twenty-four  to  thirty  inches. 

Those  impressions  will  be  discovered  through  re-embodi- 
ment. The  spirits  who  inhabited  those  bodies  were  giants  in 
their  time.  Those  spirits  will  become  re-embodied.  There  will 
be  a  strong  attraction  between  them  and  their  physical  condition 
that  once  trod  mother  earth.  It  will  be  so  strong  that  they  will 
be  led  to  excavate  into  the  depths  of  the  earth  and  through  that 
condition  they  will  discover  their  own  foot  prints  which  petri- 
faction has  preserved  through  many  ages  awaiting  discovery 
by  the  individual  or  individuals  who  left  those  foot  prints  there. 
It  is  through  the  grand  law  of  attraction  and  re-embodiment  that 
they  will  be  discovered. 
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Little  will  the  individual  think  when  he  is  expatiating  and 
expressing  in  his  lectures  to  the  audience  of  the  wonderful  dis- 
covery that  has  been  made  there  was  a  time  when  a  race  of  giants 
lived.  A\'e  can  prove  this  as  a  fact  to  you  by  the  discovery  of  the 
foot  prints  in  petrifaction.  Now  we  will  throw  upon  canvas  for 
the  benefit  of  your  knowledge  and  intellect,  a  perfect  picture 
taken  from  the  impression  of  the  foot  print  so  that  you  will  un- 
derstand there  lived  upon  this  planet  a  human  race  that  stood  to 
the  height  of  ten  to  twelve  feet,  so  ladies  and  genttemen,  you  see 
by  this  wonderful  discovery  that  ours  is  an  old  continent.  Little 
does  the  lecturer  understand  that  he  is  showing  the  foot  prints 
of  his  own  race.  That  he  inhabited  a  body  at  that  time  and. 
walked  throughout  the  earth,  leaving  an  impression  and  expres- 
sion on  the  tablets  of  time.  So  you  see,  through  the  law  of  re- 
embodiment  mother  nature  has  been  kind  and  gentle  to  allow 
this  individual  to  come  back  and  lecture  on  his  own  foot  prints. 

What  is  religion,  compared  to  the  great  storehouse  of 
knowledge  that  deals  with  the  father  and  mother  God?  Religion 
is  like  a  cork  floating  on  the  water,  playing  hide  and  seek  with 
the  wind  and  tide  until  finally  it  drifts  into  an  eddy,  where  it  is 
caught  in  the  debris  brought  there  by  the  winds  from  the  for- 
est and  meadows.  It  is  held  in  security  for  a  tornado,  and 
through  the  power  of  wind  it  is  lashed  out  again  onto  the  broad 
expanse  of  ocean.  It  drifts  hither  and  yonder,  to  the  amusement 
of  the  wind  and  tide.  It  may  find  a  lodgment  bye  and  bye,  when 
it  is  washed  into  another  eddy  of  debris  and  driftwood  to  re- 
main only  for  a  little  while  and  then  out  again  upon  the  broad 
expanse  of  water,  knowing  no  certain  location  nor  home,  but  on, 
throughout  all  eternity.  So  it  is  with  the  religion  of  the  human 
soul,  floating  and  flitting  from  one  condition  to  another,  trying 
to  find  the  true  aspect  of  the  soul. 

Commemoration  plays  a  part  in  his  religious  thought.  He 
thinks  of  the  past  and  through  the  power  of  commemoration 
grabs  ard  grasps  at  the  future,  wondering  if  there  is  no  perfect 
lodgment  for  the  intellect  of  the  soul.  It  is  only  through  com- 
memoration of  the  past  that  they  try  to  build  a  monument  to 
the  ignorant  part  of  life  through  which  they  have  just  passed. 
This  commemoration  hr^lds  good  through  all  life.  It  becomes 
a  teacher  tfj   lift   tlicm    u])   out   of  the   ])ast   fallacies  of   religion. 
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There  was  a  power  that  lay  dormant  in  this  commeinoratiun, 
but  when  they  looked  on  this  monument  of  past  superstition  it 
brought  to  their  minds  a  higher  light  than  that  of  past  crude 
superstition  and  fabrication  of  dead  ages  in  religion. 

Reason  commenced  to  assert  its  rights  and  as  the  soul  looked 
upon  the  beauties  of  mother  nature,  it  beheld  the  embellishment 
knocking  at  the  door  of  forces  and  intellect,  which  brought  to 
it  a  glowing  smile  of  the  whole  sensibility  of  wisdom  and  power. 
Oh,  the  innate  part  of  life  was  at  work  and  leavening  the  whole 
part  or  lump  of  judicious  thought.  A  star  shot  out  from  this 
commemoration,  which  became  a  guide  to  the  mind  and  by  its 
power,  soul  thought  discovered  the  law  of  evolution.  It 
would  no  longer  down  at  religion's  beck  and  call,  but  threw  it 
to  the  winds  of  time,  for  it  had  discovered  there  was  a  law  called 
Karma,  and  to  make  a  perfect  Karma  it  had  to  live  a  perfect  life, 
called  the  eon  of  time. 

Priestcraft  and  false  religion  can  play  no  part  in  perfect 
Karma.  To  reach  pure  and  perfect  Nirvana  you  can  only  deal 
with  Wisdom,  religion  upheld  by  the  law  of  reason,  the  monitor 
of  all  time.  The  metempsychosis  of  life  displays  to  you  the  per- 
fect origin  of  the  human  race.  Through  this  perfect  scintilla- 
tion ar.d  installation  of  God's  wisdom  is  disperses  the  dark  cloud 
of  religion's  superstition.  As  you  watch  the  break  of  day,  it 
floods  your  soul  with  a  dawning  light.  You  comprehend  through 
that  pow'Cr  there  are  no  two  mornings  alike,  and  so  it  is  with  the 
dark  abyss  of  religion.  It  is  all  freckled  through  priestcraft, 
which  shows  to  the  communing  of  a  bright  soul  perfect  Nirvana 
can  have  no  freckles  on  it.  Light,  power  and  reason  are  the  solar 
principles  there.  As  it  kisses  the  violet  breath  of  heaven  each 
morning,  it  holds  out  the  olive  branch  of  peace  to  the  human 
race.  It  says,  be  no  longer  crushed  by  the  weight  of  ignorance  ; 
give  true  civilization  an  abiding  place  in  your  soul.  Do  not  per- 
secute your  brother  or  sister,  as  the  Puritans  of  New  England 
did.  By  their  condition  of  persecution  they  demoralized  the 
coming  race,  hanging  and  destroying  innocent  people  called 
watches.  WsLit — wait  until  you  see  the  grass  grow  in  the  streets 
w'here  millions  have  trod.  Their  Karma  was  that  of  a  slaughter 
pen,  and  they  cannot  escape  the  punishment  of  a  just  law.  A 
veil  will  be  lifted  one  day  and  parted   for  their  Ijcnefit,  so  they 
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may  see  Truth  in  all  its  purity  ;  the  highest  religion  in  the  di- 
vinity of  Father  and  Mother  God  of  Time.  The  astral  shade 
that  will  pass  through  their  streets  will  shake  the  fingers  of  de- 
rision and  mockery  at  their  once  boasted  religion  that  compelled 
them  to  become  devils  and  slaves  to  their  own  conscience,  the 
conscience   of  tryanny,  of  persecution. 

Ah,  how  history  repeats  itself.  It  builds  up  a  conclave  of 
reason  for  the  future  generations  when  the  eon  of  man  shall  come 
among  them  as  a  Mahatma  and  revelator  of  time.  This  low, 
beastly  thought  that  they  now  call  the  word  of  God  will  become 
an  outcast  covered  with  leprosy.  The  Neophyte  and  chela  that 
have  sat  at  the  feet  of  the  great  teacher  will  speak  to  them  words 
of  wisdom  received  from  the  great  masters,  to  whom  it  was  a 
pleasure  to  listen.  It  was  the  bread  and  staff  of  life,  fitting  for 
their  condition.  The  souls  of  human  intellect  are  constantly 
embellishing  their  condition  by  the  law  of  Truth.  Persecution 
holds  no  part  in  their  tenets  of  life.  The  generosity  and  love 
of  their  natures  were  held  in  check  by  a  superstition  called  re- 
ligion, but  now  through  Truth's  dawn  it  has  burst  into  a  beau- 
tiful flower,  the  odor  impregnating  the  law  of  Karma.  Par- 
turition has  played  its  part  and  now  the  child  of  wisdom  speaks 
to  the  world,  and  only  through  the  law  of  re-incarnation  can  you 
gain  perfect  Nirvana,  the  true  and  perfect  light  to  all  the  human 
race.  As  you  are  embodied  in  the  constellation  of  thought,  your 
spirit  gains  wisdom  and  spirituality ;  the  membrane,  which  is  the 
web  of  perception,  assists  you  to  glide  into  all  harmony  with  the 
human  race.  When  the  soul  has  emerged  out  of  the  dark  groove 
of  superstition  and  ignorance  that  held  it  in  bondage,  it  beholds 
the  awakening  power  of  the  inner  consciousness  of  God,  which 
raiseth  the  spirit  of  humiliation  brought  on  by  the  forces  of  deg- 
radation called   man-made   religion. 

When  you  look  at  the  radiation  that  surrounds  the  future 
progress  of  the  soul,  you  discover  in  it  the  liability  and  sensi- 
bility that  the  great  master  has  taught  you,  through  this  facility 
of  radiation  and  perspicuity  of  mind  there  is  an  awakening  that 
teaches  you  life  is  eternal.  This  great  force  is  called  the  higher 
and  inner  soul  of  intellect.  Sometimes  a  shadow  will  flit  by  your 
inner  sense,  but  you  must  drive  it  away  by  building  up  a  per- 
fect Karma. 
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When  the  human  race  lived  in  the  chaotic  conditions,  there 
was  an  under  stratum  constantly  pushing  them  on  to  reason 
and  its  ability.  The  guttural  grunt  that  gave  forth  sound  struck 
upon  the  sensibility  of  the  ear  and  gave  an  idea  of  force  in  speech. 
The  alacrity  and  movement  of  the  human  anatomy  provided 
them  with  an  idea  of  growth.  It  taught  them  they  could  grasp 
things,  bend  them  and  break  the  obstacle  that  laid  in  their  way. 
Through  those  outworkings  of  manhood  and  womanhood  they 
discovered  language  and  civilization,  until  now  they  have  arrived 
at  the  harvest  season  of  intellect,  where  dread  and  fear  are  giving 
way  to  reason  and  wisdom.  They  have  uprooted  that  mystical 
condition  of  the  dark  ages  and  superseded  it  with  the  rights  of 
man.  They  laugh  to  scorn  the  idea  that  the  christian  God  is  all 
wise.  He  did  not  even  understand  the  generating  or  creating 
of  a  perfect  man.  Man  has  grown  to  his  exalted  condition 
through  the  law  of  Biology  and  the  power  of  Evolution.  He  has 
made  the  discovery  that  the  human  atanomy  is  built  up  of  the 
mineral  and  vegetable  kingdom,  surrounded  by  gases  ethereal, 
called  nitrogen,  oxygen  and  hydrogen,  with  the  liquidation  of 
ether  as  a  balancing  commerce  held  in  commemoration  of  past 
ignorance.  The  law  of  gravitation  has  taught  the  intellectual 
mind  that  all  things  find  their  level,  just  as  Christianity  has 
found  its  level  in  the  teachings  of  Theosophy. 

The  Rajah  that  we  will  call  the  living  light  and  source  of 
vibration,  discovered  an  elementary  action  on  the  lower  plane 
of  life.  \\'hile  the  Mahatma  of  the  high  sensibility  of  things  di- 
vine held  on  a  high  plane  called  Maruva.  or  the  inner  conscious- 
ness of  wisdom.  Through  that  source  Searchlight,  or  Madame 
Blavatsky,  as  you  call  her,  gave  the  wisdom  religion  to  modern 
thought  or  modernized  it  to  suit  the  brains  or  mind  of  the  Ori- 
ent. She  discovered,  through  perfecting  the  spiritual  part  of  her 
nature,  that  also  the  physical  must  be  cleansed  and  perfected,  in 
order  to  receive  proper  intuition  from  the  masters  who  held 
knowledge  in  their  grasp.  She  prepared  her  condition  accord- 
ingly, and  became  the  fountain  of  thought,  constantly  receiving 
from  the  master  the  light  of  wisdom  which  the  present  genera- 
tion now  enjoys.  She  came  upon  the  world  as  a  beautiful  bene- 
diction through  the  sense  and  law  of  re-embodiment.  She  is 
the  talisman  of  all  thinking  minds,  and  has  left  the  principle  of 
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lite  and  knowledge  through  which  the  human  race  became  edu- 
cated. Her  Karma  was  the  gem  thought  of  the  diamond  in  the 
soul  cutting,  cleansing  and  purifying  for  the  higher  wisdom  of 
(lod  in  nature.  The  secret  force  that  was  located  within  her 
soul  gave  forth  an  emanation  of  shooting  stars  that  willbring 
to  all  parts  of  our  planet  the  grace  of  God  through  ^visdom's 
religion. 

I  am  only  a  little  sunbeam  seeking  a  place  in  her  train  of 
power.  \A  hen  she  reveals  herself  to  the  investigating  world  of 
thought  through  the  law.  of  re-embodiment,  she  will  hold  a  po- 
sition at  the  head  of  our  nation.  She  will  deal  with  the  law  of 
justification  to  all  men  and  women  alike.  ,Her  embodiment  will 
be  the  personification  of  Truth  in  its  highest  light.  Weak 
minds  will  bow  before  her  and  be  swept  to  one  side  by  the  law 
of  causation,  awaiting  a  regeneration  of  thought  that  will  break 
in  upon  their  minds  through  the  power  and  education  of  theo- 
sophical  principles  in  life.  No  shadows  can  play  their  part  then  ; 
it  will  become  a  reality  and  the  astral  of  our  condition  will  have 
gained  the  full  power  of  vision. 

The  clairvoyant  state  and  system  of  nature  granted  to  many 
individuals  by  the  connection  and  bearing  of  a  planet  as  it  came 
in  connection  with  our  earth  had  an  effect  upon  the  child  in  the 
mother's  womb,  which  gave  it  the  true  wisdom  of  spiritual  sight. 
Such  did  Searchlight  and  other  mediums  show^  to  the  world 
through  their  ministrations  and  the  higher  power  of  wisdom,  in- 
tellect and  generosity  that  they  showered  upon  the  denizens  of 
your  earth  planet  .  She  held  the  safety  valve  of  knowledge  in 
her  Karma,  through  which  she  might  lead  the  human  race  to  per- 
fect Nirvana.  Through  her  senses  and  soul  power  she  under- 
mined the  love  and  teachings  of  the  Orient,  that  she  might  bring 
to  the  surface  through  the  occult  power,  the  true  sense  and  light 
of  Theosophy.  She  waged  war  with  the  hidden  resources  of  the 
Oriental  and  compelled  it  to  become  the  blandishment  of  her 
mind  and  wishes.  She  engulfed  the  past  matriculation  of  Ori- 
ental writing.  She  refined  and  defined  it  until  it  became,  to  her 
an  open  page  of  wisdom's  religion.  To  her  there  was  no  such 
word  as  fail ;  that  had  passed  from  her  sensitive  condition  long 
ago.  She  had  covered  herself  with  the  mantle  of  searchability. 
Those  volumes  and  tomes  of  papyrus  had  become  food  for  her 
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soul.  She  had  l^eautiticd  and  garnished  the  tablets  of  i)ast  in- 
quisitions with  a  beautiful  light  that  had  lain  dormant  for  cen- 
turies, awaiting  the  touch  of  her  magic  wand  to  resurrect  it  into 
life  again  for  the  benefit  of  the  western  hemisphere.  She  looked 
upon  it  as  a  mine  of  wealth  beyond  all  the  millions  that  gold 
could  produce.  It  was  only  through  a  soul  like  hers  that  had 
veneration  for  time  and  patience  that  she  might  bring  out  of  the 
hidden  obscurity  and  awake  to  reason  an  unction  in  heavenly 
power  by  which  she  could  unfold  this  hea\enly  treasure  that 
she  had  found  in  the  land  of  the  Orient.  She  gave  time,  brains 
and  the  wealth  of  intellect,  that  she  had  gained  through  the 
forces  of  her  embodiment,  to  unravel  and  reveal  to  the  minds 
of  the  Occident,  a  religion  that  has  always  been  :  that  knew  no 
beginning  and  knows  no  end,  called  the  power  of  Wisdom,  lo- 
cated in  the  law  of  Theosophw  A  religion  that  towers  above  all 
other  religions,  and  only  deals  with  Truth  itself.  It  is  a  fixed 
maxim  in  the  law  of  time.  We  reach  perfect  manhood  and  wom- 
anhood through  the  alix  of  re-incarnation.  The  mind  plodding 
on  the  sphere  of  the  Occident  has  been  sullen,  cold  and  sodden 
towards  the  law  of  Truth. 

The  amalgamation  of  races  to  the  human  race  on  this  con- 
tir.ent  has  produced  a  forcibility  of  nervous  sanguinity  through 
which  the  mind  of  the  Occident  on  this  continent  must  work  out 
its  Karma  through  the  law'  of  adaptability  until  it  understands 
adoration  and  consanguinity  opens  the  temple  door  whi_h  leads 
them  in  where  they  find  the  altar  holding  a  religious  service  to 
the  conscience  of  thought.  The  waves  of  stability  and  sensi- 
bility carry  the  mind  action  to  aggrivity,  wdiich  is  the  pedestal 
where  on  the  Goddess  of  Law  and  Justice  stands.  All  equability 
and  equality  are  here  judged  aright.  This  Goddess  has  come  up 
and  out  through  all  ages,  until  now  she  stands  upon  the  pedes- 
tal where  she  holds  the  torchlight  of  liberty  and  reason,  point- 
ing to  the  inner  temple  of  thought,  where  they  find  a  council  of 
moderation  and  justification  dealing  gently  with  superstition  and 
man-made  religion.  Tliey  have  pennants  flying  from  the  battle- 
ments of  Truth,  whereon  you  can  read  in  simple  letters,  "Let 
the  Vishnu  of  Isis  unveil  itself  to  show  up  the  corruption  of 
dogmatic  bondage  forced  upon  the  human  race  by  mankind 
called   priests  or  servants  of  that    idiotic   calf,   the   son   of   God. 
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made  through  nursery  rhymes.  Life  has  no  blandishment  for 
Truth.  It  may  make  a  sacrifice  for  a  time,  when  it  will  arise 
out  of  the  dead  ashes  of  religion  with  more  power  and  strength 
than  ever,  hailing  the  morning  light  with  truths  revealed  from 
the  great  masters  of  time." 

It  is  about  a  reasoning  power  that  I  would  speak,  wherein 
disabused  minds  have  lived  in  a  deep  lethargy  or  sleep  of  igno- 
rance. It  was  she.  Searchlight,  who  struck  the  spark  from  the 
true  steel  of  knowledge  which  set  on  fire  the  bars  of  degrada- 
tion, burning  down  their  charnel  house  that  held  the  bones  of 
decayed  martyrs,  once  manly  bodies,  burned  at  the  stake  be- 
cause their  minds  would  search  after  Truth.  Woe,  woe  be  to 
the  soul  of  superstition.  Let  it  be  cast  into  oblivion,  where  there 
is  no  current  that  can  bring  it  to  the  surface  again.  The  day  of 
virgins  has  passed,  wherein  their  wombs  gave  birth  to  vipers 
calling  themselves  Gods.  There  is  no  God  but  one,  and  that  is 
Truth,  which  has  brought  the  flood  of  reason  to  the  human  mind, 
located  in  wisdom's  religion. 

All  waves  have  a  tendency  towards  the  island  of  Truth. 
Helen  Blavatsky  was  given  birth  on  that  island.  That  is  why 
she  became  Searchlight,  a  causation  brought  to  bear  that  she 
might  give  to  the  world  a  second  coming  of  that  which  had  al- 
ways been  and  always  will  be — Theosophy,  the  true  guide  to 
Nirvana.  Let  your  Karma  be  as  pure,  sweet  and  smooth  as  the 
Lethean  waters,  that  never  had  a  ripple  on  them.  When  you 
have  reached  the  ascendency  of  God  in  Nirvana,  then  you  can 
bathe  in  the  sun-kissed  waters  which  hold  perpetual  motion  in 
their  depths.  The  universal  brotherhood  of  man  to  man  is,  "See 
that  ye  love  one  another ;  and  my  commandment,  do  no  harm  to 
anything,  but  cover  all  things  with  a  mantle  of  charity,  love  and 
generosity."  Let  truth  be  your  cross  to  lean  upon,  and  com- 
memoration will  build  for  you  a  monument  of  peace. 

Now  we  will  take  up  some  of  the  little  medium's  life.  I  will 
deal  with  an  aspect  that  I  found  in  the  winding  paths  of  his 
embodiment.  The  first  time  I  saw  Little  Justin  was  at  Mr. 
Lowell's  home  in  Cambridge,  Mass.  I  was  making  a  visit  at 
that  time  to  Ivowell  and  his  friends,  of  which  there  were  a  num- 
ber;  how  many,  I  do  not  remember.  I  found  Mr.  Lowell  stand- 
ing by  a   large  lilac  bush.     He   said,  "Bartlett,   I   am   glad  you 
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have  come  today  to  make  me  this  visit.  W'e  have  quite  a  curi- 
osity here  in  the  person  of  a  little  creature  who  sings  like  a 
nightingale,  but  of  all  the  little  firebrands  I  ever  met,  he  is  one 
of  them,  and  I  should  think  would  take  a  medal  if  he  entered 
into  the  race  for  one.  He  is  here  with  his  father,  a  Mr.  War- 
ren. Mr.  Noble,  while  addressing"  him,  said  something  inad- 
vertantly that  did  not  please  his  little  lordship,  when  he  burst 
out  with  a  torrent  of  oaths.  He  threw  them  at  the  man  with  all 
the  vim  of  a  hero.  Such  cursing  I  have  not  heard  in  some  time. 
I  tell  you,  Bartlett,  he  is  a  master  in  the  art.  Mr.  Noble  stood 
speechless,  looking  down  at  the  little  creature,  wondering  where 
it  all  came  from,  when  Mr.  Holmes  walked  on  to  the  scene  with 
Mr.  Warren.  A\'hen  the  cursing  commenced  Mr.  Holmes  rushed 
out  after  I\Ir.  Warren,  knowing  how  perfect  the  little  creature 
was  in  that  art.  A\'hen  Mr.  Warren  appeared  he  said,  "Why  pet, 
pet,  what  does  all  this  mean  ?"  The  Little  One  spoke  up  and 
said,  'This  old  moonfaced  gander  said  children  should  be  seen, 
and  not  heard.'  Bartlett,  I  think  he  was  heard.  After  Mr.  War- 
ren had  cjuieted  him  down  I  addressed  him,  saying,  'Little  boy, 
I  think  there  was  no  occasion  for  all  this  profanity."  He  said, 
'Get  out,  you  old  hippodrome,"  and  then  dealt  me  a  vicious  kick 
with  his  little  foot.  Then  ^Mr.  Holmes  said,  'Warren,  for  God's 
sake,  walk  him  through  the  grounds.  I  see  he  is  on  one  of  his 
high  horses  today."  Mr.  Warren  said  someone  had  done  some-^ 
thing  or  said  something  he  did  not  like.  He  took  the  Little  One 
by  the  hand  and  said,  'Come,  pet.  I  want  to  show  you  some 
beautiful  flowers."  Just  then  in  some  way  the  Little  One  threw 
out  both  of  his  feet  behind,  kicking  Major  in  the  stomach  and 
landing  him  on  the  grass.  This  made  us  all  burst  out  laughing. 
We  helped  ^lajor  to  his  feet,  when  he  said,  'In  the  name  of  God, 
what  did  I  do  to  the  imp  of  hell  that  he  should  kick  me  that  way?' 
Holmes  said,  'Major,  old  boy,  he  just  left  you  a  specimen  of  his 
agility,"  which  started  us  all  off  to  laughing  again.  He  said, 
'Bartlett,  be  on  your  guard,  for  they  say  he  can  spring  on  to  a 
man  like  a  cat.'  " 

Just  then  I  heard  a  beautiful  voice  singing,  "I  have  loved 
you,  dear,  I  have  loved  you,"  when  I  discovered  a  little  boy  com- 
ing around  a  corner  of  the  house  with  his  arms  full  of  beautiful 
flowers.     He  came  up  to  ]\Ir.   Lowell,  saying  in  a  beautiful  soft 
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voice.  "See,  Uncle  Lowell;  I've  got  you  lots  of  pretty  flowers  to 
decorate  your  table  today.  Papa  \\'arren  and  Mr.  Emerson  are 
bringing  larger  ones  for  the  vases  in  the  corner  of  the  room." 
I  thoug"ht  to  myself,  "What  kind  of  a  tale  is  this  that  Lowell 
has  been  giving"  me."  The  Little  One  looked  up  at  me  and  said, 
■'What  might  your  name  be,  sir,  since  Mr.  Lowell  hasn't  man- 
ners enough  to  introduce  me?"  I  said,  "My  name  is  Bartlett, 
Little  One;  what  is  yours?"  He  said,  "Oh,  anything-  you  have  a 
mind  to  call  me.  Papa  Warren  calls  me  his  precious.  Now  I  am 
going"  to  give  you  some  of  these  flowers,  for  I  like  your  face  and 
also  your  eyes.  I  don't  think  you  could  be  bad  if  you  wanted 
to,"  and  before  I  had  a  chance  to  answer  him  he  had  rushed  ofif 
towards  the  house  with  his  flowers,  singing,  "My  Hame's  in  the 
Highlands." 

Lowell  said,  "Bartlett,  could  you  ever  believe  that  that 
sweet  mouth  could  curse  and  swear  like  a  pirate?"  I  said, 
"No,  Lowell,  I  cannot  believe  it,  for  I  think  he  is  one  of  the 
prettiest  little  creatures  I  ever  looked  at,  and  those  eyes  I  should 
think  would  win  any  one  over  to  his  side."  He  looked  at  me 
and  said,  "Bartlett,  those  very  eyes  that  smiled  on  us  just  now 
can  become  the  eyes  of  a  devil  when  aroused."  "But,"  I  said, 
"Look  at  that  beautiful  head  of  hair."  He  said,  "Ah,  yes;  those 
saucy  curls  will  lure  men  to  their  ruin  if  I  am  not  mistaken ; 
jthey  say  it's  of  both  sexes,  the  female  predominating.  When  he 
first  came  here  this  morning  with  his  father  I  had  the  little  crea- 
ture sit  on  my  lap.  I  felt  so  happy  and  wished  it  belonged  to 
me.     I  do  not  feel  so  now,  after  hearing"  the  way  it  can  swear." 

We  will  discontinue  until  another  time,  as  the  medium 
should  go  out  into  the  air. 

Saturday,   November  30th,   1901. 

Good  morning,  sir;  or  perhaps  we  had  better  call  it  the  noon 
hour.  I  df)  not  find  the  medium  in  a  good  condition  today,  but 
I  will  endeavor  to  do  my  best  in  giving  my  communication  for 
your  book. 

Miss  Lees,  one  of  the  band,  tells  me  the  equilibrium  of  your 
merlium  was  clisturbed  last  evening  through  the  transgression 
of  a  cat.  His  body  is  old  and  nervous  now,  and  we  do  not  look 
for  that  strong  vitality  of  past  years.  She  says  they  will  assist 
me  all   they  possibly  can   in   giving  my   communication,  as  you 
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must  understand,  sir,  that  my  forces  are  brought  en  rapport  with 
the  medium's  forces  or,  in  other  words,  our  mental  faculties  are 
connected  with  one  another.  Both  batteries  of  intellect  must 
come  to  a  harmonious  condition  before  I  can  give  my  commu- 
nication. 

We  left  off,  that  is,  you  and  I  did.  when  I  was  speaking  of 
Mr.  Lowell,  concerning  the  conversation  we  held  about  the  little 
medium.  After  Justin  had  entered  the  house  with  the  flowers 
Air.  Warren  and  several  other  gentlemen  approached  us.  Mr. 
Warren  said  to  Mr.  Lowell,  "Have  you  seen  my  Little  One  come 
this  way?"  Mr.  Lowell  said,  "Yes,  Mr.  Warren;  he  just  entered 
the  house  with  his  arms  full  of  flowers.  Allow  me  to  introduce 
you  to  Mr.  Bartlett,  an  old  friend  of  mine."  The  Little  One 
took  me  to  task  about  my  good  manners,  which  he  thinks  I 
overlooked.  "Now,  gentlemen,  we  will  enter  the  house  and 
meet  the  other  guests  assembled  there."  We  did  so,  and  I  was 
introduced  to  a  number  of  ladies  and  gentlemen,  and  for  the  first 
time  I  had  the  pleasure  of  meeting  Theodore  Parker  and  Edward 
Everett  Hale. 

When  we  were  comfortably  seated  in  the  drawing  room 
one  of  the  ladies  of  the  house  entered,  holding  Little  Justin,  who 
was  then  four  feet  tall,  by  the  hand.  When  he  discovered  where 
I  was  sitting  he  came  directly  and  stood  alongside  of  me,  run- 
ning his  little  fingers  through  my  beard,  saying,  "You  ought  to 
be  a  relative  of  mine,  for  I  like  you."  Just  then  he  jumped  up 
into  my  lap  and  got  his  feet  under  him,  saying,  "Darn  those  old 
feet,  I  have  to  sit  on  them  to  keep  them  quiet.  Say,  have  you 
got  any  boys  and  girls?"  I  told  him  I  had  several.  I  discov- 
ered then  he  was  a  very  nervous  little  creature  and  spoke  his 
mind  freely  on  all  occasions.  He  said,  "Old  Bartlett,  Fred's 
painting  a  picture  of  me;  don't  you  want  to  see  it?  I'm  a  rum 
looking  curse  in  it,  that's  what  Fred  says."  Just  then  Mr.  War- 
ren discovered  he  was  sitting  on  my  lap  with  his  feet  under  him. 
He  said,  ''Oh,  pet,  you  have  got  your  feet  up  on  Mr.  Bartlett's 
pants."  The  Little  One  said,  "That  ain't  nothing,  papa ;  he  has 
got  boys  and  girls,  too.  T  often  put  my  feet  up  on  your  pants," 
which  made  the  guests  laugh. 

Mr.  Lowell  spoke  up  and  said,  "Ladies  and  gentlemen,  we 
generally  commence  our  exercises  on  such  occasions  as  these  by 
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singing."  Mrs.  Doctor  Taylor  stepped  to  the  piano,  and  as  she 
sat  down  on  the  piano  stool  she  said,  "We  will  leave  it  to  Justin 
to  select  the  opening  piece.  Now,  Justin,  what  shall  it  be?" 
The  Little  One  said,  "The  Star  Spangled  Banner."  Mrs.  Taylor 
said,  "Come,  dear,  stand  by  the  piano."  He  got  down  off  my 
lap  and  went  and  stood  by  ]\Irs.  Taylor.  He  turned  around  and 
looked  at  us,  saying,  "I  want  every  one  of  you  to  stand  up  when 
singing  this,  for  it's  my  mashing  song."  This  caused  quite  a 
ripple  of  laughter.  He  started  in  singing  the  solo  part,  while 
the  rest  of  the  guests  sang  the  chorus  with  him,  and  I  tell  you. 
we  made  some  music — so  much  so  that  it  rang  throughout  the 
whole  house.  When  we  had  finished  we  could  hear  the  echo 
of  the  song  for  several  seconds.  When  we  had  returned  to  our 
seats  Doctor  Taylor  said,  "Now,  Puss,  let's  have  'Jock  of  Hazel- 
dean.'  "  Mrs.  Taylor,  still  presiding  at  the  piano,  said,  "Do, 
dear,  and  then  we  will  let  you  off  for  a  little  while,"  meaning 
for  her  to  play  the  symphony.  He  sang  the  selection  to  the  ad- 
miration of  the  guests  present,  but  they  did  not  let  him  off  then. 
After  he  had  had  a  breathing  spell,  Theodore  Parker  said,  "Now, 
little  sweetheart,  can't  you  sing  us  'Coming  Through  the  Rye?' 
He  said,  "I  will  if  you'll  ride  me  on  your  feet  first."  Mr.  Parker 
said,  "All  right,  get  aboard."  He  straddled  Mr.  Parker's  feet 
while  Mr.  Parker  caught  hold  of  his  little  hands  and  commenced 
to  jump  him  up  and  down  to  the  delight  of  the  Little  One,  who 
commenced  to  scream  and  laugh,  hollering,  "Two-forty  on  the 
plank-road,"  which  made  us  all  laugh.  I  discovered  he  had  met 
Mr.  Parker  before.  Mr.  Warren  said,  "Now  come,  pet,  give  Mr. 
Parker  a  rest,  and  you  come  sit  on  my  lap  in  order  that  you  may 
feel  like  singing  after  a  little  while."  ^ 

Just  then  a  lady  by  the  name  of  Mrs.  Brice — I  think  they 
called  her  Mrs.  Fanny  Brice — commenced  to  talk  on  music  and 
its  soothing  effect  on  invalids.  She  kept  up  an  incessant  con- 
versation with  those  who  were  willing  to  enter  into  conversa- 
tion and  to  talk  on  music.  I  thought  she  used  up  a  great  deal 
of  liquid  air  through  the  process  of  tongucology.  It  seemed  to 
me  she  would  never  stop  talking,  and  I  noticed  that  the  guests 
commenced  to  fidget  somewhat  on  their  chairs,  when  all  of  a 
sudden  the  Little  One  juni])c(l  off  his  papa's  lap,  saying,  "Hold 
on  there,  oUl  gal.  and  gixc  this  horse  a  chance."     She  said,  "Now, 


JOHN  BARTLETT  211 

for  illustration,  we  will  take  that  little  chap,  and  his  singing 
qualities."  He  spoke  up  and  said,  "You  don't  take  me  for 
nothing,  I  want  you  to  know."  He  turned  around  and  said  to 
Mrs.  Taylor,  "I'll  swear  at  her  pretty  soon."  When  he  had  ut- 
tered those  words  Mrs.  Taylor  stepped  to  the  piano  and  com- 
menced to  play,  "Coming  Through  the  Rye,"  and  the  Little  One 
commenced  to  sing.  I  tell  you,  sir,  he  sang  it  beautifully.  After 
he  had  finished  they  applauded  him.  He  said,  "Now  I  am  going 
to  sing  you,  Til  kiss  a  bonnie  lassie  when  the  kie  comes  hame.'  " 

While  Airs.  Taylor  was  playing  the  introduction,  Doctor 
Taylor  said  to  me,  "I  was  afraid  we  were  goin^  to  have  a  picnic 
today.  I  have  met  his  royal  highness  before,  and  when  he  gets 
angry  he  is  not  very  particular  what  he  says,  but  my  wife  under- 
stands him,  as  you  have  discovered  by  her  going  to  the  piano." 
He  sang  the  Scotch  ballad,  which  I  think  was  very  pretty.  After 
he  had  finished  singing  he  grabbed  ]\Irs.  Taylor  around  the  neck, 
and  hugged  and  kissed  her  several  times,  saying,  "Auntie  Taylor, 
you're  the  sweetest  of  them  all."  So,  you  see,  sir,  he  spoke  his 
mind,  no  matter  what  others  thought.  He  ran  across  the  room 
and  jumped  into  Mr.  Lowell's  lap,  saying,  "I  fixed  the  flowers  so 
pretty  on  the  table,  and  if  you  don't  like  the  way  it's  done,  you 
will  have  to  fix  it  over  yourself." 

Just  then  there  came  spirit  raps  all  over  the  walls  and  ceil- 
ing. Mrs.  Brice  jumped  from  her  chair,  saying,  "Oh,  what's 
that?"  The  Little  One  yelled  out  at  the  top  of  his  voice,  "It's 
the  devil  after  you,  you  old  she  goat,"  which  sent  us  all  ofif  into 
boisterous  laughing.  The  wife  of  George  St.  Clair  said,  "Mrs, 
Brice,  be  seated;  it's  the  spirits  rapping;  don't  get  nervous  or 
feel  afraid.  The  Little  One  is  a  medium.  I  have  met  him  fre- 
quently at  Doctor  Taylor's  home."  Mrs.  Brice  said,  "You  don't 
mean  to  tell  me  that  that  little  creature  is  the  cause  of  all  those 
rappings?"  ]\Irs.  St.  Clair  said,  "He  is  the  medium  for  this  oc- 
casion, which  brings  those  raps ;  that  is  the  way  the  spirits  have 
of  conveying  to  the  friends  the  knowledge  that  we  live  here- 
after. They  manifest  by  raps,  which  are  the  physical  demon- 
stration of  sound  conveyed  to  our  ears,  whereby  we  understand ; 
the  raps  take  place  in  the  presence  of  the  Little  One."  While 
she  was  giving  this  explanation  to  Mrs.  Brice  the  Little  One  had 
gone  to  sleep  on  Mr.  Lowell's  lap. 
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\\'hen  lunch  was  announced  the  guests  were  guided  to  the 
dining  room,  where  a  bountiful  repast  was  in  waiting.  Mr.  Low- 
ell was  the  last  to  enter  the  dining  room,  carrying  Little  Justin 
in  his  arms,  still  asleep.  A  lady  by  the  name  of  Rachel  Milford 
beckoned  for  Mr.  Lowell  to  come  and  place  Little  Justin  on  a 
chair  by  her  side,  saying,  "I  will  look  after  him."  She  placed 
her  arm  around  him  and  held  him  tightly  to  her  body  while  she 
partook  of  the  viands  with  her  right  hand.  After  a  while  he 
woke  up,  rubbed  his  eyes,  looked  around  the  table  at  the  guests, 
saying,  "You're  smart,  to  go  and  eat  everything  up  while  I  was 
asleep."  He  said,  "I  don't  want  to  sit  here.  I  want  to  sit  by 
papa  Warren.  He  always  fixes  me  something  nice  and  cuts  up 
the  meat  for  me  when  it's  tough,"  which  made  us  all  smile.  He 
went  around  to  the  side  of  the  table  where  Mr.  Warren  was 
sitting  and  slapped  Dr.  Taylor,  who  was  sitting  between  his  wife 
and  Mr.  Warren,  on  the  back.  He  said,  "Get  up,  old  man ;  go 
around  and  take  that  chair;  it  will  give  you  a  chance  to  flirt,  for 
I  want  to  sit  between  Auntie  Taylor  and  papa  Warren."  The 
Doctor  got  up  and  said,  "I  suppose  I  will  have  to  obey  to  keep 
peace  in  the  family."  He  went  around  and  took  possession  of 
the  vacant  chair.  Mrs.  Taylor  said,  "You  always  come  back  to 
first  love,  don't  you?"  He  said,  "Yes;  you  and  papa  Warren 
are  my  two  sweethearts." 

Just  then  we  heard  the  raps  on  the  table.  We  listened  to 
them  very  attentively,  when  the  silence  was  broken  by  Mrs. 
Brice.  She  said,  "Those  raps  put  me  in  mind  of  when  I  was 
young  and  beautiful."  The  Little  One  yelled  out,  "Oh,  Great 
Scott !  she's  on  the  mash.  Give  her  room  and  she'll  dance  the 
Highland  Fling  for  you,"  which  was  the  cause  of  a  big  laugh. 
Just  then  some  unseen  hand  unfastened  her  waist  at  the  back; 
ladies  at  that  time  wore  waists  fastened  up  at  the  back.  She 
screamed,  saying,  "Oh,  my  waist  is  unfastened.  What  can  it 
mean?"  Just  then  another  unseen  hand  laid  hold  on  a  lot  of 
false  hair  that  she  had  on  top  of  her  head,  snatched  it  ofif  and 
threw  it  up  on  top  of  the  chandelier.  The  laughing  of  the  guests 
knew  no  bounds.  She  rushed  from  the  room,  screaming,  "The 
devil's  in  the  house."  She  must  have  hidden  away  somewhere, 
for  I  saw  no  more  of  her  lliat  day. 
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Mr.  Warren  invited  a  number  of  us  to  occupy  a  box  at  the 
theatre  in  Boston  that  evening.  The  party  consisted  of  Doctor 
Taylor  and  wife,  Silas  Major  and  wife,  Mr.  Warren  and  myself. 
We  all  accompanied  Mr.  Warren  and  the  Little  One  to  Boston, 
The  play  that  evening  was  the  great  musical  burlesque  of 
"Aladdin,  or  the  \\'onderfuI  Scamp,"  and  I  think  Little  Justin 
acted  the  "Wonderful  Scamp"  to  perfection. 

There  was  a  young  lady,  one  of  the  members  of  the  com- 
pany, who  had  a  beautiful  voice.  I  saw  by  the  program  that 
her  name  was  Sophy  Nevil.  I  heard  her  sing  twenty  years  after- 
ward, in  London,  England.  Her  voice  was  still  wonderful  to 
listen  to.  During  the  performance  Miss  Nevil  and  Little  Justin 
sang  a  duet,  which  was  grand.  It  was  called,  "The  Lilies  Which 
Float  Down  the  River."  How  rich  their  voices  were,  and 
blended  to  perfection. 

After  the  performance  was  over  Doctor  Taylor  and  wife  in- 
vited us  all  to  join  them  at  supper.  We  acquiesced  to  their  in- 
vitation, feeling  it  a  great  pleasure  to  be  present  on  that  occa- 
sion. Mr.  Warren  excused  himself,  saying,  'T  will  now  go  and 
get  my  Little  One  and  return  after  awhile."  Mrs.  Taylor  said, 
"Do  not  forget  to  bring  Miss  Xevil ;  I  think  she  is  such  a  beau- 
tiful character  and  is  alwa3's  willing  to  favor  us  with  one  of 
her  beautiful  songs.  Tell  her.  as  usual,  she  will  remain  all  night 
at  our  house." 

After  awhile  Mr.  \\'arren  returned  with  Little  Justin  and 
Miss  Nevil,  to  whom  we  were  all  introduced.  The  Little  One 
said,  "Now,  Aliss  Nevil,  I  want  you  to  take  Mr.  Bartlett's  arm. 
He  is  big  and  strong  and  can  take  care  of  you."  After  we  left 
the  theatre  we  must  have  walked  about  six  blocks  when  we 
came  up  in  front  of  Doctor  Taylor's  home,  which  fronted  the 
commons.  Oh,  but  the  night  was  a  beautiful  one,  and  I  loathed 
to  go  inside  of  a  house.  I  believe  the  little  witch  read  my 
thoughts,  when  he  said,  "Friends,  let  us  walk  up  and  down  in 
front  of  the  common  ;  it  is  too  beautiful  to  go  indoors  yet."  We 
did  so,  and  I  think  we  all  felt  better  for  the  fresh  evening  air. 

When  we  returned  to  the  house  I  noticed  that  Doctor  Tay- 
lor was  not  with  us.  I  said,  "Mrs.  Taylor,  where  is  the  Doc- 
tor?"   She  was  leaning  on  Mr.  Warren's  arm,  while  Little  Justin 
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held  Mr.  \\'arren  by  the  other  hand.  She  said,  "The  Doctor 
dropped  out  of  the  company  in  order  to  have  the  servants  pre- 
pare for  our  coming."  As  soon  as  we  had  laid  aside  our  wraps 
we  entered  the  dining  room,  and  to  my  amazement  there  stood 
]^Ir.  and  Mrs.  Holmes,  Theodore  Parker,  Mr.  Wm.  Marshall, 
!Mrs.  Tibbell.  and  a  lady  whose  name  I  do  not  remember.  They 
all  laughed  as  we  entered  the  dining  room.  ]\Ir.  Holmes  said, 
■'You  see.  friends,  we  stole  a  march  on  you." 

^^'e  sat  down  to  a  light  repast,  which  was  served  in  a  beau- 
tiful manner  by  three  young  ladies,  whom  I  think  were  the 
pictures  of  health  and  beauty.  After  w-e  had  adjourned  to  the 
drawing  room,  conversation  was  taken  up  in  such  a  manner 
that  it  became  elevating  to  the  soul,  when  Mrs.  Taylor  said, 
"^liss  Xevil,  will  you  oblige  us  with  one  of  your  songs?"  The 
young  lady  said,  'A\'ith  pleasure,  ]Mrs.  Taylor."  She  sat  at  the 
piano  in  order  that  she  might  accompany  herself  while  singing. 
She  sang  a  grand  Cavatina  from  an  opera,  for  which  she  re- 
ceived great  applause.  For  an  encore  she  then  sang,  "All 
Amongst  the  Hay,  Boys,"  which  was  rendered  beautifully.  I 
never  can  forget  that  beautiful  voice.  There  were  a  number  of 
selections  rendered  by  the  company  present.  The  Little  One 
sang  a  song  of  the  swaggering  order,  called,  "Walking  on  the 
Spar,  Smoking  a  Cigar,"  which  delighted  the  company  im- 
mensely. Every  once  in  a  while  he  would  kick  out  his  foot 
to  the  rhythm  of  the  music,  which  made  us  laugh.  I  think  he 
well  deserved  the  name,  "Peerless  Queen  of  Burlesque."  I  saw 
after  he  had  finished  his  song  that  he  looked  quite  sober — for 
him.  He  looked  up  at  his  father,  saying,  "Papa  Warren,  Fm 
not  going  to  be  called  La  Petite  Blanche  any  longer."  Mr. 
Warren  said,  "What  shall  you  be  called?"  He  said,  "I  am  big 
now,  and  I  am  going  to  have  a  big  name  like  other  big  people." 
You  can  imagine  how  big  he  was.  His  height  was  about  four 
feet.  Miss  Nevil,  who  was  still  sitting  on  the  piano  stool,  said, 
"Puss,  will  you  allow  me  to  select  you  a  name?"  He  said,  "Yes, 
I  will,  Sophy."  "Well,  they've  been  calling  you  La  Petite 
Blanche.  Suppose  the  posters  on  the  walls  and  fences  and 
buildings  were  to  acquaint  the  passers-by  with  the  fact  that  the 
'Dashing  Blanchard'  will  appear  on  Monday  night  in  the  char- 
acter of  Cinderella."     They  all   applauded,  and   that   is   how   he 
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came  to  bear  the  name  of  the  "Dashing  Blanchard"  in  after 
years.  It  was  given  to  him  by  Miss  Sophy  Nevil,  in  Doctor 
Taylor's  drawing  room,  in   Boston. 

The  next  time  I  met  him  was  at  the  Buckley's  house  in  New 
York,  where  my  brother  and  I  were  visiting.  After  that  I  did 
not  see  him  for  many  years,  when  I  made  his  acquaintance 
again  in  Vineland,  New  Jersey.  We  will  continue  at  another 
time. 

Sunday,  December  1st,  1901. 

I  see  there  is  a  rich,  mellow  light  in  the  atmosphere  this 
morning.  It  is  beautiful  to  look  at.  It  brings  a  sense  of  divine 
thought  to  the  spirit  in  the  spirit  world,  as  well  as  the  spirit 
in  the  physical  body.  The  tints  and  shades  are  like  the  vibra- 
tions of  a  soul  searching  after  knowledge,  wisdom  and  light. 
All  those  conditions  lie  in  the  ethereal  part  of  nature.  Nirvana 
is  built  up  from  the  substance  and  delineation  of  the  spiritual 
soul.  It  gathers  all  its  forces  from  the  divinity  in  life  which  is 
the  exalted  part  of  soul  measure,  or  in  other  words,  the  created 
creation  of  life. 

When  I  discovered  Justin  in  Vineland,  New  Jersey,  it  was 
a  happy  discovery  for  others  as  well  as  myself.  After  Doctor 
Gordon  had  principally  given  up  his  materializing  seances  we 
met  on  Sunday  afternoon  at  Justin's  home,  where  we  held  meet- 
ings for  the  benefit  of  the  people.  Several  mediums  met  on 
those  occasions  and  through  their  clairvoyant  power  they  gave 
tests  to  the  people.  The  principal  lectures  of  the  afternoon  were 
given  by  the  guides  of  Justin.  Those  were  happy  meetings  for 
the  people.  There  were  two  circles  held  during  the  week ;  on 
Tuesday  and  Friday  evenings.  Take  it  all  in  all,  we  were  a 
happy  lot,  receiving  communications  through  the  different  me^ 
diums  from  our  loved  ones  on  the  other  side,  as  they  call  it  in 
the  body ;  there  is  no  side  to  it ;  it  is  a  universal  principle  in 
nature,  upheld  by  the  law  of  causation,  which  is  a  constant  min- 
istering power  that  reveals  to  the  human  family  that  life  is  per- 
petual when  once  created.  It  remains  as  a  generator  for  all 
time. 

Now,  sir,  I  am  going  to  give  you  a  description  of  an  im- 
postor who  came  to  Mneland   with  glowing,  high  colors.     She 
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said  she  was  the  original  Miss  Cooke,  of  England ;  that  is,  the 
dodger  she  distributed  around  informed  you  of  such.  Her  ad- 
vertisement in  the  newspaper  claimed  she  was  only  controlled 
by  highly  developed  spirits,  and  she  was  looked  upon  as  the 
greatest  psychometrical  reader  in  England.  She  was  to  hold 
forth  at  the  Plum  street  hall,  and  would  make  her  appearance 
on  April  24th.     Admission  25c. 

The  hall  on  that  evening  was  crowded  to  the  doors.  I  no- 
ticed distributed  throughout  the  audience  were  some  of  the 
brightest  minds  of  Vineland,  New  Jersey,  and  there  were  many 
in  that  locality.  At  eight  o'clock  the  curtain  went  up,  and  there 
she  stood,  a  painted  Jezebel  in  highly  colored  robes,  her  hair 
flowing  down  her  back,  with  a  wreath  of  ivy  on  her  head.  On 
each  side  of  her  stood  a  man ;  both  of  them  were  degraded  imi- 
tations of  manhood.  She  stepped  forward  to  the  footlights  and 
addressing  the  audience,  said,  "Ladies  and  gentlemen,  as  you 
know,  I  am  the  greatest  medium  of  two  continents — my  fame  is 
world-wide.  I  will  now  give  you  psychometrical  readings. 
These  two  gentlemen  will  pass  through  the  audience,  collect- 
ing articles  in  order  that  I  may  read  your  life  lines."  Those  two 
things  dressed  up  in  the  garments  of  manhood — that  is,  if  they 
had  any  manhood  within  them — went  around  collecting  articles 
for  her  ladyship.  When  they  returned  to  the  stage  they  placed 
the  articles  on  a  table.  She  picked  up  one  after  the  other,  claim- 
ing to  give  psychometrical  readings  of  the  individuals  owning 
said  articles.  I  think  it  was  the  biggest  burlesque  and  the  great- 
est travesty  on  psychometrical  reading  I  ever  witnessed. 

But  the  greatest  farce  of  all  was  when  she  picked  up  a  beau- 
tiful silk  handkerchief  and  commenced  to  give  a  supposed  read- 
ing of  the  individual  who  owned  the  handkerchief.  She  com- 
menced by  saying,  "The  gentleman  who  owns  this  handkerchief 
is  a  very  positive  and  overbearing  character.  He  is  very  im- 
moral in  his  private  life ;  he  could  not  be  true  to  any  one  wo- 
man. He  is  a  man  of  a  very  large  family  and  most  of  the  time 
he  is  away  from  home,  spending  money  on  other  women."  Just 
then  the  audience  burst  out  into  a  loud  roar  of  laughter  and 
stamping  of  feet.  When  the  noise  had  subsided  and  quieted 
down  Mr.  Pierpont  arose  and  said,  "Madam,  every  word  you 
have  just  spoken  in  connection   with  that  silk  liandkerchief  is  a 


JOHN  BARTLETT  217 

lie  from  l)eginning"  to  end."  While  the  people  were  applauding 
and  stamping  their  feet  she  was  all  smiles  and  blandishments, 
thinking  she  had  made  a  big  hit,  but  when  he  told  her  that  that 
beautiful  handkerchief  belonged  to  Mrs.  Parker,  one  of  the  most 
estimable  ladies  of  Vineland,  N.  J.,  whose  character  is  beyond 
reproach,  which  all  of  our  citizens  know  to  be  true,  as  she  is  a 
devout  christian  and  has  given  much  towards  the  Swedenbor- 
gian  church  in  this  town,  the  hissing  by  the  audience  became 
tremendous. 

The  old  gal  dropped  her  under  lip  and  was  in  a  quandary 
what  to  do.  She  yelled  out  with  all  the  power  of  her  lungs, 
"That  is  the  way  you  treat  a  highly  gifted  medium  when  she 
comes  among  you."  A  little  boy  popped  his  head  out  of  the 
wing  on  the  stage,  saying,  "Mrs.,  you  picked  up  the  wrong  hand- 
kerchief, then ;  my  silk  handkerchief  is  on  the  other  side  of  the 
table."  This  sent  the  audience  ofif  into  a  roar  of  laughter.  It 
was  then  discovered  that  she  was  to  pick  up  that  other  silk 
handkerchief  and  give  such  a  reading,  but  I  judge  the  old  gal 
became  nervous  when  she  saw  the  hall  was  crowded  with  peo- 
ple, and  her  spirits  lost  their  grip.  She  commenced  to  shake  and 
tremble  all  over,  professing  to  go  into  a  trance,  when  a  voice 
said,  "I  am  ashamed  of  you  all,  every  damned  one  of  you — I, 
Abraham  Lincoln,  the  father  of  your  country."  Just  then  Prof. 
Coonle}^  spoke  up  and  said,  "Why,  Mr.  Lincoln,  I  am  glad  to 
hear  your  voice  once  more.  Do  you  remember  where  we  last 
met,  and  what  we  talked  about?"  The  voice  said,  "You  can't 
come  none  of  your  gillipen  over  me,  old  man ;  I  never  saw  you 
or  met  you  before  in  my  life."  Mr.  Coonley  said,  "I  am  sorry, 
Mr.  Lincoln,  you  don't  remember  me."  Then  she  turned  to  the 
side  of  the  hall  where  I  was  sitting  and  took  a  good  look  at  a 
number  of  us ;  finally  she  pointed  her  hand  towards  me,  saying, 
"I  met  that  gentleman  in  the  White  House,  and  we  had  a  good 
long  talk  about  the  war."  I  think  the  reason  she  selected  me 
to  talk  to  was  that  people  always  said  I  had  a  military  bearing, 
and  perhaps  she  thought  I  was  an  ex-officer  of  the  army  and 
she  would  surely  hit  it  that  time.  I  spoke  up  and  said,  "Mr. 
Lincoln,  you  are  mistaken — I  never  was  inside  of  the  White 
House  in  my  life  ;  furthermore,  I  never  looked  upon  you  while 
vou  lived  in  the  bodv."     The  influence  got  mad  and  said.  "You 
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are  a  liar,  and  you  know  it.  You  need  not  think  you  will  get 
out  of  it  that  way."  She  said  to  the  audience,  "Ladies  and  gen- 
tlemen, that  man  was  a  rebel  officer  and  he  came  to  me  in  the 
\\'hite  House  and  offered  to  sell  me  valuable  papers  connected 
with  the  government.  He  wanted  to  get  money  enough  to  take 
him  to  England."  This  sent  the  audience  off  into  a  big  roar  of 
laughter.  She  hit  a  snag  that  time,  for  I  was  well  known  to  all 
present.  Just  then  a  number  of  men  jumped  onto  the  stage 
and  grabbed  those  two  things  she  had  travelling  with  her 
dressed  in  men's  clothes,  saying,  "You  give  back  the  money  you 
took  in  at  the  door  or  we  will  kill  you." 

Just  then  the  old  gal  screamed  and  professed  to  faint.  Some 
of  the  women  came  up  the  steps  onto  the  stage  and  said,  "Let's 
examine  her  clothing."  They  did  so,  and  discovered  wigs-, 
moustache,  masks  and  other  paraphernalia  which  she  intended 
to  wear  while  giving  her  bogus  materializations.  She  was  ar- 
rested, but  was  allowed  to  go  by  paying  a  fine  of  thirty  dollars, 
besides  giving  up  .all  the  money  that  was  taken  in  at  the  box 
office.  A  vote  was  taken  and  the  money  given  to  the  poor.  I 
tell  you  this,  sir,  to  show  how  these  mountebanks  prey  upon 
the  people  and  receive  money  under  false  pretenses,  claiming 
they  are  mediums  and  instruments  between  the  physical  and 
spiritual  world.  This  woman  had  been  carrying  on  her  ne- 
farious work  for  several  years  throughout  the  United  States, 
claiming  to  be  the  original  Miss  Cook  of  England.  She  never 
attempted  to  give  any  of  her  Punch  and  Judy  shows  in  a  large 
city,  but  visited  only  small  towns.  When  she  made  her  visit 
to  Vineland  she  came  among  intellectual  people  of  a  high  order, 
who  did  not  intend  nor  would  permit  any  such  charlatan  to 
humbug  them  ;  therefore  she  was  exposed  by  the  community  at 
large.  The  next  time  I  heard  of  her  she  was  traveling  in  the 
West  under  another  name.  T  saw  by  a  Kansas  City  paper  that 
she  was  exposed  there  while  holding  a  seance,  as  she  called  it, 
at  a  Doctor  Thome's  house,  'i'he  names  the  papers  gave  as  be- 
ing present  were  Harry  Lee,  a  son  of  I>ishop  Lee  of  the  Epis- 
cojjalian  church,  and  his  wife,  Mrs.  Lee;  a  Mr.  F.  D.  C.  Meyer 
and  a  Mr.  W.  W.  Judson  and  Mrs.  Jud.son  ;  Congressman  Van 
Home,  a  Sanuicl  Ilale  and  a  Mrs.  Van  Home;  a  Mrs.  Doctor 
Thompson  and  a  man   T   think  they  called  the  Rev.     Dr.     Mar- 
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shall,  and  this  mechuni,  Justin.  Those  are  all  that  1  can  recall 
now  among  the  names  of  the  ones  who  exposed  her.  The  name 
that  she  was  traveling  under  then  was  Eva  Anna  Fay.  I  un- 
derstand she  always  had  two  men  travel  with  her  and  she  got 
out  of  all  exposures  in  some  way  in  order  that  she  might  travel 
on  further  and  commit  fraud  by  taking  people's  honest  money 
in  giving  a  regular  peep  show. 

Now,  sir  I  will  relate  to  you  how  I  found  it  in  spirit  life. 
I  did  not  expect  to  find  any  of  the  great  and  glorious  things  that 
lying  individuals  calling  themselves  mediums  told  me  of.  When 
my  spirit  passed  out  of  the  physical  body  I  seemed  dazed  and 
my  surroundings  looked  strange.  When  I  awoke  to  my  full 
conscious  condition  the  first  spirit  I  recognized  was  Theodore 
Parker.  He  and  I  being  old  friends,  he  came  to  welcome  me. 
He  said,  "John,  look — here  are  many  of  your  old  friends  to  make 
you  welcome  to  spirit  life."  I  looked  at  them,  while  they  smiled 
at  me.  I  said  to  Theodore,  "Wliere  are  your  golden  streets?" 
He  said,  "They  are  not  paved  yet,  in  our  locality."  I  said, 
"Have  you  no  temples  adorned  with  precious  stones,  such  as 
people  talk  and  sing  about  in  the  physical  body?"  He  said, 
"When  your  deeds  permit  your  s6ul  to  be  surrounded  with  gems 
you  will  find  herein  a  temple,"  but  he  said,  "Come  and  we  will 
look  at  the  expression  of  God  on  the  faces  of  advanced  spirits. 
Here  we  live  in  groups,  located  in  spirit  life  according  to  our 
attraction.  Your  attraction  will  unravel  for  you  the  mysteries 
of  the  physical  body  and  bring  to  bear  on  your  sight,  so  that 
you  may  look  at  the  highest  exaltation  of  spirit  alftnity." 

As  we  were  passing  along  I  discovered  Robert  Ingersoll 
with  many  other  friends,  coming  toward  us.  As  they  approach- 
ed, Mr.  Ingersoll  held  out  both  hands,  saying,  "Bartlett,  old 
boy,  I  see  you  have  reached  here  clear  of  any  accident.  I  see 
no  scars  or  bruises  upon  your  spiritual  body.  Did  you  take 
passage  on  the  lightning  express?"  I  said,  "I  think  I  must  have 
done  so,  for  when  I  arrived  I  was  dazed  and  confused  for  some 
time.  The  first  I  recognized  was  brother  Parker,  with  his  ever- 
gentle  and  loving  smile."  Ingersoll  said,  "Come  with  us,  and 
we  will  get  you  an  abiding  place  for  a  time,  for  all  here  must 
build  their  own  home  out  of  past  deeds,  performed  in  the  phys- 
ical body."     I  then  saw  a  lady  and  gentleman  coming  towards 
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me,  holding'  out  their  hands.  I  said,  "Ingersoll,  those  were  my 
father  and  mother  in  the  physical  body."  They  greeted  me  with 
a  great  deal  of  pleasure,  and  said,  "John,  you  have  come  to  tarry 
among  us  for  awhile,  for  a  spirit  like  yours  will  not  remain  long 
in  a  condition  like  this.  We  see  in  you  the  desire  of  re-embodi- 
ment, which  will  soon  take  place;  but  come,  join  us  at  the  mu- 
sical festival."  I  followed  them  to  a  large  open  space  where  I 
think  there  must  have  been  over  a  million  spirits  gathered 
there  to  revel  in  music.  \A'hen  some  of  them  commenced  to 
play  their  instruments,  others  joined  in  song.  The  music  was 
so  grand  it  is  beyond  my  power  to  convey  the  idea  to  you 
through  any  description  that  I  am  capable  of  giving.  It  so  far 
surpassed  anything  that  I  could  imagine  in  a  physical  body. 
After  the  musical  festival  was  over  I  said  to  the  friends,  "Do 
you  not  eat  here?"  They  said,  "Oh,  yes;  we  are  constantly  fed 
by  the  perfect  nutrition  in  nature,  as  we  glide  along  through 
will  power  we  take  in  our  food  from  the  beauties  of  nature  and 
the  elements  that  surround  us,  for  you  must  understand  we 
are  one  with  God." 

As  we  were  walking  along  I  said,  "\\'hat  pretty  homes 
some  of  these  are — they  are  perfect  bowers  of  beauty;  just  see 
how  the  garden  is  laid  out.  The  landscape  gardener  understood 
his  business.  He  must  have  been  a  master  in  that  art.  All  the 
colors  and  shades  seem  to  blend  with  each  other.  They  seem 
to  be  in  perfect  harmony  with  nature  itself."  Mr.  Parker  said, 
"Brother  Bartlett,  that  house,  or  home,  as  you  call  it,  was  built 
by  the  increscent  thought  of  the  individual  soul.  Those  vines 
are  the  groupings  of  immortality,  giving  life  and  vitality  to  the 
spirit  that  dwells  within.  They  are  the  grand  outflowing  of  the 
.soul  that  they  gave  to  others  that  they  might  be  assisted  on  to  a 
higher  plane  while  living  in  a  physical  body.  Those  gardens 
that  you  think  are  so  beautiful  are  laid  out  by  deeds  and  works 
administered  to  the  human  race  while  in  the  capacit}^  of  a  good 
Samaritan  living  also  in  a  physical  l)0(ly.  The  blending  and 
tints  of  the  colors  is  the  harnK)ny  blossoming  out  through  a 
l)ure  scnil  on  the  rr)ad  to  perfection  with  God.  The  walks  are 
bordered  with  ha])py  thoughts  expressed  for  the  benefit  of  the 
human  race.  When  you  abide  with  us  for  a  time  you  will  un- 
derstand it  all  through  the  grace  of  our  father  and  mother  God, 
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the  eon  of  life.""  I  said,  "But  what  does  your  work  consist  of 
here?"  He  said,  "It  is  the  purification  of  motives  in  thought, 
wrought  out  constantly  by  our  souls'  desire." 

He  said,  "\\'hile  living  in  a  physical  body  you  loved  child- 
ren." I  said,  "I  did,  Mr.  Parker,  and  love  them  still."  He  said, 
''Then  come  with  me  and  I  will  show  you  the  home  of  harmony." 
I  accompanied  him  to  a  beautiful  spot  that  bore  the  name  of 
"Whispering  Dell."  There  we  saw  thousands  of  children  with 
beauty  expressed  upon  their  faces.  They  were  reveling  in  a 
beautiful  play  and  disporting  to  the  rhythm  of  music.  I  seemed 
to  hear  a  low,  soft  sound  that  came  from  afar.  It  brought  joy 
to  my  soul.  I  said,  "Brother  Parker,  whence  comes  that  beau- 
tiful sound  that  makes  me  feel  so  happy?"  He  said,  "It  is  the 
angels  whispering  to  the  children,  teaching  them  how  to  forget 
the  past  when  they  had  to  mingle  with  sorrow  while  living  in  a 
physical  body."  I  said,  "Brother  Parker,  this  is  greater  than 
any  gold  paved  streets  or  precious  stones  set  in  temples.  These 
are  the  sunbeams  of  God  reveling  in  nature's  bliss,  fed  on  loving 
thoughts  that  come  from  angels"  whisperings.  This  is  a  bed  of 
posies  and  each  child  is  a  flower  radiant  and  fragrant,  embel- 
lished by  nature's  sunlight,  and  each  one  is  a  precious  gem  of 
truth  itself."'  He  said.  "Now  come  with  me  and  I  will  show  you 
the  dark  abyss  dug  by  the  calumny  of  priestcraft ;  each  benighted 
soul  is  the  victim  of  bigotry  and  superstition,  held  by  self-con- 
ceit, waiting  for  a  man-made  God  to  come  and  dig  them  out  of 
this  conscious  hell  to  order.  They  have  been  victimized  by 
suave  words  and  the  glowing  words  of  priestcraft,  but  there  will 
come  a  time  when  reason  must  enter  each  soul  here  and  show 
them  the  morning  sun  shines  for  all  alike." 

Friend,  those  spirits  were  dreadful  to  behold.  It  looked 
like  a  lunatic  asylum,  where  they  lived  in  dread  of  the  bottom 
falling  out  and  they  would  fall  bodily  into  a  Christian  hell.  One 
of  my  great  discoveries  was  that  the  spirit  world  is  the  real 
existence,  while  the  material  world  is  only  a  shadow  of  the  real, 
where  the  spirit  lives  in  a  physical  body,  surrounded  by  the  law 
of  growth  thrcnigh  which  it  can  work  out  its  ])crfect  condition 
in  time  through  re-embodiment.  Then  it  no  longer  holds  on  to 
the  shadow,  for  the  astral  has  become  edified  in  God.  making 
the  ])erfect  man  and   woman,  the  one  solar  principle   in   all   life, 
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the  true  biology  that  reigns  in  the  kingdom  of  God  where  per- 
petual motion  is  ever  at  work. 

I  leave  my  love  for  Little  Justin.  Tell  him  to  let  his  soul 
abide  in  peace  for  a  little  longer,  when  the  culmination  will  out- 
work its  condition  through  the  physical  body.  I  am  glad  to  see 
that  he  has  entered  on  to  his  seventy-fourth  year  in  this  em- 
bodiment. We  hailed  his  seventy-third  birthday  with  the  min- 
imum of  exalted  light  coming  through  his  brain  forces  so  that 
the  public  may  understand,  not  the  second  coming  of  Christ, 
but  the  Christ  that  always  held  a  place  in  the  human  heart,  did 
but  the  children  of  men  and  women  know  it  and  understand  it. 
I  thank  you  for  taking  down  my  communication,  hoping  it  will 
be  of  some  benefit  to  your  book.  You  may  put  me  down,  sir, 
as  John  Bartlett,  a  friend  of  the  human  race  and  a  lover  of  spir- 
itual Theosophy,  which  will  unravel  all  the  mysteries  and  de- 
graded religion  called  the  Word  of  God,  manifested  through 
human  intellect,  encased  in  a  physical  body.  Again  I  thank  you, 
Mr.  Hulburd. 


Theodore  Parker 

Chapter  XVI 


Wednesday.  December  11th,  1901. 

Good  morning,  sir.  It  is  somewhat  cloudy.  It  is  not  as 
beautiful  as  I  have  found  it  on  some  of  my  previous  visits  here 
to  your  beautiful  mountain  camp,  but  I  bring  you  the  greetings 
of  your  spirit  friends  from  our  spiritual  home. 

The  reason  I  call  it  your  mountain  camp  is  that  all  homes 
that  you  live  in  while  dwelling  on  this  mundane  sphere  in  your 
physical  bodies  are  only  camps  where  you  abide  for  awhile,  and 
this  is  one  of  your  camping  spots.  You  have  been  brought  here 
in  order  to  produce  a  certain  work.  Madame  Blavatsky  calls 
your  home  "Searchlight  Bower."  I  think  it  is  a  beautiful  and 
appropriate  name  for  your  home.  When  I  lived  in  a  physical 
body  I  thought  that  I  understood  a  great  deal  about  the  infini- 
tude of  God  and  man.  but  since  I  came  here  to  spirit  Hfe  I  found 
I  had  to  step  down  to  properly  understand  the  true  knowledge 
and  wisdom  of  life.  The  soul  of  the  spirit  grows,  just  as  all 
other  things  grow  in  life.  A\'ith  proper  culture  and  care  you 
can  make  it  a  beautiful  soul,  but  if  you  neglect  it  it  will  become 
like  a  rank  weed  growing  it  knows  not  where,  but  through  the 
intellect  and  intelligence  of  the  higher  life  you  can  guide  it  into 
the  abode  of  peace  and  bliss  where  all  is  harmony,  unified  in 
nature's  God.  It  lays  with  each  individual  how  their  soul  shall 
grow  in  knowledge.  Perfection  must  come  sometime,  but  I  am 
afraid  it  will  be  much  longer  in  coming  with  some  than  it  will 
be  with  others.  I  have  discovered  in  spirit  life  it  is  only  through 
re-embodiment  that  we  gain  perfect  knowledge  and  wisdom. 
When  I  look  at  the  egotistical  condition  of  man's  brain  and  the 
unfoldment  and  outworking  it  manifests  to  me,  I  perceive  that 
I  held  an  abundance  of  that  quality  while  living  in  a  phj'^sical 
body.      I    was    called    a    broad,    progressi\'e    creature    and    other 
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preachers  thundered  away  at  me  from  their  pulpits.  They  called 
me  a  heretic  against  the  word  of  God  and  said  I  was  leading 
people  to  their  ruin  because  I  did  not  and  could  not  believe  in 
hell  fire  and  brimstone.  I  was  persecuted  largely  by  my  broth- 
ers, who  held  positions  in  the  different  churches.  Many  of  the 
members  in  the  orthodox  churches  looked  upon  my  name  as 
they  would  that  of  the  devil.  They  said  they  knew  I  would  go 
to  hell,  for  I  was  a  wicked  man  and  had  no  saving  grace,  but 
the  members  of  my  church  talked  differently  and  praised  my 
style  of  preaching,  as  my  methods  were  liberal  and  broad. 

They  claimed  I  brought  light  to  their  souls,  but  I  under- 
stood but  little  of  the  light  then  to  what  I  do  now,  since  com- 
ing here  to  live  with  highly  developed  minds,  that  only  know 
truth  itself.  When  I  awoke  to  reason  in  spirit  existence  I  met 
many  of  the  members  of  my  church  and  other  friends,  who  ad- 
dressed me,  saying,  "You  gave  us  part  of  the  light,  for  which 
we  thank  you.  In  order  to  realize  it  thoroughly  and  get  a  true 
conception  of  it,  we  had  to  come  here  to  spirit  life  to  listen  to 
the  advanced  minds,  the  great  teachers  of  wisdom's  religion. 
It  is  a  grand  thing  to  become  a  pupil  of  Truth  and  learn  Wis- 
dom's generosity  towards  all  spiritual  conditions.  You  set  us 
to  thinking;  here  we  have  thought  it  out.  It  is  only  through 
re-embodiment  that  we  can  become  perfect  divinities  unto  the 
God  of  Nature  and  ourselves.  Here  is  where  we  find  the  re- 
generation of  the  soul  constantly  at  work,  teaching  us  how  to 
penetrate  into  the  Devachan  of  all  life.  The  higher  Mahatmas 
that  we  find  here  are  the  true  teachers  of  soul's  growth.  Through 
the  light  and  knowledge  they  impart  to  us,  we  are  getting  to 
understand  how  to  build  up  a  perfect  Karma,  through  that  con- 
dition we  can  reach  out  and  command  the  veil  of  Nirvana  to  be 
lifted  so  that  we  can  enter  into  the  Temple  of  the  true  God  and 
become  pupils  or  neophytes  of  the  Grandmasters.  We  find  re- 
flected in  the  crystal  light  o£  nature  our  weak  points,  but  by  the 
help  of  the  masters  and  the  working  out  of  our  souls,  we  find 
the  flivinity  of  life  in  time.  Now  come  with  us,  brother,  and 
we  will  introduce  you  to  the  school  of  Yoga,  where  you  will  find 
your  life  ijhotogra])he(l  through  the  sense  of  all  time.  As  we 
listen  to  the  echo  of  s];eech  personified  on  the  brain  senses,  we 
know  that  we  have  become  dwellers  of  Nirvana,  but  only  for  a 
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time,  ^^'e  must  become  re-embodied  to  work  out  the  perfection 
of  our  ideality  in  nature.  Understanding"  the  love  of  brother- 
hood is  in  all  the  human  race.  Now,  since  the  inner  chambers 
of  the  Orient  have  been  thrown  open  and  all  its  intelligence  re- 
vealed to  the  human  race  through  that  beautiful  character  and 
her  ministrations.  Searchlight.  She  has  walked  over  briars  and 
thistles  and  thorns  of  all  kinds  to  gain  this  wisdom's  religion 
for  the  human  race,  v/hich  means  equality  to  men  and  women. 
No  matter  of  what  tint  and  color  their  skin  may  be  tinged  with, 
they  are  the  children  of  this  great  father  and  mother  God 
merged  into  one,  the  human  soul  called  life,  that  is  constantly 
playing  a  part  in  the  sunbeams  of  time.  All  the  beautification 
that  radiates  from  this  sunlight  is  one  with  God  throughout  all 
eternity." 

\\nien  I  first  approached  your  dwelling  here  in  the  moun- 
tains it  was  in  company  with  two  of  my  church  members,  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Pierce.  They  guided  me  to  the  home  of  the  Little 
One.  That  is  what  brings  me  here  today — to  relate  some  of  my 
experience  v^'ith  Little  Justin.  When  I  first  met  Little  Justin 
it  was  at  the  home  of  Harvey  Smith's  family  in  Boston.  I  re- 
ceived an  invitation  from  Mrs.  Smith,  saying,  "On  April  29th, 
1849,  will  be  held  a  reception  on  the  afternoon  of  said  day  of 
the  month.  You  are  expected  to  be  present.  Do  not  fail  to 
come,  as  we  think  on  that  afternoon  there  will  be  present  one 
of  nature's  freaks.  The  reception  will  commence  at  2  o'clock." 
I  went  as  requested  and  found  a  number  of  guests  already  as- 
sembled. I  was  sitting  talking  to  Mr.  Page ;  Mr.  Smith  ap- 
proached us,  saying,  "Mr.  Parker,  the  freak  of  the  afternoon  has 
not  made  his  appearance  yet,  but  we  hope  his  father  will  not 
fail  to  bring  him  here."  A  few  minutes  after  the  clock  in  the 
hall  had  struck  half  past  two,  the  door  bell  rang,  and  in  about 
five  minutes  more  a  large,  handsome  military  looking  gentle- 
man entered  the  parlor,  holding  by  the  hand  a  little  boy  who 
may  have  been  about  four  feet  tall,  the  owner  of  a  beautiful 
head  of  hair,  white  skin  and  red  cheeks,  with  large  black  eyes, 
as  I  thought  when  I  looked  at  them,  but  later  on  I  discovered 
they  were  a  very  dark  blue  and  in  a  certain  light  looked  black. 
The  gentleman  and  the  little  boy  were  introduced  as  Mr.  War- 
ren and  Little   fn^tin.     I   beheld   that  several  of  the  ladies  and 
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gentlemen  present  kissed  the  little  boy.  I  discovered  through 
that  condition  he  had  met  them  before.  I  turned  and  said  to 
^Ir.  Page,  "I  think  it  looks  more  like  a  pretty  little  girl  than  a 
boy."  Just  then  he  called  the  little  boy  over  to  him,  saying, 
"Puss,  I  want  to  introduce  you  to  my  friend,  Mr.  Parker."  The 
Little  One  looked  at  me  and  said,  "Are  you  old  Parker,  the  hell 
fire  preacher?"  I  said,  "I  do  not  believe  in  hell.  Little  One — 
that  is,  in  a  brimstone  hell."  He  said,  "Oh!  but  you've  got  to; 
all  you  preachers  have  got  to  go  to  hell,  because  you  believe  in  it 
and  teach  it.  My  papa  don't  believe  in  hell,  nor  in  preachers, 
either.  They  are  such  damn  liars."  Mr.  Warren  said,  "Why, 
Puss,  you  mustn't  talk  like  that  to  people ;  you  will  shock  their 
morals."  The  Little  One  said,  "You  didn't  shock  any  morals, 
papa,  when  you  told  about  them  being  such  liars."  He  looked 
up  at  me  and  said,  "Do  you  believe  in  God  that  lives  away  ofif 
in  a  place  called  heaven,  what's  got  nineteen  thousand  concu- 
bines and  he  don't  know  a  dam  one  of  them?"  Mr.  Warren  said, 
"Why,  Puss,  you  have  got  things  all  mixed  up."  The  Little 
One  said,  "Ain't  that  what  the  preacher  told  us  in  Albany?" 
^Mr.  Warren  said,  "\A^hy,  no ;  that  was  King  Solomon  he  was 
talking  about,  and  his  thirteen  hundred  concubines."  The  Lit- 
tle One  looked  up  at  me  and  winked,  saying,  "Papa  wants  to 
let  God  down  easy  because  you  are  a  preacher,  old  man."  He 
slapped  his  little  hand  into  mine,  saying,  "There,  you  old  duffer, 
you  and  I  are  friends  now."  JUst  then  Harvey  Smith  called 
him  over,  saying,  "Come,  Puss,  sit  on  Uncle  Smith's  lap." 

Mrs.  Smith  arose,  saying,  "Mr.  Parker,  we  would  like  to 
liear  from  you,  now."  I  knew  what  she  meant  by  that;  it  was 
to  open  the  reception  l)y  prayer.  When  I  stood  up  to  pray  some 
kept  their  seats,  while  others  took  their  positions  standing.  The 
Little  One  knelt  down  on  his  knees  and  ])laced  his  head  on  Mr. 
Smith's  leg,  kec])ing  one  eye  on  me  enough  to  say,  "Old  man, 
I  will  see  what  you  can  do."  After  I  had  entered  into  prayer, 
])erha])s  about  five  minutes  or  more,  he  commenced  to  groan 
anrl  moan  like  an  old  man  about  eighty  years  old  who  had  lost 
all  his  teeth.  Once  in  a  while  he  would  yell  out  at  the  top  of 
his  voice,  "Amen  !"  and  pf,)ke  Harvey  Smith  in  the  ribs.  It  was 
almost  impossible  for  the  peo])le  to  kec])  from  laughing.  I  cut 
my   prayer   shr)it    on    that   occasion.      W'licn    I    had   finished   and 
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took  my  seat  some  of  the  guests  present  said  "Amen!"  He  got 
up  and  looked  at  me,  saying,  "Christ,  is  that  all  you  can  do?  I 
always  heard  preachers  was  a  lazy  lot."  He  went  to  a  marble 
table  whereon  lay  a  beautiful  large  bible.  He  slammed  it  off 
the  table  onto  the  floor,  stood  upon  it  (standing  on  his  toes)  and 
commenced  to  crow  like  a  rooster.  This  got  us  all  to  laughing. 
Then  he  stood  upon  the  bible  with  his  feet  solid  upon  it  and 
raised  his  face  towards  the  ceiling  of  the  room  :  finally  he  brought 
it  down  and  opened  his  eyes.  They  had  in  them  a  far  away 
look  and  it  seemed  to  me  that  language  rolled  right  out  of  his 
his  mouth  as  fast  as  it  possibly  could.  The  thoughts  and  ex- 
pressions were  something  beautiful.  I  said  to  myself,  "Theo- 
dore Parker,  if  a  child  like  this  can  give  such  beautiful  expres- 
sions in  prayer,  it  is  time  you  called  a  halt."  I  ne\x^r  prayed 
from  the  pulpit  again.  XMien  I  stood  up  it  was  to  commence 
preaching  my  sermon  right  off. 

While  he  was  giving  this  beautiful  invocation  I  saw  one  of 
the  most  malicious  and  at  the  same  time  one  of  the  most  roguish 
faces  I  ever  looked  at,  looking  over  his  shoulder  at  me.  I  said 
to  Mr.  Page,  "Just  look  at  that  face  back  of  him."  Mr.  Page 
said,  "I  don't  see  any  face  there."  The  lady  sitting  to  the  left 
of  me  and  near  the  piano  said,  "Mr.  Parker,  I  see  the  face ;  isn't 
it  a  malicious  looking  one?" 

When  he  had  finished  his  invocation  he  stepped  off  the  bible 
onto  the  floor,  walking  up  and  down,  singing  a  street  song  in 
which  he  said,  "I'm  Raggedy  Jack,  no  money  I  lack,"  with  all 
the  bravado  of  a  street  Arab.  I  said,  "Just  see  how  he  passes 
from  the  sublime  to  the  ridiculous."  Mrs.  Smith  said,  "Mr.  Par- 
ker, do  you  really  think  you  saw  a  face  looking  over  his  shoul- 
der?" I  said,  "Yes,  madam;  just  as  natural  as  I  see  yours  now." 
The  lady  sitting  at  my  left  said,  "Airs.  Smith,  I  saw  it,  too:  oh, 
but  it  was  a  malicious  looking  one." 

The  Little  One  jumped  into  the  middle  of  the  room,  turned 
a  pirouette  and  when  he  had  struck  a  position  he  said,  "I)ob, 
if  you'll  rap  on  the  piano,  I'll  whistle  a  tune."  He  started  in  to 
whistle  a  beautiful  melody  and  I  tell  you,  sir,  he  could  whistle, 
too.  While  he  was  whistling  the  raps  kept  perfect  time,  some 
of  them  louder  than  others.  He  increased  the  whistling  faster 
and  faster,  when  all  of  a  sudden  he  started  in  to  whistling  and 
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dancing  at  the  same  time,  the  raps  keeping  perfect  time  all  the 
while.  Once  in  a  while  he  would  slow  clown  and  the  raps  would 
slow  with  him  ;  then  he  would  increase  the  time  and  the  raps 
would  increase  theirs.  All  of  a  sudden  he  stopped,  and  a  big 
rap  came  on  the  piano,  enough  to  say,  "It's  finished,  ladies  and 
gentlemen."  He  yelled  out  at  the  top  of  his  voice,  "I  want  a 
glass  of  milk,  and  I  want  it  rig'ht  now,  too."  It  seemed  to  me  it 
was  only  about  two  minutes  when  the  glass  of  milk  was  pro- 
duced ;  I  saw  that  they  understood  his  peculiarities. 

After  he  had  drunk  the  glass  of  milk  he  went  and  sat  on 
Mr.  Warren's  lap  and  went  fast  asleep.  While  he  was  sleeping 
a  number  of  the  ladies  and  gentlemen  sang  a  beautiful  piece  of 
music.  Afterwards  one  of  the  gentlemen  present  gave  a  reci- 
tation from  Shakespeare.  Finally  the  Little  One  woke  up,  when 
Air.  Harvey  Smith  said,  "Puss,  can't  you  favor  us  with  one  of 
your  songs?"  He  said,  "Of  course  I  will.  Uncle  Smith."  I  dis- 
covered that  he  called  all  the  people  uncle  and  aunt.  Mrs.  Smith 
said,  "Suppose  we  first,  have  a  piano  solo  by  Mr.  Gottschalk?" 
I  think  that  was  the  name  she  pronounced.  She  said,  "That  will 
give  the  little  sweetheart  a  breathing  spell."  I  think  that  gen- 
tleman played  one  of  the  grandest  piano  solos  I  ever  had  the 
pleasure  of  listening  to.  When  he  had  finished  he  received  big 
applause.  For  an  encore  he  gave  us  on  the  piano  an  imitation 
of  a  battle  taking  place,  which  I  think  was  grand  and  impres- 
sive. The  Little  One  went  up  and  took  the  performer's  hand, 
saying,  "You're  the  boss,  old  man  ;  that's  harder  than  preach- 
ing, any  day."  Harvey  Smith  said,  "Now,  Puss,  what  shall  it 
be?"  The  Little  One  said,  "You  tell."  Harvey  said,  "Then  sup- 
pose we  have  'Norma' ;  you  know  how  many  of  us  like  that." 
The  Little  One  said  to  this  gentleman  who  just  performed, 
"C)\(]  man,  can  you  play  'Norma?'"  He  said,  "Oh,  yes;  what 
part  would  you  like?"  The  Little  ( )ne  said.  "The  part  where 
she  has  lost  her  best  suit  that  she  used  to  wear  at 
the  boarding  house  table."  The  pianist  laughed  and 
said,  "I'm  afraid  I  don't  com])rchen(l  you."  He  said,  "That 
])art  where  she  says,  'Hear  me,  Norma,'  and  gets  in  all 
her  crying  business."  The  pianist  said,  "I  think  I  understand 
you  now,"  and  commenced  to  play  that  beautiful  selection  where 
she  appeals  to  his  manhood  to  listen   to  her  tale  of  woe.     The 
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Little  One  started. in  to  sing  the  music,  and  I  just  wisli  }ou 
could  have  heard  the  way  he  sung  it.  It  brought  the  tears  to 
our  eyes.  Where  she  says,  "Look  upon  me;  look  again;  look 
exulting;  behold  the  ruin  you  have  made."  It  was  sung  with 
so  much  feeling  that  soiue  of  the  ladies  present  commenced  to 
cry.     I,  myself,  could  not  hold  back  the  tears. 

W^ien  he  had  finished  singing  the  pianist  grabbed  him  in 
his  arms,  at  the  same  time  folding  them  around  him,  holding 
him  to  his  breast  tightly,  kissed  him  and  said,  "Boy,  boy;  but 
you  have  a  beautiful  voice;  there  is  some  mistake — God  never 
intended  that  beautiful  voice  for  a  male."  The  guests  present 
applauded  him  with  all  their  hearts.  When  the  applause  had 
quieted  down  he  said,  "Xow  I  am  going  to  sing  you.  'Nip  up, 
Git  up.'  "  The  pianist  said,  "That's  not  in  my  line  of  music." 
The  Little  One  looked  up  at  him,  saying.  "You  don't  know  as 
much  as  I  thought  you  did,"  which  brought  a  laugh.  The  pi- 
anist said,  "I  can  accompany  you  in  some  pretty  little  balad  or 
another  selection  from  some  opera."  Mr.  Page  spoke  up  and 
said,  "Puss,  sing  us  'There's  nae  room  but  for  tw^a,  Tom!"" 
The  pianist  said,  'T'm  afraid  I  do  not  know  that,"  when  the  Lit- 
tle One  whistled  the  melody  for  him.  He  caught  it  right  ofif, 
being  a  great  musician.  I  understood  afterwards  they  paid  him 
one  hundred  dollars  for  that  occasion.  The  different  selections 
he  played  that  afternoon  were  something  marvelous  in  the  way 
of  music,  and  grand  to  listen  to.  The  Little  One  sang  the  Scotch 
piece  of  music,  which  was  quite  pretty  and  full  of  touching 
pathos.  At  the  last  of  it  his  voice  made  quite  a  flourish.  He 
threw  out  his  foot  and  kicked  the  pianist  on  the  ankle,  when 
he  jumped  from  the  piano  stool,  saying,  "Great  God,  what  was 
that?"  All  the  guests  became  convulsed  with  laughter  when 
the  Little  One  said,  "Chalkey,  'twas  only  one  of  my  darned  old 
feet  went  out."  He  said,  "Well,  keep  your  feet  on  the  floor, 
please."  Mrs.  Smith  then  said,  "Now,  Mr.  Warren,  we  would 
like  to  hear  you  and  the  Little  One  sing  a  duet."  They  stepped 
to  the  piano  and  did  so.  They  sang  one  called,  "The  Hero 
Comes."  I  can  hear  that  deep  bass  voice  now,  with  that  high 
soprano.  They  filled  the  parlor  with  music  and  you  would  have 
thought  you  were  listening  to  an  opera.  Oh,  how  the  Little 
One's  voice  rang:  out  where  she  receives  her  hero  back  from  war. 
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\\  hen  thev  had  finished,  the  applause  was^immense — so  much 
so  that  they  had  to  sing  it  over  again. 

After  they  had  finished  the  guests  all  arose  and  sang  that 
beautiful  piece,  "We  will  meet  again  on  the  heavenly  shore." 
After  the  guests  had  taken  their  seats  coffee,  cake  and  fruit  were 
served  to  each  one,  while  the  Little  One  received  a  bowl  of 
bread  and  milk  as  his  portion.  After  all  had  finished  eating,  sev- 
eral of  the  gentlemen  arose  in  turn  and  each  spoke  of  the  pleas- 
ant afternoon  we  had  spent  together  and  hoped  it  would  not  be 
the  last.  Then  a  shower  of  raps  came  on  my  shirt  bosom  so  dis- 
tinct that  all  in  the  room  heard  them.  The  Little  One  spoke  up 
and  said,  "Look  out.  Old  Parker;  the  devil's  got  you  by  the  ears 
and  when  you  go  down  to  hell,  keep  a  chair  for  papa  Warren 
and  me ;  a  big  chair,  so  I  can  sit  on  his  lap  and  go  to  sleep.  He 
says  he'll  be  damned  if  he  will  go  to  heaven  where  all  the  mur- 
derers, liars  and  thieves  are  and  those  concubines  that  God's  got 
up  there.  No  wonder  you've  got  a  collection  to  take  up  in  the 
church  to  get  money  enough  to  clothe  all  those  gals."  Then  he 
said,  "Papa,  let's  go  home;  I'm  awfully  tired.  I  want  to  get 
these  black  velvet  clothes  off.  I  only  wear  them  when  I'm  in 
company."  I  noticed  he  had  on  a  suit  of  rich  black  silk  velvet, 
with  a  white  lace  ruffle  around  his  neck  and  black  cloth  gaiters 
on  his  feet.  I  did  not  wonder  when  he  looked  at  us  with  those 
beautiful  eyes  that  people  fell  in  love  with  him.  I  discovered 
one  thing — that  he  did  not  always  select  his  words  when  he 
wanted  to  be  understood,  and  spoke  his  mind  on  all  occasions. 

Mr.  Warren  and  he  bade  us  all  good  afternoon  and  when 
they  had  gotten  as  far  as  the  parlor  door  the  Little  One  said, 
"Wait  a  minute,  papa,  I  forgot  something."  He  came  back,  stood 
in  front  of  me,  ard  looking  up  into  my  face  with  a  roguish  smile, 
he  said,  "You  old  coon,  I  want  to  kiss  you."  I  lifted  him  up  in 
my  arms,  saying,  "Put  your  arms  around  my  neck,  pet,  and  hug 
old  Parker  good."  He  did  so,  and  we  kissed  each  other  several 
times.  I  said,  "Don't  you  love  Parker  a  little  bit?"  He  replied, 
*'You  just  bet  your  buttons  I  do,  but  I  don't  love  you  like  papa 
Warren  or  Uncle  Scott."  I  kissed  him  again  and  then  placed 
him  on  the  floor,  when  some  of  the  ladies  said,  "Don't  you  love 
us  a  little,  too,  Puss?"  "Of  course  I  do,  but  you  are  shemales, 
and  I  like  the  men  the  best,  for  they  don't  cry  as  much  and  get 
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the  high  strikes  like  you  shemales  do."  Then  he  ran  towards 
Mr.  Warren,  hollering  back,  "Ta-ta."  As  he  got  to  the  parlor 
door  Harvey  Smith  caught  hold  of  him,  saying,  "Puss,  hain't 
you  forgot  something?"  He  said,  "No  I  ain't.  Uncle."  Smith 
lifted  him  up  and  carrying  him  in  his  arms  to  the  front  door 
kissed  him  several  times,  saying  to  Mr.  Warren,  "Be  careful  of 
Little  Sweet  Heart,  for  you  know  the  public  can't  do  without 
him  just  yet." 

We  heard  the  front  door  shut  and  several  of  the  ladies  went 
to  the  front  windows  to  see  Mr.  \\'arren  and  the  Little  One  en- 
ter their  carriage.  They  threw  kisses  to  the  Little  One,  when 
he  snatched  ofif  Mr.  Warren's  hat  and  waved  it  back  at  them. 
That,  sir,  was  one  of  the  pleasantest  afternoons  I  ever  spent  in 
visiting  friends,  and  I  had  the  pleasure  of  looking  at  one  of  na- 
ture's great  freaks.  A  little  creature  full  of  impulses  and  emo- 
tion, God  bless  him.     We  will  continue  at  another  time. 

Thursday,  December  12th,   190L 

Good  morning,  sir.  Your  air  has  a  wintry  feeling  this 
morning.  You  have  enough  cold  weather  here  in  the  mountains, 
I  presume,  to  make  it  healthy,  .therefore  you  cannot  complain. 
You  have  so  many  beautiful  summer  months  here  that  I  would 
think  you  would  welcome  what  little  winter  you  have  as  a 
change  in  the  atmosphere. 

Xow  we  will  take  up  little  Justin's  life — that  is,  the  part  I 
am  acquainted  with.  After  I  had  once  met  him  there  became 
an  attraction  between  us;  Mr.  Warren,  Little  One  and  I  became 
great  friends.  We  met  frequently  in  Boston  society  and  on  all 
occasions  our  greetings  were  of  the  most  friendly  nature.  W  e 
met  at  r^Ir.  Emerson's  residence  and  also  at  "Sir.  Alcott's  home. 
One  of  the  most  beautiful  days  that  I  ever  passed  was  at  the 
home  of  "Sir.  Longfellow.  A  number  of  guests  assembled  early 
in  the  morning  to  pay  Mr.  Longfellow  birthday  greetings.  In 
the  afternoon  Mr.  A\"arren  and  little  Puss  arrived.  They  received 
a  hearty  welcome  from  all  the  friends  present.  The  air  was 
beautiful  for  the  occasion ;  the  sun  came  out  in  all  its  golden 
sheen  to  herald  the  birthday  of  our  loved  American  poet.  Henry 
W^adsworth  Longfellow.  But  I  think  that  of  all  the  friends 
present   there   was   no   one   made   more    welcome   by    Mr.    Long- 
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fellow  than  Little  Justin.  It  remained  a  glorious  day  in  all  our 
memories  to  think  that  we  had  been  present  on  that  occasion. 

I  met  Mr.  Warren  and  the  Little  One  on  several  occasions 
at  ]\Ir.  Lowell's  home.  Air.  Lowell  was  in  the  habit  of  saying, 
"The  Little  One  burst  into  our  midst  like  a  beautiful  pink."  One 
time  I  met  them  in  Roxbury  at  the  home  of  Air.  Dana.  It  was 
on  the  grand  occasion  of  a  w'edding  jubilee  and  many  were  the 
beautiful  gifts  presented  on  that  occasion.  All  seemed  to  be 
happy,  especially  the  host  and  hostess  of  the  home.  There  is 
where  I  think  I  heard  the  Little  One  sing  the  grandest  I  ever 
heard  him.     I  really  think  he  outdid  himself  on  that  occasion. 

Now  I  must  take  you  to  Washington  to  see  the  city  and  its 
surroundings.  On  the  fourth  morning  after  I  had  arrived  in 
Washington  I  was  sitting  in  Mr.  Schiller's  library,  where  I  was 
stopping.  The  colored  butler  entered  and  handed  me  the  morn- 
ing paper.  While  I  was  scanning  its  columns  I  discovered  an 
advertisement  inserted  therein  which  read  thus :  "On  Monday 
at  the  Theatre,  the  little  Queen  of  Burlesque  Comedy  will  ap- 
pear in  'Aladdin,  the  \\"onderful  Scamp.'  "  When  Monday  mor- 
ning arrived,  I  took  the  pleasure  of  looking  over  the  hotel  ar- 
rivals to  see  where  my  friends  were  domiciled.  I  made  the  dis- 
covery that  they  had  arrived  on  Sunday,  and  were  located  at 
the  National  hotel. 

After  breakfast  I  went  in  search  of  them.  I  sent  my  card 
to  their  rooms.  The  bell  boy  brought  me  back  a  message  say- 
ing, "You  are  to  come  right  up,  sir,  to  their  rooms."  He  led 
the  way  and  I  followed.  He  pointed  out  the  door  of  their  room. 
I  knocked  and  the  door  was  opened  by  Air.  W^arren,  who  gave 
me  a  cordial  greeting  and  a  hearty  shake  of  the  hand.  He  said, 
""Come  in,  Mr.  Parker,  and  sit  down;  Puss  is  just  dressing," 
when  all  of  a  sudden  I  heard  a  voice  coming  from  the  inner  room 
which  said,  "Old  Parker,  I'll  be  out  there  in  a  minute.  Darn 
them  old  shoes,  I  got  them  on  wrong."  Mr.  Warren  said,  "Pet, 
<jon't  be  in  too  big  a  hurry;  bring  your  shoes  out  here  and  I  will 
fix  them  for  you."  He  came  out  in  his  stocking  feet,  with  his 
shoes  in  his  hand.  When  he  saw  me  he  threw  his  shoes  into 
space,  yelling  out,  "Oh,  Uncle  Parker;  I'm  darned  if  it  ain't  you." 
He  rushed  over,  jumped  into  my  lap  and  kissed  and  hugged  me 
good,  saying,  "I  am  glad  to  see  you,  you  old  Boston  galoot.    Did 
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you  get  to  preaching  so  many  lies  that  they  run  you  out  of  tlic 
town?"  This  made  us  all  laugh.  That,  sir,  was  the  way  he  had 
of  receiving  many  of  his  particular  friends.  All  the  while  his 
heart  was  as  true  as  steel  and  he  gave  a  hearty  welcome  to  those 
he  loved  and  liked,  as  he  showed  me  on  that  occasion  by  the 
manner  he  hugged  and  kissed  me.  When  we  were  through  the 
congratulations  of  meeting  each  other  ]\Ir.  Warren  said,  "Puss, 
I  don't  want  any  shoes  for  breakfast  this  morning."  I  looked 
over  towards  the  table  where  the  breakfast  was  all  spread  out 
awaiting  the  two  individuals  to  partake  of  it.  I  discovered  one 
of  Puss'  shoes  had  landed  on  top  of  a  dish  of  eggs ;  it  had  fallen 
there  when  he  threw  them  into  space,  at  the  same  time  making 
a  rush  for  me.  He  said,  "Papa  Warren,  I'm  awful  sorry,  but 
the  darned  old  shoes  wouldn't  go  on  right  this  morning."  Mr. 
Warren  said,  "It's  all  right  ,pet ;  fortunately  for  us,  they  are  only 
boiled  eggs  with  the  shells  on."  I  said.  Now  Puss,  bring  your 
shoes  here  and  see  if  Uncle  Parker  can't  put  them  on  for  you."  He 
did  so  and  I  buttoned  up  his  cloth  gaiters  for  him.  He  said, 
"Now  I  am  going  to  wash  my  face  and  hands  and  then,  Uncle 
Parker,  you  will  have  to  take  breakfast  with  us."  I  told  him  I 
had  partaken  of  breakfast  already.  He  said,  "That  don't  make 
any  difference.  You  have  got  to  drink  a  cup  of  coffee  and  eat 
something."  Mr.  Warren  said,  "Parker,  I  guess  you  will  have 
to  do  it  to  keep  peace  in  the  family."  He  placed  three  chairs 
to  the  table  and  we  three  sat  down.  The  Little  One  sat  close 
to  me,  saying,  "Uncle  Parker,  you  and  I  are  going  to  drink  out 
of  the  same  cup  and  eat  off  the  same  plate."  Mr.  Warren  said, 
"When  the  Little  One  allows  that  favor  to  any  one  you  can  look 
upon  him  as  your  true  friend.'' 

W^e  enjoyed  the  breakfast,  laughing  and  telling  jokes  all  the 
time.  During  the  conversation  Mr.  Warren  said,  "Parker,  we 
are  invited  to  take  lunch  at  the  White  House  today.  You  must 
accompany  us  and  pay  your  respects  to  the  President.  I  received 
the  invitation  about  an  hour  ago."  "But,"  I  said,  "friend  War- 
ren, I  am  not  included  in  that  invitation."  He  said,  "That 
doesn't  make  any  difference,  friend  Parker;  any  friend  who  ac- 
companies me  to  the  W'hite  House  is  welcome,  as  you  will  dis- 
cover when  we  arrive  there."  The  Little  One  said,  "Oh,  yes, 
L'ncle  Parker,  you  have  got  to  go  there  and  you   will  find  the 
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grub  there  ain't  any  better  than  it  is  here.  You  know  the  Pres- 
ident is  an  old  bach,  and  he  don't  allow  them  to  put  on  too  many 
scallops  where  he  is."  I  said,  "Then  you  have  met  the  Presi- 
dent before?"  He  said,  "You  bet;  you  just  ought  to  hear  him 
blow  his  nose.  You'd  think  an  old  bull  had  broken  into  the 
house  and  was  snorting  around."  This  made  Mr.  Warren  and 
myself  laugh  so  much  that  the  tears  ran  down  my  cheeks.  He 
said,  "Well,  it's  so,  Uncle  Parker,  for  the  first  time  I  heard  him 
blow  his  nose  in  New  York  it  sounded  like  a  bladder  had 
bursted,"  which  sent  us  olT  into  another  hearty  laugh.  When 
we  had  quieted  down  or  stopped  long  enough  from  laughing  to 
give  Mr.  Warren  a  chance  to  speak  he  said,  "Parker,  my  Little 
One  means  all  right,  but  he  has  a  peculiar  way  of  expressing 
himself.  He  doesn't  care  any  more  for  the  President  of  the  Na- 
tion than  he  does  for  a  common  Irish  laborer  cleaning  up  the 
street."  The  Little  One  said,  "Because  he  is  President  he  need 
not  think  he  knows  as  much  as  you  do."  I  discovered  he  was 
loyal  to  his  papa.  Mr.  W^arren  said,  "Now,  Puss,  let  us  get 
ready.  I  see  by  my  watch  it  is  almost  eleven  o'clock."  I  said  to 
Mr.  \\'arren,  "I  have  laughed  so  much  during  the  breakfast  that 
I  am  afraid  it  will  be  difficult  for  me  to  walk  now."  The  Little 
One  said,  "Oh,  get  up  and  dance  a  hornpipe — that  will  limber 
up  your  joints,  old  man."  You  can  imagine  how  a  minister  of 
the  gospel  would  look  dancing  a  hornpipe.  They  both  got  ready 
and  I  accompanied  them  to  the  White  House.  We  were  received 
by  the  President  in  a  gracious  manner.  He  said,  "I  had  almost 
given  you  up."  The  Little  One  said,  "What  kept  us  so  late,  old 
man,  my  darned  shoes  got  on  the  wrong  feet  and  Uncle  Parker 
had  to  put  them  on  for  me  and  button  them.  Are  you  getting 
hungry  for  your  grub?"  The  President  said,  "Oh,  no,  but  hasn't 
Puss  forgot  something?"  He  said,  "No,  I  haven't,  but  I  wanted 
a  chance  to  get  my  second  breath."  The  President  sat  down  on 
a  chair.  Puss  got  up  into  his  lap  and  hugged  and  kissed  him. 
When  he  had  done  so  he  said,  "Say,  I  told  Uncle  Parker  what 
a  noise  you  can  make  when  you  blow  your  nose,"  which  sent  us 
off  into  a  laugh.  The  President  said,  "So,  Puss,  you  think  I  am 
a  master  in  the  art,  do  you?"  The  Little  One  said,  "You  can 
make  more  noi.se  than  any  fellow  I  ever  knew."  The  President 
said,  "Well,  now   I  am  going  to  take  another  smack  for  that." 
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While  he  was  sitting  on  the  President's  lap  two  fine  looking  boys 
entered  the  room.  The  President  said,  "Come  here  boys,  I  want  to 
introduce  you  to  my  little  friend  whom  you  have  heard  me  speak 
of."  They  were  introduced  to  each  other  and  in  about  ten  min- 
utes the  three  were  down  on  the  floor  playing  marbles,  which 
gave  the  President,  Mr.  Warren  and  Myself  a  chance  to  enter 
into  conversation,  which  I  found  with  pleasure  was  agreeable 
to  all  parties.  After  the  children  had  been  playing  marbles,  I 
should  judge,  about  half  an  hour  the  President  said,  "Come  here, 
Puss,  I  want  to  talk  with  you."  The  Little  One  said,  "Oh,  go 
soak  your  head — don't  you  see  we're  playing?  You  think  be- 
cause you're  President  you  can  break  up  the  game,  but  you 
ain't  going  to  do  it."  Mr.  Warren  spoke  up  sharp  and  said, 
"Puss,  come  here;  the  President  wants  to  speak  with  you.  You 
haven't  visited  any  with  him  this  morning."  The  Little  One 
said,  "I  suppose  I  have  got  to  be  fashionable.  Boys,  stag  my 
style."  He  got  up  and  walked  over  towards  the  President.  The 
contortions  and  wriggling  that  he  put  his  little  body  into  I  think 
would  have  made  him  a  star  in  a  circus.  When  he  got  to  where 
the  President  was  sitting  he  put  his  hand  into  the  President's, 
saying,  "I  hope  you  are  well,  and  all  your  kids,  and  the  rest  of 
the  family  that  ain't  here  now.  You  look  quite  charming  this 
morning  and  that  white  alabaster  brow  gives  such  an  expres- 
sion to  your  whole  aspect  that  I  think  you  are  the  most  bril- 
liant chump  that  ever  I  saw.  Who  would  think,  to  look  into 
those  leather-colored  eyes  of  yours,  that  they  ever  knew  sor- 
row or  grief  or  pain.  I  have  the  most  profound  respect  for  that 
noble  form  of  yours  and  feel  like  crying  when  I  approach  you. 
As  I  look  at  that  glamour  that  surrounds  your  whole  atmos- 
phere, it  makes  me  feel  that  you  and  I  are  quite  aristocratic 
this  morning.  You  know  that  all  fashionable  people  have  to  get 
into  the  lying  business,  or  they  wouldn't  be  fashionable  and  tony. 
That's  why  Fm  lying  to  you  so  much  this  morning.  Now,  noble 
sire  and  Mr  .President,  please  don't  blow  your  nose  till  we  get 
out  of  the  building."  Then  he  bowed  profoundly,  as  he  called 
it.  Well,  if  you  ever  heard  people  laugh,  sir,  we  were  the  ones 
on  that  occasion.  The  two  boys  laughed  so  they  threw  them- 
selves on  the  floor  and  rolled  over.  When  they  could  speak  they 
said,  "He's  a  daisy."     The  President  laughed  so  that  he  had  to 
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hold  his  atomach.  He  said  it  hurt  him  from  laughing.  The 
Little  One  turned  around  and  said,  "Uncle  Parker,  don't  you 
think  I  have  been  very  polite  this  morning?  I'm  such  a  society 
coon,  you  know."  The  President  said,  "Come  right  up  here, 
you  young  scamp,  on  to  my  lap,  and  let  me  squeeze  you.  If 
there  ever  was  a  burlesque  artist  born  in  this  world  it's  you. 
Now  sit  down  here  and  be  quiet."  Mr.  Warren  said,  "Presi- 
dent, you  will  have  to  hire  a  boy  to  keep  his  feet  still  if  you 
want  him  to  be  quiet."  I  saw  that  the  President  loved  children. 
He  called  the  two  other  boys  up,  saying,  "Now  stand,  one  of 
you,  on  each  side  of  me."  Then  he  put  an  arm  around  each  one 
and  drew  them  close  up  to  him,  while  the  little  Puss  sat  on  his 
lap.  He  said,  "Gentlemen,  I  am  happy  now ;  I  love  the  little 
ones  so  much."  Then  he  kissed  the  three.  He  held  them  in  that 
way  while  he  entered  into  conversation  with  us.  During  the 
conversation  he  discovered  the  three  children  were  growing 
sleepy — their  eyelids  commenced  to  close.  He  placed  their  three 
heads  together  on  his  breast  and  they  went  fast  asleep.  Oh, 
sir.  but  it  was  a  glorious  picture  to  look  at  those  three  child- 
rens'  heads  lying  on  the  President's  breast,  fast  asleep,  while  he 
held  them  close  to  his  body.  I  wished  then  it  were  possible  to 
have  them  photographed  in  such  a  position.  I  shall  never  for- 
get that  beautiful  picture  of  those  three  heads  nestling  on  the 
President's  breast — the  memory  of  it  will  go  with  me  through 
all  time.  As  I  looked  at  Mr.  Warren  I  beheld  his  eyes  filled 
with  tears.  I  said,  "You  think  as  I  do,  brother  Warren.  It  is 
a  sweet  picture  to  look  upon.  It  gives  the  President  such  a 
fatherly  appearance  with  those  three  little  angels  nestling  on 
his  breast."  I  arose  from  my  chair  and  said,  "Brother  Warren, 
stand  up  and  let  us  ask  God  to  bless  the  President,  the  children 
and  the  AX'hite  House,  and,  above  all.  the  nation  that  invites 
the  poor  emigrant  to  come  among  us  and  make  a  home  in  order 
that  he  may  raise  his  children  to  become  intellectual  men  and 
women,  for  the  future  of  the  greatest  nation  of  the  world.  God 
be  with  us  in  everything." 

When  I  had  spoken  the  benediction  the  raps  came  in  show- 
ers. The  Little  One's  feet  seemed  to  be  twisted  in  all  shapes, 
when  suddenly  he  jumped  from  the  President's  lap  and  stood 
on  the  floor.     He  opened  his  eyes  and  looked  at  me  wildly  and 
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fiercely,  saying,  "Your  benediction  is  good  for  a  preacher,  but 
the  greatest  benediction  of  all  shall  be  when  Abraham  Lincoln 
is  President  of  the  nation,  and  the  black  man  shall  be  free.  y\ll 
benedictions  shall  be  useless  and  thrown  to  the  winds  until  then. 
I,  Joan  of  Arc.  say  so.  Shut  your  harping  and  look  to  the  rights 
of  the  Nation."  He  staggered  and  his  little  body  fell  back  into 
the  President's  lap  again.  The  President  said,  "Gentlemen,  I 
am  afraid  that  means  war."  I  noticed  the  two  other  little  boys 
looked  frightened,  but  the  President  said,  "Be  quiet,  it  is  all 
right ;  little  Puss  is  a  strange  creature  and  belongs  to  the  spirit 
world — he  is  a  medium  to  be  used  for  their  purpose." 

He  arose  from  the  chair  and  walked  up  and  down  the  room  ; 
finally  he  came  and  stood  in  front  of  me  and  said,  "Theodore 
Parker,  you  are  a  preacher.  See  that  you  tell  no  one  of  this,  for 
I  am  afraid  if  the  people  knew  it  and  gave  any  credence  to  it,  it 
would  be  the  cause  of  trouble  in  our  nation  and  the  death  of  that 
man,  Lincoln,  a  low,  ill-bred  country  lawyer." 

Just  then  a  loud  knock  came  on  the  door.  The  President 
turned  and  said,  "Come  in."  A  man  opened  the  door  and  ad- 
dressed the  President,  saying,  "Mr.  President,  lunch  is  waiting 
The  ladies  are  already  in  the  dining  room,  waiting  your  coming." 
The  President  said.  "All  right ;  tell  the  ladies  we  will  be  there 
presently."  The  man  withdrew  and  shut  the  door.  The  Presi- 
dent turned  and  said  to  the  boys,  "Now,  boys,  go  and  get  ready, 
we  will  be  there  in  a  minute  or  so." 

When  the  boys  had  left  the  room  and  shut  the  door  the 
President  came  forward  and  extended  a  hand  to  each  of  us,  say- 
ing, Gentlemen,  on  your  souls,  do  not  mention  what  you  have 
heard  here  today.  If  you  do  there  will  be  trouble  and  the  shed- 
ding of  blood  will  be  on  your  heads."  We  both  shook  his  hand 
warmly,  when  ^Mr.  \\'arren  said.  "\lr.  President,  do  not  fear  with 
me;  it  will  remain  a  secret."  Then  I  said,  "Mr.  President,  on 
my  word  as  a  gentleman,  it  will  also  remain  with  me  as  a  se- 
cret." He  shook  our  hands  with  a  firm  grasp,  saying  at  the 
same  time,  "Gentlemen,  let  us  join  the  ladies  in  the  dining- 
room."  Little  Puss  had  come  back  to  his  normal  condition. 
When  he  discovered  us  talking  to  one  another  he  says,  "I  bet 
you  are  making  it  up  to  play  cards,  and  Fm  going  to  play  with 
the  boys  out  of  doors.  Papa  Warren."     The  President  took  the 
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Little   One's   hand,  saying.   "Come,    Puss,   lunch    is   ready,"   and 
led  the  way  to  the  dining  room. 

\\  hen  we  entered  the  dining  room  we  were  introduced  to 
the  ladies — three  in  number.  The  eldest  I  discovered  was  the 
mother  of  the  boys.  The  President  had  the  Little  One  sit  by 
him  at  the  table — that  is,  I  mean  little  Justin.  While  we  were 
sitting  at  the  dining  table,  I  should  think  about  half  an  hour, 
the  conversation  was  carried  on  in  a  mirthful  manner,  so  much 
so  that  we  were  laughing  quite  heartily,  when  a  card  was  pre- 
sented on  a  silver  salver,  to  the  President.  When  he  had  read 
the  card  he  said,  "Tell  the  gentleman  to  come  directly  to  the 
dining  room — there  are  friends  here  whom  he  would  like  to 
meet.  Xow,  \\'alter,  see  that  you  guide  him  directly  here."  In 
about  three  minutes  the  large,  portly  figure  of  General  Winfield 
Scott  stood  in  the  door  of  the  dining  room.  When  the  Little 
One  saw  who  it  was  he  gave  a  scream,  saying,  "Oh,  it's  L^ncle 
Scott !"  He  tore  his  napkin  off  his  breast  and  threw  it  so  it 
landed  in  the  President's  face.  He  upset  his  bowl  of  bread  and 
milk  and  quicker  than  I  can  tell  it  he  was  in  General  Scott's 
arms.  The  General  had  lifted  him  up  and  was  hugging  and  kiss- 
ing him,  saying,  "Oh,  little  pet,  little  pet,  I  have  found  you." 
When  the  General  found  his  senses  he  begged  the  ladies,  the 
President's  and  all  our  pardons  for  the  unconventional  condi- 
tion in  which  he  presented  himself.  He  said,  "Ladies  and  gen- 
tlemen, this  Little  One  is  dear  to  me,  therefore  I  once  more  beg 
your  pardon  for  the  manner  in  which  I  displayed  my  bad  eti- 
quette." The  President  said,  "That  is  all  right,  General,  and  we 
will  overlook  the  condition  in  which  you  hugged  the  Little  One 
to  your  breast.  Now  my  servant  will  draw  out  a  chair  and  we 
will  have  you  seated  at  the  table  in  a  minute."  The  man  ser- 
vant drew  out  a  chair  and  the  General  was  seated  at  the  table. 
When  he  had  done  so  the  Little  One  stood  by,  running  his  fin- 
gers through  the  General's  hair.  I  think  the  President  became 
a  little  jealous.  He  said,  "Puss,  is  that  the  way  you  treat  your 
old  friend?  You  forget  I  am  the  President  of  the  Nation."  The 
Little  One  said,  "No,  I  don't  think  yours  is  any  better  than 
other  folks'  and  this  is  dear  old  Uncle  Scott.  I  haven't  seen  him 
in  a  long  while,  and  I  am  going  to  stand  l)y  him  if  I  want  to, 
and   I   don't  care  if  it  is  in  the   President's  house  or  any  other 
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house.  I  love  him  next  l)cst  to  papa  Warren."  The  President 
said  then,  "I  suppose  you  must  have  it  all  your  own  way.'"  The 
Little  One  said,  "Well.  I'm  going-  to,  and  don't  you  forget  it, 
old  man,"  which  brought  a  laugh  from  the  guests.  After  the 
General  had  finished  his  lunch,  or  I  should  say,  after  little  Puss 
had  finished  feeding  him  with  the  nice  things  on  a  fork — and  I 
saw  the  General  was  enjoying  it,  too — we  adjourned  to  the  blue 
room,  the  ladies  accompanying  us.  The  little  ones  commenced 
to  play  marbles  again,  while  the  General  entertained  us  by  his 
interesting  conversational  powers. 

After  we  had  enjoyed  each  other's  society  for  about  two 
hours,  Mr.  \\'arren  said,  "Come,  Puss,  we  must  go  home  so  that 
you  can  get  your  afternoon  nap.  Mr.  President  and  ladies,  I 
thank  you  for  your  kind  hospitality,  but  we  must  withdraw  from 
your  society  on  this  occasion,  in  order  that  my  Little  One  shall 
take  his  afternoon  nap."  The  Little  One  said,  "I  ain't  a-going 
to  go  without  Uncle  Scott  goes,  and  he  has  got  to  carry  me 
pigaback  to  the  carriage."  General  Scott  arose  and  said,  "I  will 
have  to  obey  his  lordship's  commands.  I  will  see  you  tomor- 
row. Suppose  we  appoint  the  hour  of  ten  for  our  meeting." 
The  President  said,  "As  you  wish,  General."  W^e  arose  to  take 
our  final  leave — that  is,  General  Scott,  Mr.  W^arren,  the  Little 
One  and  myself.  Air.  Warren  said,  "Mr.  President,  there  will 
be  a  box  at  your  service  at  the  theatre  this  evening  for  yourself 
and  friends,  hoping  that  the  ladies  present  will  be  among  the 
number."  Then  the  Little  One  spoke  up  and  said,  "I  want  these 
two  kids  to  come,  too,  and  don't  you  forget  it,  old  man."  He 
went  over  and  took  both  of  the  boys'  hands,  kissing  them  good- 
bye, saying,  "Don't  you  forget  to  come  to  my  dressing  room. 
I  always  have  the  best  dressing  room  in  the  theatre — papa  War- 
ren makes  them  give  it  to  me."  Then  he  kissed  the  three  ladies 
good-bye.  After  that  he  went  to  the  President,  who  took  him 
up  in  his  arms  and  said:  "Xow.  little  sweetheart,  see  that  you 
are  a  good  boy  in  order  that  you  can  give  a  good  account  of 
yourself  the  next  time  I  see  you,  and  1  will  jM-oduce  the  boys 
there  tonight  in  the  box. 

The  Little  One  said,  "All  right,  old  chump,"  and  gave  the 
President  a  good  hug  and  kiss.  Then  he  bade  the  ladies,  the 
boys    and    the    President    adieu    and    jmuped    up    on    to    General 
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Scott's  back,  and  he  carried  him  out  of  the  White  House  to  the 
carriage  "pigaback,"  as  the  Little  One  called  it.  Both  the  boys 
followed  us  to  the  carriage,  so  they  could  get  another  kiss  from 
Little  Puss,  and  telling  him  they  would  be  there  that  night  to 
see  the  performance. 

We  drove  to  the  hotel  feeling  that  our  visit  to  the  White 
House  had  been  pleasant.  When  we  arrived  at  Mr.  Warren's 
rooms  and  were  comfortably  seated  he  said,  "Mr.  Parker,  I 
want  you  and  General  Scott  to  become  my  guests  this  week 
while  the  Little  One  and  I  remain  in  Washington.  He  would 
accept  no  excuse  at  our  not  doing  so.  The  General  said, 
"Parker,  I  g'uess  we  will  have  to  consent,  for  I  must  be  near 
the  Little  One  while  here  in  Washington."  The  Little  One  spoke 
up  and  said,  "You  see.  Uncle  Parker,  Papa  Warren  knows  what  is 
always  best  for  people  to  do.  You  are  going  to  stay  now,  'aint 
you?"  I  told  him  that  I  saw  no  other  condition  before  me 
but  to  remain  as  their  guest  for  the  week.  He  jumped  around 
singing  and  laughing,  and  finally  landed  in  General  Scott's  lap, 
saying,  "Uncle  Scott,  don't  you  think  that  Papa  W'arren  al- 
ways knows  what  is  best?"  The  General  said,  "I  think  he  does, 
Puss,  that's  why  he  takes  such  good  care  of  you."  Then  Mr. 
Warren  said,  "Now,  come  Puss,  and  let  me  put  you  to  sleep." 
They  both  went  into  the  adjoining  room,  when  we  heard  Mr. 
Warren  singing  a  low,  sweet  lullaby.  The  General  said, 
"That's  the  way  he  always  sings  the  Little  One  to  sleep.  I 
believe  if  anything  were  to  happen  to  that  Little  One  and  his 
spirit  should  pass  out  of  that  little  body,  Warren  would  commit 
suicide  in  order  to  follow  him.  Parker,  their  love  is  great;  but 
I  feel  there  will  come  a  time  when  death  will  separate  them, 
leaving  the  Little  One  behind.  I  received  a  written  communi- 
cation through  the  mediumship  of  Harry  Gordon,  wherein  it 
mentioned  the  Little  One  will  live  to  an  old  age.  passing  through 
many  vicissitudes  in  life.  Oh,  Mr.  Parker,  God  help  our  Little 
One  if  it  comes  true  he  has  a  hard  life  before  him;  but  I  hope 
God  will  be  good  enough  to  take  him  out  of  the  body  before 
Mr.  W'arren  jjasses  to  the  other  side.  I  can't  bear  to  think  of 
it  if  it  shall  all  come  true."  Just  then  Mr.  Warren  came  out  of 
the  adjoining  room,  saying,  "My  Little  One  has  gone  to  sleep. 
Don't   you    think.   General,   his   parents    were   cruel   to   abandon 
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such  a  little  one  and  leave  him  for  the  hard  world  to  deal  with  ?" 
I  said,  "In  the  name  of  Heaven,  Mr.  Warren,  then  you  are  not 
his  father?"  He  said,  "Oh,  no,  Mr.  Parker;  I  am  not  his  father." 
I  said,  "Where  did  you  come  across  that  strange  little  creature — 
for  he  is  really  a  phenomena  in  life?"  Mr.  Warren  said,  "I 
Vv'ill  tell  you  my  story  : — 

One  night  in  Albany,  in  the  state  of  New  York,  I  attended 
a  performance  at  the  theater.  The  beautiful  Menken  was  the 
star  of  the  troup.  ^ly  Little  One  played  the  soubrette  part  in 
the  play.  During  the  performance  she  danced  and  played,  to 
the  delight  of  the  audience.  She  danced  herself  into  my  good 
graces  and  stole  my  heart.  She  has  had  the  keeping  of  it  ever 
since.  She  was  then  traveling  in  women's  apparel.  I  was 
not  satisfied  until  I  had  made  her  acquaintance  through  the 
beautiful  Menken,  who  introduced  me  to  her.  Two  nights 
after  my  introduction  came  ofT  a  ball.  I  attended  it  and  found 
her  there.  When  I  first  discovered  her  she  was  dancing  with 
Governor  Dix.  Oh,  I  can't  tell  you  gentlemen  what  kind  of  a 
feeling  came  around  my  heart.  I  felt  I  wanted  to  kill  that  man 
right  there.  W^hen  he  released  her  and  placed  her  in  a  seat, 
then  walked  away,  I  went  directly  to  her  asking  her  if  she  would 
give  me  the  pleasure  of  the  next  waltz  on  her  tablet?  She  per- 
mitted me  to  put  my  name  down.  I  danced  with  her  and  it 
seemed  to  me  I  was  guiding  a  little  doll  around  the  room,  x^fter 
we  had  stopped  and  the  music  had  ceased,  I  said  something  to 
her  which  she  seemed  to  understand  in  a  wrong  sense.  She 
turned  on  me  and  looked  at  me  with  eyes  of  a  demon — and,  Oh, 
God !  gentlemen,  she  was  beautiful  to  look  at — but,  if  ever  a 
man  got  a  tongue  lashing,  I  got  it  in  that  ballroom.  I  looked 
her  right  in  the  eyes,  and  said :  "You  have  got  to  become  my 
wife,  and  you  can't  help  yourself."  I  took  hold  of  her  hand 
and  said,  "Come,  get  your  wraps;  I  will  see  you  to  your  hotel. 
This  is  no  place  to  be  to  have  men  staring  and  gazing  at  my 
future  wife."  I  led  her,  gentlemen,  like  a  little  lamb.  She  got 
her  wraps.  I  placed  her  in  a  carriage,  sat  alongside  and  con- 
veyed her  to  the  hotel.  On  the  way  I  said  to  her,  "Now,  Little 
One,  I  want  you  to  act  sensibly,  as  you  will  have  to  become  my 
wife  and  cannot  help  yourself.  Tomorrow  afternoon  I  will  call 
at  the  hotel  for  vour  answer,  so  that  we  mav  understand  when 
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we  will  take  up  our  tent  together,  for  I  cannot  make  love  to  you 
as  other  men  would  do;  it  is  not  in  my  makeup.  I  will  make 
you  happy  and  will  become  father  and  husband  to  you  on  all 
conditions."  She  said.  "You  need  not  come  tomorrow,"  and 
struck  me  in  the  face:  jumped  up  and  grabbed  me  by  the  hair, 
pulling  it  with  all  the  strength  that  was  in  her  little  arms  and 
hands,  saying,  "Take  that,  you  mean  old  thing;"  and  then  gave 
me  several  kicks  on  the  legs.  I  laughed  and  clasped  her  in  my 
arms,  saying,  "Little  One,  those  are  only  love  taps."  I  held  her 
in  my  arms  until  the  carriage  drove  up  in  front  of  the  hotel.  I 
alighted,  taking  her  through  the  ladies'  entrance,  accompanying 
her  to  the  door  of  her  room.  I  then  said.  "Now,  Little  One, 
you  go  inside  of  that  door,  lock  it  on  the  inside,  then  I  know 
you  are  safe."  I  returned  to  the  carriage  and  had  the  driver  con- 
vey me  back  to  the  ball.  On  the  road  I  said  to  myself,  'By 
all  that's  holy,  that  little  creature  shall  become  mine.'  On  the 
following  afternoon  I  sent  for  her  to  come  to  me  in  the  parlor 
of  the  hotel.  She  sent  back  word  she  would  not  dcvit.  I  then 
went  to  the  door  of  her  room,  opened  it,  walked  in  and  shut  the 
door  behind  me,  which  was  a  bold  thing  for  me  to  do.  I  said, 
"Little  One,  I  have  come  for  my  answer."  She  said,  "There 
it  is !"  throwing  the  water  pitcher  at  me,  which  I  dodged  in 
time.  Oh,  but  she  was  a  spitfire,  if  there  ever  was  one.  I  took 
her  in  my  arms,  sat  down  on  a  sofa  with  her,  saying,  "Now, 
little  sweetheart,  I  want  you  to  act  sensibly  about  this.  You 
have  to  become  my  wife  ;  if  you  do  not  I  will  kill  any  other  man 
whom  you  marry."  She  said,  "I  am  not  going  to  marry  any 
man."  I  said,  "Why  not?"  She  said,  "Because  I  am  an  her- 
maphrodite, and  will  never  marry  a  man  of  any  kind,  because 
I  could  not  bear  children,  so  that  they  would  come  into  the 
world."  I  said,  "So  much  the  better.  I  do  not  like  children, 
and  you  will  marry  a  man  of  my  kind."  She  looked  up  into  my 
face  and  said,  "Well,  if  I  have  to,  I  suppose  I  will  have  to." 
Gentlemen,  that  closed  the  bargain.  I  kissed  her  and  became 
one  of  the  happiest  men  in  the  world.  My  life  would  be  like 
one  living  in  a  perfect  paradise  with  that  Little  One  if  it  were 
not  for  those  damned  s])irits  coming  around  and  getting  hold  of 
him  just  when  they  want  to.       That  is  all  I  have  to  say,  gentle- 
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men.       I  have  moulded  the  Little  One  to  my  will,  and  he  never 
does  anything  of  himself;  only  that  which  1  approve  of." 

We  all  attended  the  theater  that  evening  and  sat  in  the  hox 
with  the  President  and  his  lady  friends.  If  my  meager  attempt 
and  feeble  efforts  at  portraying  some  of  the  little  Justin's  life 
that  came  to  pass  to  my  knowledge  and  personal  experience 
will  be  any  benefit  to  your  book,  you  are  welcome  to  it.  I  am 
glad  to  see  that  he  has  lived  to  enter  his  seventy-fourth  year. 
Give  him  my  love  and  say  he  always  holds  a  warm  place  in 
Uncle  Parker's  heart  and  memory.  I  often  think  of  the  ex- 
perience I  passed  through  while  acquainted  with  him  and  Mr. 
Warren. 

While  living  in  the  body  my  health  failed  me.  I  took  pas- 
sage for  Italy,  lived  there  awhile,  but  never  rallied  from  that 
broken-down  condition  called  ill  health.  My  spirit  passed  from 
my  body  and  I  am  here  to  testify  today  that  Theodore  Parker 
still  lives  as  a  spirit  with  all  his  mental  faculties  in  action. 

I  thank  you  for  taking  down  my  communication  and  hope 
God  will  bless  you  and  may  the  angels  attend  your  good  work. 

I   am,   sincerely,  your  true  friend  and   well-wisher, 

THEODORE  PARKER. 

Once  a  preacher  while  inhabiting  a  physical  body.  Good 
day,  sir. 


William  Denton 

Chapter  XVII 


Friday,  June  13,  1902. 

Good  morning,  friend.  I  never  thought  this  old  man  would 
settle  down  to  business  this  morning;  but  now  I've  got  the 
inside  track,  and.  as  the  German  says,  "Vm  going  to  talk  a 
little." 

You  have  a  beautiful  home  here  in  the  mountains.  I  ac- 
companied Doctor  Van  Ame  here  this  morning.  On  several 
occasions  he  spoke  of  your  beautiful  mountain  home  and  said 
I  must  make  a  visit  to  it,  so  I  accompanied  him  this  morning.  I 
find  it  grander  than  he  described.  This  is  a  magnificent  place 
to  live.  Your  mountains  and  groves  are  beyond  description. 
It  is  impossible  to  describe  nature  in  its  perfections.  I  always 
loved  the  highlands  and  mountains.  On  one  of  the  high  spots 
of  earth  my  spirit  passed  from  its  body.  Here  in  this  beautiful 
climate  you  do  not  have  the  deadly  fevers,  such  as  seized  hold 
of  my  physical  body  away  off  in  that  strange  country  where  it 
is  almost  impossible  for  a  white  man  to  live.  The  whole  atmos- 
phere was  impregnated  with  fever,  which  is  a  destruction  and 
means  of  death  to  a  white  man's  physical  organization.  Here 
you  live  in  God's  beautiful  realm,  surrounded  by  these  lofty 
mountains.  On  my  way  I  discovered  many  beautiful  groves 
of  live  oak.  while  the  wild  flowers  perfume  your  atmosphere. 
I  will  call  this  the  golden  shadow  of  Beulah  land.  So  many  of 
your  flowers  are  of  a  yellow  hue,  the  tint  is  of  such  a  deep  shade 
of  yellow  that  I  could  call  those  amarillis-like  lilies  the  chalice 
cups  of  angels,  where  each  morning"  they  can  drink  the  dew 
from  the  lily.  I  have  also  discovered  in  your  mountain  dell 
beautiful  royal  purple  flowers — the  deep,  rich  yellow  tint  blend- 
ing with  this  magnificent  purple  hue  is  the  emblem  of  man  uni- 
fied in  the  cosmos  of  nature.       Geology  has  given  to  the  world 
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many  lessons  in  life.  The  combination  of  botany  and  geology 
is  the  building  up  of  nature's  poetry. 

I  was  asked,  or,  I  should  say,  requested,  to  give  a  communi- 
cation here  at  Searchlight  Bower.  The  one  that  I  will  give 
will  have  some  of  your  little  medium's  life  connected  with  it. 
\'an  Ame  tells  me  that  in  many  of  the  communications  given 
through  your  medium  the  spirits  are  opposed  to  the  Catholic 
religion,  in  fact^  to  all  church  creeds.  I  have  no  love  for  hum- 
buggery  or  superstition  of  any  kind.  Aly  soul's  desire  is  to 
break  up  religious  hypocrisy. 

When  living  in  a  physical  body  I  attacked  them  whenever 
or  wherever  I  got  the  chance.  Through  the  study  and  love 
of  geology  I  gained  a  knowledge  superior  to  any  church  creed. 
It  taught  me  the  reasoning  power  to  get  at  facts  which  demon- 
strated to  me  that  all  religion  was  man  made.  I  also  dis- 
covered that  in  the  chaotic  period  of  life  human  nature  was  grov- 
eling through  a  mist  of  superstition.  It  was  only  through  growth 
and  civilization  that  they  could  come  up  out  of  that  condition. 
The  reasoning  faculties  of  man  had  to  be  appealed  to  in  order 
to  show  them  there  was  something  higher  in  man's  nature 
than  living  on  swine  flesh  and  the  deceased  carcasses  of  other 
animals.  There  was  a  period  in  man  which  when  fully  devel- 
oped would  bring  to  bear  a  sensibility  through  which  they 
would  perceive  evolution.  The  law  of  progress  is  constantly 
at  work ;  that  is  why  I  wish  to  crush  out  all  that  is  weak  and 
superstitious  in  the  human  family. 

The  human  race  has  been  taxed  long  enough  for  insane 
asylums.  They  have  been  taxed  in  such  a  way  that  it  has 
crushed  out  the  higher  intellect  in  many  of  the  most  prominent 
families  in  your  nation.  A  disease  has  come  upon  the  human 
race  that  has  gained  access  to  the  human  mind  and  there  are 
two  fatal  sparks  in  that  disease — they  are  religious  lunacy  and 
a  rush  for  wealth.  This  disease  that  I  now  proclaim  to  the 
world  has  been  smothering  the  spiritual  part  of  the  human  life. 
We  must  wake  them  up  to  reason  whereby  they  will  gain  a  clear 
sense  of  knowledge  that  will  open  up  the  inner  part  of  their 
soul's  action.  We  must  teach  them  how  to  break  through  this 
fog  and  dispel  all  that  is  left  of  religious  mist.  As  long  as 
priestcraft   holds   human    intellect   in   bondage   you    will   require 
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madhouses.  Now.  to  get  released  from  that  dreadful  tax,  see 
that  you  get  to  work  and  teach  others  of  the  dreadful  leprosy 
that  has  covered  the  human  race  for  ages.  The  cure  for  that 
disease  is  common  sense  whereby  men  and  women  will  think 
for  themselves  and  stop  paying  taxes  for  others  to  think  for 
them.  If  individuals  would  live  more  within  their  own  souls 
and  develop  the  highest  part  of  their  nature  there  would  be  no 
more  use  for  priests  or  teachers  of  theological  dogmas.  You 
can  only  wipe  out  the  curse  by  proclaiming  to  the  world  that 
vou  are  now  thinking  for  yourself  and  find  your  reasoning  qual- 
ities are  much  greater  than  you  thought  they  were. 

The  great  delusion  crept  into  the  minds  of  mental  imbeciles 
whereby  they  thought  they  must  consecrate  their  lives  to  Jesus 
and  become  brides  of  this  mythical  representation  that  has  de- 
luded the  minds  of  christian  women.  You  will  find  in  nearly  all 
cases  where  men  have  devoted  their  lives  to  the  church  that  they 
were  too  lazy  to  earn  their  bread  by  hard  work  such  as  a  me- 
chanic would  do,  in  a  merchantile  business  or  other  branches  of 
honest  toil.  I  say,  Thank  God,  the  great  God  of  wisdom,  that 
we  discovered  that  all  natural  laws  hasten  the  time  that  men 
and  women  understand  there  is  no  perfect  religion  in  life  but 
that  which  purifies  the  soul  and  makes  us  all  one  with  God. 

When  we  listen  to  the  leaves  rustling  through  the  forest  the 
cause  is  a  breath  of  wind  from  the  great  throne  of  loving  nature ; 
that  breath  has  been  breathed  into  space.  We  look  upon  the 
effect  but  the  cause  came  from  the  great  womb  of  eternal  life, 
where  the  beauties  of  all  nature  receive  its  holy  baptism.  The 
beautiful  fount  that  holds  the  morning  dew  is  filled  with  the 
glistening  diamonds  of  perpetual  life  and  all  roses  and  flowers 
receive  their  odor  therefrom.  It  is  only  weak  imbecility  that 
cannot  understand  this  great  law  of  nature.  When  you  take 
your  handkerchief  to  wipe  the  perspiration  from  your  forehead 
that  same  perspiration  moistens  the  handkerchief  for  a  time,  but 
after  awhile  it  passes  back  into  space  and  mingles  with  other 
conditions  which  in  time  will  assist  to  bring  the  dew  to  the  lily 
cup — for  all  moisture  coming  from  the  physical  body,  the  bab- 
bling brook  and  that  which  has  been  collected  in  the  fog,  har- 
monizes in  time  and  produces  what  you  call  the  morning  dew 
on  the  rose.       So  you  see  the   God  principle   in   nature  is  that 
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which  produces  the  dew  of  the  awakening  soul  catching  and 
gathering  glimpses  of  Truth.  When  a  soul  is  thoroughly  alert 
to  the  divine  reasoning  powers  that  have  lain  dormant  in  his 
condition  it  requires  no  other  God  but  clear  and  defined  intel- 
lect embellished  in  the  beauties  of  nature. 

In  the  year  1879  I  made  Kansas  City  a  visit,  giving  a  course 
of  lectures.  While  there  I  was  introduced  to  one  of  the  finest 
ladv  mediums  I  ever  had  the  pleasure  of  meeting.  Her  name 
was  Margaret  Jameson.  I  had  a  sitting  with  her  at  her  home 
on  Main  street.  She  gave  me  some  of  the  grandest  tests  that 
I  ever  received  from  the  spirit  world  while  living  in  a  physical 
body — for  why  do  we  say  the  spirit  world  when  the  whole  planet 
consists  of  spirit  life — the  only  difference  that  I  can  see  there  is  a 
physical  and  spiritual  body.  The  one  while  living  on  the  mun- 
dane sphere  sees  things  cloudy,  as  it  were,  the  other  while  living 
in  a  terrestrial  or  spiritual  sphere  comes  in  rapport  with  all  that 
is  celestial  whereby  things  and  actions  are  more  clearly  defined 
to  the  spiritual  sight.  Some  speak  of  the  spiritual  eyesight  and 
the  earthly  eyesight ;  it  is  all  the  same  eyesight.  You  pass 
through  the  gloom  of  mortal  action  and  wake  up  into  the  spirit- 
ual condition  called  mental  aspiration.  Aspiration  comes  from 
the  soul,  but  it  acts  upon  the  eyesight  and  through  that  we  dis- 
cover the  beauties  of  spirit  life.  One  is  eternal,  while  the 
other  is  only  a  shadow  formation  brought  into  action  during  our 
existence  in  the  physical  body.  You  may  give  it  any  name  you 
choose,  it  still  remains  the  same  eyesight  in  the  shadow  and  in 
the  light  of  all  things. 

While  visiting  one  day  at  Mrs.  Jameson's  home  she  spoke 
of  a  Mr.  Meyer,  who  did  business  on  Main  street,  and  who  had 
a  little  boy  living  with  him  whom  she  thought  was  a  wonderful 
medium.  She  said,  "Mr.  Denton,  if  you  would  like  to  meet 
those  parties  I  will  accompany  you  to  Mr.  Meyer's  place  of  busi- 
ness." I  said  T  should  like  to  very  much,  indeed.  When  we 
arrived  at  Mr.  Meyer's  place  I  discovered  he  was  a  German. 
He  gave  use  a  cordial  greeting  and  asked  us  to  walk  into  the 
back  part  of  the  store.  There  we  discovered  a  little  plump 
figure  lying  fast  asleep  upon  a  cot.  Mrs.  Jameson  spoke  in 
German  to  Mr.  Meyer.  Mr.  Meyer  answering  in  English,  said, 
"He   will   wake  up  after  a  little   while ;   he   has  had  one  of  his 
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nervous  spells  tocla}-  and  1  was  glad  to  see  him  go  to  sleep." 
We  were  seated  and  carried  on  a  general  conversation  about 
Spiritualism. 

After  a  while  the  Little  One  woke  up.  As  he  opened  his 
eyes  I  saw  a  far-away  look  in  them.  He  looked  at  me,  when  he 
said,  "Hello,  Will  Denton;  I've  been  following  you  all  around. 
Now,  I've  got  you  cornered.  I  suppose  you  want  to  know  who 
I  am,  don't  you?  Well,  they  used  to  call  me  Oliver  Richards; 
but  you  used  to  call  me  'Richy,  old  boy.'  "  I  burst  out  laughing 
and  said,  "Well,  this  is  a  great  test.  Richy,  you  and  I  used  to 
have  great  times  at  school."  When  the  influence  said,  "You  bet 
we  did ;  but  I  got  more  kisses  from  her  than  you  did" — meaning 
a  school  girl  who  was  in  the  same  class  with  us. 

There  is  one  strange  thing  about  mediumship,  and  that  is 
this :  Of  all  the  mediums  with  whom  I  had  sittings  I  never  re- 
ceived the  name  of  that  school  companion  before.  While  I 
remained  in  Kansas  City  I  reveled  in  a  feast  of  Spirituality,  re- 
ceiving so  many  beautiful  communications  and  tests  from  the 
spirit  side  of  life.  I  found  Mr.  Meyer  a  very  sociable  man.  He 
told  me  the  medium  had  passed  his  fiftieth  year,  so  you  see  the 
little  boy  was  in  reality  a  little  old  man.  I  presented  them 
with  tickets  for  my  course  of  lectures.  Almost  every  evening 
I  discovered  the  Little  One  sitting  in  front.  After  I  had  fin- 
ished my  lectures  I  walked  down  from  the  platform  to  the  main 
floor  of  the  hall  to  speak  with  my  spiritual  friends.  I  noticed 
the  Little  One  never  had  much  to  say.  I  said  one  evening  to 
Captain  Clary :  "That  Little  One  is  going  to  speak  to  you  people 
here  sometime,  and  will  be  controlled  by  a  very  radical  spirit. 
I  am  confident  it  will  come  to  pass.  My  prediction  was  veri- 
fied that  winter.  My  greatest  lecture  while  in  Kansas  City  was 
given  one  evening  w^hen  Captain  Clary,  Mrs.  Clary,  Doctor 
Dooley  and  Mrs.  Dooley,  Mrs.  Jameson,  Mr.  Jameson  and  their 
young  lady  daughter,  Lily,  a  Grandma  Hook,  Mr.  Meyer  and 
little  Justin  were  all  sitting  in  the  front  seats.  I  had  a  strong 
battery  to  draw  from  and  gave  my  greatest  lecture  on  that 
evening,  so  said  the  newspapers  of  Kansas  City  the  next  morn- 
ing. You  must  understand  that  all  mediumistic  people  can 
lecture  much  better  when  they  have  strong  forces  to  draw  from. 
I  only  intended  to  remain  one  week  in  Kansas  city,  but  I  was 
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drawing  such  large  crowds  that  I  remained  a  month,  and  had 
the  pleasure  of  meeting  Mr.  Meyer  and  Little  Justin  on  several 
occasions. 

During  one  of  those  visits  to  Mrs.  Jameson  I  discovered  the 
Little  One  had  psychometric  power.  I  gave  him  a  wild  ani- 
mal's tooth  wrapped  up  in  three  tissue  papers.  I  said,  "Hold 
that  up  against  your  forehead  and  see  what  you  can  discover." 
After  a  little  while  he  said,  "I  can't  see  anything  but  a  lot  of 
wild  animals  in  a  forest."  I  laughed,  and  said  to  Mrs.  Jameson, 
"That  article  that  he  holds  against  his  forehead  is  a  lion's  tooth 
brought  from  Africa,  so  you  see  he  has  the  psychometrical 
power."  He  said  to  me,  "Oh,  get  out.  Old  Man  Denton,  I  only 
imagined  that."  I  unwrapped  the  papers  and  produced  the 
lion's  tooth.  He  said,  "That's  an  old  horse's  tooth  you  picked 
up  somewhere.  You  can't  come  that  business  over  us,  if  we  do 
live  out  w^est  in  Missouri."  Mr.  Jameson  entered  the  room 
just  then,  saying,  "Why,  Denton,  how  do  you  do?  As  I  was 
coming  towards  our  home  a  voice  said  to  me:  'There  are  three  of 
them  there ;  invite  them  to  lunch  and  you  will  have  some  fun.'  " 
We  did  so.       Justin  and  I  remained  to  lunch. 

He  said,  "While  we  are  waiting  to  be  called  to  the  dining 
room,  suppose  you  and  Justin  put  your  hands  on  that  planchette 
lying  on  the  table  there."  We  did  so  and  the  planchette  would 
not  remain  on  the  table.  When  Mr.  Jameson  said,  "Let  Justin 
try  it  alone."  I  sat  back  from  the  table  while  Justin  placed  his 
hand  on  the  planchette.  It  wrote  out  on  the  paper:  "William, 
my  boy,  your  days  are  numbered.  Richy  tells  you  this,"  and 
he  could  not  get  the  planchette  to  write  another  word.  Then  I 
tried  it  and  it  would  not  write  for  me.  Mr.  Jameson  tried  it  and 
it  wrote  out,  "No  more  at  present ;  go  eat  your  grub." 
In  a  few  minutes  the  daughter  called  us  to  the  diningroom. 
While  we  were  sitting  at  the  table  Mrs.  Jameson  and  Justin 
were  controlled  by  two  Indian  spirits  and  commenced  to  sing. 
They  finally  got  up  and  did  a  war  dance.  I  laughed  so  much 
I  got  a  pain  in  my  side.  Mr.  Jameson  laughed  so  that  he  laid 
down  on  the  floor.  After  they  had  quieted  down  the  Indian 
who  controlled  Justin  said  his  name  was  Little  Crow,  and  that 
he  used  to  control  Mrs.  Paul  of  Philadelphia,  and  one  time  he 
addressed  me  through  Anna  P>ullene,  a  medium  of  Philadelphia. 
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I  remembered  an  Indian  conuinicating  through  Anna  ikillene 
to  me  but  I  did  not  remember  his  name.  Anna  Bullene  was 
a  grand  medium  and  many  of  the  business  men  of  Philadelphia 
received  wonderful  tests  through  her  mediumship.  She  gave 
me  a  wonderful  test  connected  with  my  business  which  came 
to  pass  just  as  she  said  it  would. 

One  evening  in  Kansas  City,  as  I  was  walking  down  Alain 
street  towards  the  hall  where  I  held  forth,  giving  my  course  of 
lectures,  I  met  Little  Justin  and  another  gentleman  coming  up 
the  street.  His  name,  I  think,  was  Peter  Camferdam,  or  some 
such  name.  I  discovered  by  his  pronunciation  that  he  was  a 
Swede.  I  said,  "Gentlemen,  won't  you  walk  back  to  the  hall 
with  me,  and  let  us  hold  some  sociable  conversation."  I  was 
strongly  impressed  to  have  them  go  back  with  me. 

After  we  had  been  in  the  hall  a  little  while  I  could  not  re- 
strain myself  from  embracing  and  kissing  Justin.  Finally  I 
took  him  on  my  lap  and  commenced  to  dance  him  up  and  down 
on  my  knee,  when  all  of  a  sudden  a  voice  said,  "Willie,  I  like 
that."  After  a  few  more  words,  I  discovered  it  was  my  sainted 
mother.  My  mother  and  I  conversed  for  as  much  as  half  an 
hour.  Oh,  I  was  in  Heaven  then.  Her  laugh  was  so  natural. 
When  she  withdrew  from  his  forces  I  commenced  to  cry  and 
could  not  help  it.  It  seemed  to  me  I  was  a  little  child  once 
more  by  my  mother's  knee,  holding  on  to  her  gown  and  telling 
her  I  wanted  a  kiss. 

I  gave  Justin  the  Soul  of  Things  and  gave  to  the  man  Peter 
several  of  my  pamphlets.  That  is  the  last  time  I  spoke  with 
Justin  in  the  mortal  form.  I  called  to  bid  them  good-bye  while 
my  son  was  attending  to  the  baggage.  I  found  Mr.  Meyer 
alone,  Justin  was  not  present. 

I  have  met  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Jameson  many  times  in  spirit  life 
and  we  often  speak  of  Air.  Meyer  and  little  Justin,  the  Lee  and 
Judson  families,  Mr.  Chase  and  many  others  whom  I  knew  in 
the  body.  Air.  Clary  says  he  never  could  understand  little 
Justin.  Sometimes  he  would  be  friendly  and  at  other  times  he 
would  not.  Airs.  Jameson  at  her  own  funeral — that  is  the  fu- 
neral of  her  body,  addressed  her  friends  present  carrying  out 
a  desire  she  always  had  while  living  in  the  body.  That  is  to 
speak  at  the  funeral  of  her  body.       I  was  the  one  who  ga\e  the 
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poem  as  he  stood  by  her  coffin.       I  also  gave  the  poem  at  her 

grave : 

Beautiful  flowers  have  you  sinned  that  you  must  die? 

You   are   the   emblem   of   purity   out   of    God's    sky 

Drinking  in  all  nature,  from  the  low  to  the  high. 

Place  that  warm  body  in  the  earth,  so  that  we  may  all  bid  it 

good-bye ; 
\\^anderers  through  life  were  she  and  I 
The  white  snow  is  our  winding  sheet, 
I  hear  many  a  heave  and  sigh 
Dust  to  dust  her  soul  doth  cry 
Loved  ones  of  earth,  Margaret  is  ever  nigh. 

Now,  I  thank  you  for  taking  down  my  communication.  My 
name  was  William  Denton,  known  to  the  world  as  something  of 
a  eeoloffist. 


H.  M.  Higgins 

Chapter  XVIII    • 


Tuesday  July  1,  1902. 

Good  morning,  Brother  Hulburd.  I  still  find  you  on  deck 
as  usual.  I'm  as  happy  as  a  sunflower  that  nods  and  waves  in 
the  breezes  this  morning. 

Well,  to  speak  in  plain  parables,  we  had  to  put  the  nippers 
on  the  Little  One  this  morning.  He  had  his  mind  made  up  to 
get  you  to  take  a  walk  with  him  somewhere  to  find  some  blue- 
bells, possibly  you  know  where  it  is ;  but  with  the  assistance 
of  Rosa  we  put  the  nippers  on  him  and  here  I  am,  as  bright  as 
a  lark  in  sunshine.  I  presume  you  know  who  I  am  ;  I  am  the 
man  they  called  "Bonnie  Brae  Higgins."  I  was  requested  by 
the  leaders  of  his  band  to  come  here  this  morning  to  give  a 
communication  for  your  book,  and  having  known  the  Little  One 
for  over  fifty  years.  I  first  met  him  in  Chicago  when  I  was  in 
the  music  business  in  that  city.  A  company  calling  themselves 
the  "Buckley  Serenaders"  made  our  city  a  visit.  The  Little 
One  was  a  member  of  the  company.  As  a  general  thing  all 
musical  people  made  my  establishment  a  visit. 

While  the  Buckley's  were  playing  in  Chicago  I  made  the 
acquaintance  of  James  Buckley,  the  father  of  the  Buckley  family. 
He  presented  me  with  tickets  to  attend  the  performance  of 
"Aladdin,  or  the  AA^onderful  Scamp,"  which  my  family  and  I  did. 
We  laughed  very  heartily  at  the  performance,  as  Aladdin  was 
one  of  the  greatest  little  scamps  I  ever  saw.  Little  Justin 
played  the  part  of  Aladdin.  He  sang,  danced  and  played,  to 
the  delight  of  the  audience  present.  It  was  wonderful  how  he 
could  handle  his  feet;  it  just  seemed  to  me  that  his  little  body 
was  made  of  springs  put  together.  He  gave  one  of  the  sauciest 
little  kicks  with  his  little  foot  that  I  ever  saw.       That  was  long 
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before  the  days  of  the  French  Opera  Boufit'e.  \\'hen  I  attended 
a  performance  of  those  French  comic  opera  I  noticed  several  of 
the  leading"  ones  had  a  similar  kick  during  the  performance. 

I  was  very  anxious  to  see  the  Little  One  during  the  day  time 
so  I  consulted  my  wife  and  we  sent  the  Buckley  family  an  in- 
vitation to  come  to  dinner,  which  they  accepted.  They  came 
in  a  body,  bringing  the  Little  One.  I  had  requested  them  in  the 
invitation  not  to  fail  to  bring  the  Little  One.  I  noticed  during 
the  dinner  that  the  Little  One  had  very  little  to  say.  He  would 
only  speak  when  spoken  to.  My  wife  whispered  to  me  :  "Oh, 
how  I'd  like  to  kiss  that  Little  One.  He  looks  like  a  little 
fraigle  flower.  Who  would  ever  think  that  little  body  had  so 
much  energy  in  it?"  I  said,  "Perhaps,  after  a  while  he  will  let 
you  kiss  him."  \Mien  he  withdrew  from  the  dining-room  to  the 
parlor  he  came  up  and  took  hold  of  Mrs.  Higgins'  hands,  look- 
ing up  in  her  face,  said,  "Lady,  you  want  to  kiss  me  ;  don't  you?" 
She  said,  "Why,  dear,  how  did  you  know?"  He  said,  "I  can  tell 
when  people  want  to  kiss  me  ;  but  I  don't  kiss  everybody.  Mrs. 
Higgins  stooped  down  and  kissed  him,  saying,  "That's  a  sweet 
kiss,  dear ;  but  those  are  more  like  the  lips  of  a  girl  than  a  boy." 
He  said,  "Well,  I'll  give  you  a  boy's  kiss  now."  She  stooped 
down  again  and  he  kissed  her.  How  strange  that  is,  she  said. 
"W^hy  that  is  like  the  kiss  of  a  grown  man  ;  it's  the  strangest 
thing  I  ever  came  in  contact  with."  I  laughed,  and  said,  "You 
only  imagined  that  it  was  like  the  kiss  of  a  grown  man.  How 
could  you  receive  such  a  kiss  from  a  little  child  like  that?"  She 
said,  "W^ell.  I  don't  care  what  you  think;  that  last  kiss  was  a 
man's  kiss."  I  laughed  and  said,  "Oh,  that  is  only  effect 
that  I  left  on  your  lips  the  last  time  that  I  kissed  you."  which 
made  the  company  laugh.  I  said,  "You  get  him  to  kiss  you 
twice  and  see  if  there  is  any  difference."  I  said.  "Little  pet, 
will  you  kiss  me?"  He  said,  "I  will,  if  you  give  me  a  nice  pic- 
ture." I  said,  "If  you  will  come  and  kiss  me  you  shall  have  a 
nice  picture."  He  got  up  into  my  la]),  then  I  kissed  him.  After 
I  had  done  so,  I  said,  "That  is  like  the  kiss  of  a  sweet  young 
girl,"  then  [  kissx'd  him  again.  When  I  had  done  so  I  said. 
"By  Jove,  that  is  the  way  my  old  grandmother  used  to  kiss  me; 
how  strange  that  is."  He  looked  up  at  me  with  a  roguish  smile 
saying:  "You're  a  regular  dandy,  'aint  you?"     After  a  while  his 
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eyelids  commenced  to  droop  and  I  discovered  he  was  growing 
sleepy.  Mr.  Buckley  said,  "Let  me  take  him,  Mr.  Higgins,  and 
ril  lay  him  on  the  sofa  in  order  that  he  may  take  his  afternoon 
nap."  I  said,  "Oh,  no,  Mr.  Buckley;  I  will  hold  him  while  he 
sleeps,  for  I  am  happy  now."  After  he  had  slept  about  half  an 
hour,  Mrs.  Higgins  said,  "Dear,  let  me  hold  him  a  while."  I 
carried  him  over  and  placed  him  in  Mrs.  Higgins'  lap,  which 
seemed  to  make  her  quite  happy.  She  held  him  close  to  her 
breast,  as  if  he  were  her  ow^n  child. 

While  he  was  sleeping  on  ]\Irs.  Higgins'  breast.  I  said,  "He 
seems  to  be  like  a  little  innocent  fawn."  Mr.  Buckley  laughed 
and  said,  "Yes,  he  is  ;  when  you  don't  touch  any  of  his  sensitive 
chords.  If  you  treat  him  kindly  he  is  one  of  the  sweetest  crea- 
tures you  ever  knew ;  arouse  him  once  and  he  becomes  an  incar- 
nated devil.  You  see  how  innocent  and  beautiful  he  looks ;  but 
when  you  once  make  him  angry  he  will  make  you  shudder  with 
the  oaths  that  come  out  of  his  mouth."  Airs.  Higgins  said,  "For 
heaven's  sake  can  that  be  possible?  I  thought  when  I  looked 
at  him  he  was  one  of  the  most  innocent-looking  children  I  ever 
saw.  ]\Irs.  Buckley  said,  "He  is  an  innocent  child,  and  don't 
seem  to  have  any  harm  in  his  nature  ;  but  when  once  aroused 
there  seems  to  be  an  influence  that  takes  hold  of  him  and  he 
swears  like  a  pirate  ;  we  are  all  very  careful  what  we  say  to 
him.  I  can  do  more  with  him  than  any  other  one  in  the  family." 
Bishop  Buckley  spoke  up  and  said,  "}>Iother  seems  to  under- 
stand him  and  can  appeal  to  the  best  in  his  nature."  Mr.  Buck- 
ley said,  "^Mother  seems  to  understand  him  better  than  anyone 
else  that  I  know^  of."  Mrs.  Buckley  said,  "If  I  want  him  to  do 
anything  for  me  he  is  always  so  willing  and  never  complains  of 
getting  tired,  like  other  children."  Airs.  Higgins  said,  "Why, 
Airs.  Buckley,  he  looks  so  fragile  and  delicate,  surely  you  can't 
expect  much  of  him."  Al.rs.  Buckley  then  said,  "He's  got  more 
grit  than  you  think  he  has.  There  isn't  a  lazy  bone  in  his 
body.  \\nien  he  gets  to  work  at  anything  he  don't  know  when 
to  stop.  He  wants  to  accomplish  it  all  in  one  day.  so  I  have  to 
get  him  to  lay  it  aside  and  take  a  nap  :  that's  the  way  I  get  him 
to  cjuit  for  that  day."  I  then  said,  "Why,  friends,  he  don't  show- 
any  evidence  of  that  tem])er  you  speak  of."  Bishop  Buckley 
said,  "If  you   had   heard   him   three   mornings   ago   at   rehearsal 
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the  way  he  spoke  to  Sher  Campbell,  the  baritone  singer,  you 
would  think  he  had  something  of  a  temper.  Mr.  Campbell  said, 
"For  God  Almighty's  sake  quit  cursing,  and  I  will  take  it  all 
back." 

]\Ir.  James  Buckley  spoke  up  and  said,  "I  will  relate  to  you 
an  incident  that  occurred  in  his  life  while  we  were  in  England : 
The  family  received  an  invitation  to  attend  a  luncheon  given  at 
Lord  Lansdowne's  estate.  My  family  and  the  Little  One  at- 
tended. Lord  Lansdowne  while  in  London  became  very  much 
fascinated  with  the  Little  One's  performance  and  invited  us 
to  take  luncheon.  When  we  arrived  at  his  home  we  found  a 
large  number  of  guests  present  and  many  of  them  were  very 
sociable.  Mr.  Gladstone  and  lady  were  among  the  number. 
Lord  Lansdowne  walked  through  the  grounds  holding  Little 
Justin  by  the  hand.  A  gentleman  by  the  name  of  Peel  said  to 
me :  "Who  is  that  Little  One  with  the  long  curls,  that  Lord 
Lansdowne  is  walking  around  with  and  picking  flowers  for?" 
I  said,  "That  is  one  of  my  family,  sir."  He  said,  "Allow  me  to 
tell  you,  friend,  you  are  the  owner  of  a  beautiful  child."  I  told 
him  I  thought  so.  After  awhile  the  Little  One  came  running 
towards  Mrs.  Buckley  with  a  lot  of  flowers  in  his  hand  and  plac- 
ing them  in  her  lap,  said,  "There,  Mama  Buckley,  those  are  all 
for  you."  When  he  had  done  so,  I  said,  "Come  here  Justin,  I 
want  to  introduce  you  to  a  gentleman."  He  said,  "Do  you 
call  all  these  men  gentlemen?  Some  of  them  I  think  look  like 
ganders."  It  seems  he  did  not  like  the  tight  pants  Englishmen 
wore  at  that  time.  Mr.  Peel  said  to  me,  "He  speaks  his  mind." 
I  said,  "( )n  all  occasions.  We  cannot  teach  him  to  do  other- 
wise." 

In  a  little  while  we  were  invited  into  the  dining-room.  When 
we  had  entered  the  dining  hall  and  were  shown  to  our  seats  they 
wanted  the  Little  One  to  sit  next  to  a  large,  portly  man,  whom 
we  discovered  afterward  was  a  Scotch  nobleman.  The  Little 
One  said,  "Xo,  I  'aint  going  to  sit  next  to  him.  I  wouldn't 
get  anything  to  eat;  he'd  want  it  all,"  which  made  some  of  the 
guests  near-by  smile.  He  said,  "I'm  going  to  sit  next  Mama 
Ikickley,  where  1  always  sit."  He  looked  at  the  man  who  was 
ushering  us  to  our  seats,  commenced  to  laugh,  and  said,  "Jingo, 
but  you're  a  dandy.     You  look  like  a  doughnut  on  two  knitting 
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needles."  Just  then  mother  put  her  hand  over  his  mouth,  for 
she  didn't  know  what  would  come  next.  He  sat  down  and 
kept  quiet  for  awhile  while  conversation  was  going  on.  He 
likes  to  listen  to  what  others  have  to  say. 

During  the  conversation  they  were  speaking  of  England  and 
America  when  Lord  Lansdowne  said  the  truest  hearts  over 
there  are  of  our  race.  That  is,  the  English  and  Scotch.  One 
of  the  ladies  present  said,  "]\Iy  lord,  I  think  the  Americans,  as 
a  general  thing,  are  dishonest."  Quicker  than  I  can  tell  it  he 
was  on  his  feet — the  Little  One,  I  mean — and  burst  out  upon 
them  like  a  skyrocket.  The  air  was  blue  for  some  time  with 
oaths  when  Lord  Lansdowne  said,  "For  Heaven's  sake  remove 
him  from  the  dining  hall."  I  never  heard  him  curse  as  he  cursed 
that  day.  The  guests  sat  speechless.  ]\Irs.  Buckley  said, 
"Come,  Puss,  let  us  walk  through  the  grounds."  He  said,  "Xo; 
not  till  I  tell  them  what  I  think  of  them."  She  said,  'T  think 
you  have  done  that  already."  Then  he  yelled  out  with  all  the 
power  in  his  little  body:  "Do  you  know  what  we  do  with  Eng- 
lishmen in  America?  \\'e  make  door  mats  of  them  to  wipe  our 
feet  on,  God  damn  you,  and  as  for  you,  you  old  bitch," — mean- 
ing the  woman  who  made  the  slighting  remark — "you  are  going 
to  marry  a  man  who  will  kick  hell  out  of  you,  and  then  do  you' 
up  for  the  rest  of  your  days."  Then  he  rushed  out  of  the  dining 
hall,  dragging  mother  with  him.  When  they  got  out  onto  the 
grass  he  said,  "Mama  Buckley,  I  feel  so  damn  happy  that  I  am 
going  to  give  you  a  present  of  my  next  week's  salary  to  buy 
a  pistol  to  shoot  that  old  bitch  in  there."  Mother  said,  "Come 
puss,  let's  walk  through  the  grounds.  I  know  where  there  is  a 
beautiful  summer  house,  and  we  can  go  there  and  sit  and  talk." 
They  found  the  summer  house  and  mother  said  when  they  sat 
down  she  noticed  his  eyes  were  wild-looking  and  seemed  to  be 
staring  into  space,  away  off.  Finally  he  laid  his  head  on  her 
breast  and  cried  as  if  his  heart  would  break ;  then  he  w  ent  to 
sleep. 

In  my  heart  I  wished  that  that  woman  was  somewhere  else 
but  at  that  lunch  party.  I  wouldn't  care  how  hot  the  place  was. 
When  we  started  that  morning  for  the  Lord's  home  I  had  hoped 
that  we  would  make  a  good  imjjrcssion  upon  his  Ic^rdship  ;  but 
that  idiotic  woman  spoiled  it  all. 
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After  luncheon  was  over  ]Mr.  Gladstone  antl  his  lady  came  to 
me  and  said,  "Mr.  Buckley,  let's  go  and  find  your  lady  and  the 
boy.  I  know  they  must  both  feel  badly.  I  wish  that  woman 
had  kept  her  remarks  to  herself.  Lord  Lansdowne  told  me  yes- 
terday how  much  in  love  he  was  with  your  little  protege.  He 
said  he  thought  he  was  the  smartest  child  that  he  had  ever 
seen." 

^^'e  walked  through  the  grounds.  I  with  a  sad  heart  for 
the  Little  One  had  made  such  a  hit  in  London.  Mrs.  Gladstone 
said.  "Let  us  walk  towards  the  summer  house ;  there  may  be 
a  possibility  of  discovering  them  there.  AVhen  we  reached  the 
summer  house  we  looked  in  and  there  they  were — the  Little 
One  fast  asleep,  and  his  head  upon  mother's  breast. 

A\  hen  we  had  taken  our  seats  mother  said,  "Good  people, 
I  cannot  tell  you  how  sorry  I  feel  that  that  afifair  occurred  today. 
Xow  I  wish  that  we  had  never  come."  Mr.  Gladstone  said, 
"]\Irs.  Buckley,  you  must  not  feel  so  bad  about  it.  If  that 
woman  had  kept  her  tongue  under  control  and  not  uttered  those 
cursed  sentiments,  I  feel  confident  that  everything  would  have 
been  all  right.  I  discovered  that  the  little  boy  was  loyal  to 
his  country,  and  if  he  could  only  have  dispensed  with  those 
oaths,  I  think  it  would  have  been  much  better." 

]\Irs.  Gladstone  said,  "Who  would  ever  think  that  that  Little 
One  could  use  so  much  profane  language?  I  never  heard  a  child 
swear  like  that  in  my  life,  and  he  is  so  pretty,  too."  Mother 
said,  "Mr.  and  Mrs.  Gladstone,  I  would  like  to  give  you,  if  you 
will  permit  me,  an  explanation  which,  perhaps,  will  satisfy  you 
when  you  have  discovered  what  a  peculiar  character  Little  Justin 
is,  and  what  a  strange  life  he  lives.  He  was  taken  to  America 
by  a  Scotch  family  that  did  not  treat  him  well ;  finally,  he  gained 
an  entrance  to  stage  life.  Mr.  lUickley  discovered  him  while 
he  was  in  attendance  at  a  benefit  given  in  the  old  Bowery  The- 
ater. Little  Justin  played  a  part  called  "Jolly  Little  Joe."  When 
Mr.  Buckley  returned  home  he  spoke  of  this  little  individual  to 
me  before  retiring  for  the  night.  I  said,  'Suppose  you  tell 
Bishop  and  Swain  of  this  in  the  morning.'  "  When  we  had  all  as- 
sembled at  the  breakfast  table,  father  said,  "Boys,  I  have  some- 
thing to  tell  you.  1  ])elie\e  1  have  discovered  our  Aladdin; 
that  is,  if  we  can  get  him.       I  ill  ink  he  is  the  spryest  little  crea- 
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ture  I  ever  saw.  Of  course,  he  is  not  large  enough  for  the  char- 
acter. If  we  can  get  him  to  play  it,  I  think  he  will  make  a  big 
hit  in  the  part.  Air.  Buckley  owned  the  manuscript  and  music 
of  the  piece  and  had  ne\'er  found  any  one  whom  he  thought 
could  play  the  part.  Little  Justin  was  secured,  played  the 
part  and  made  a  big  hit  in  it  before  New  York's  critical  audi- 
ence. He  has  lived  with  us  ever  since,  and  we  have  found  him 
a  strange  creature.  He  does  not  seem  to  understand  the  value 
of  money.  He  lends  a  big  part  of  his  salary  to  people  in  the 
company  and  very  seldom  it  is  returned  to  him  again,  so  I  receive 
his  salary  and  keep  it  for  him  in  order  to  put  a  stop  to  those 
leeches  from  borrowing  his  money."  She  had  not  proceeded  any 
further  when  he  awoke,  so  she  could  not  convey  to  them  a  full 
explanation  of  his  nature. 

When  he  awoke  he  looked  up  and  said,  "Mama  Buckley,  I 
dreamed  we  were  home  in  America  and  so  many  friends  came  to 
meet  us  at  the  ship.  Don't  you  wish  you  was  home,  mama?" 
Just  then  Airs.  Gladstone  said,  "Little  dear,  won't  you  sing  for 
us?  I'm  from  Wales.  He  said,  "Yes,  lady;  I  will  sing  for  you, 
since  you  came  from  Wales."  He  said.  "What  shall  I  sing?" 
She  said,  "Sing  Til  kiss  a  bonnie  lassie  when  the  ki  comes 
hame.'  "  He  commenced  to  sing.  His  voice  attracted  to  the 
summer  house  many  of  the  guests  who  were  in  the  grounds. 
The  large,  portly  Scotchman  said  after  he  had  finished  singing: 
*'Aye,  but  you  sing  like  a  bonnie  Scotch  bairn.  Who  would 
think  you  was  a  Yankee?"  I  spoke  up  and  said,  "Your  lord- 
ship, he  is  Scotch  born."  He  said,  "Weel,  weel,  noo ;  it  was  my- 
sel  that  thought  he  had  the  Highland  twang  to  his  voice.  What 
part  of  Scotland  was  he  born  in?"  I  said  I  could  not  tell  that, 
as  I  had  not  inquired  while  we  lived  in  America.  Mr.  Glad- 
stone said,  "He  acts  to  me  like  he  had  Stuart  blood  in  him. 
At  one  time  he  is  all  full  of  passion,  while  at  another  time  he 
seems  to  be  full  of  love  and  kindness.  Do  you  know  who  his 
parents  were?"  I  said,  "\\e  did  not,  as  the  people  who  had 
brought  him  to  America  would  not  tell."  Mr.  Gladstone  then 
said,  "I  would  be  willing  to  wager  a  guinea  he  has  Stuart  blood 
in  him;  his  actions  show  it."  I  said  we  could  not  tell  from  what 
race  he  came  but  evidentl}'  he  is  not  of  common  blood. 

lust   as   we   had   finished   that   conversation.    Lord    Lansdowne 
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came  up  to  the  entrance  of  the  summer  house,  when  Mr.  Glad- 
stone said,  "Your  lordship,  we  have  made  the  discovery,  through 
]\lr.  Buckley,  that  the  Little  One  is  Scotch  born.'"  The  lord 
said,  "He  is  wild  enough  to  have  come  from  the  extreme  north 
Highlands,  and  I  hope  he  has  taught  that  lady  a  lesson  to  be 
guarded  in  her  remarks  after  this,  especially  if  she  ever  dines 
in  my  hous».  She  has  marred  the  pleasure  of  the  day.  AI)^ 
what  a  little  wild  Tartar  he  is,  and  as  to  the  swearing  I  should 
think  he  could  stay  at  the  head  of  the  class  all  the  time  and  wear 
the  gold  medal."  Then,  he  said,  "Now,  little  Tartar,  come  here 
and  sit  on  my  lap  and  sing  for  me  ;  then  I'll  forgive  you."  The 
Little  One  said,  "No,  I  won't;  you're  English" — and.  Oh,  how 
bitter  he  said  it.  His  lordship  said,  "Aly  mother  was  a  Scotch 
a  lady,  sir."  The  Little  One  then  said,  "I'll  sing  for  you."  He 
went  and  sat  in  his  lordship's  lap  and  sang:  "My  heart's  in  the 
Hielands ;  my  heart's  not  here."  When  he  had  finished  singing 
and  the  people  ceased  applauding,  his  lordship  said,  "Boy,  but 
you  have  a  beautiful  voice  ;  grabbed  the  Little  One  and  kissed 
him  before  he  could  resist — taking  several  kisses.  When  he 
had  released  the  Little  One  he  was  mad.  He  spit  out  of  his 
mouth  ;  then  wiping  it  with  his  sleeve,  he  said,  "You  damned 
English  brute,  I'm  going  to  kick  you,"  and  he  did.  His  Lord- 
ship laughed  and  said,  "We'll  have  to  name  you  the  'Yankee 
spitfire,'  "  which  set  the  guests  off  into  a  big  roar  of  laughter. 
That  is  how  he  came  to  get  the  name  of  the  "Yankee  spitfire." 

Mr.  Buckley  said  that  they  would  return  to  London  that 
evening  when  his  lordship  said,  "No,  you  will  not,  Mr.  Buckley; 
your  family  will  remain  with  me  at  least  two  days,  if  not  more. 
I  want  to  drive  you  around  the  country  and  show  you  what  a 
beautiful  country  we  have  in  this  part  of  England."  We  re- 
mained five  days  and  his  lordship  and  the  Little  One  became 
great  friends  before  we  parted. 

We  returned  to  America  and  had  been  here  about  a  year 
when  wc  heard  that  that  woman  who  had  made  the  slighting  re- 
mark about  America  had  married.  Hef  husband  in  a  fit  of 
jealousy  had  cut  her  throat  and  fled  the  country.  I  tell  you  this, 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Higgins,  to  show  you  what  a  strange  creature 
our   Little  One   is." 

The  IJttle  C)ne  slc])!  four  hours,  a  i)art  of  it  on  Mrs.  Buckley's 
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lap  and  the  remainder  on  the  sofa.  ^\'hen  he  awoke,  he  said, 
"I  want  my  dinner  right  now  ;  if  I  don't  get  it  I'm  going  back  to 
New  York."  Mrs.  Buckley  stepped  over  to  the  sofa  and  said, 
"Puss,  we  are  going  to  get  it  pretty  soon."  He  looked  up  at 
her  and  smiled,  then  cuddled  his  head  on  her  breast,  saying, 
"Mama,  you're  so  good.     You  'aint  English  any  more,  are  you?" 

I  relate  this  little  story,  which  took  place  in  the  medium's 
life,  just  as  Mr.  Buckley  told  it  to  me.  It  was  one  of  many 
that  occurred  during  his  long  life. 

We  will  close  for  today  and  take  it  up  another  time. 

Monday,  July  7,  1902. 

Good  morning,  Bro.  Hulburd.  I  was  here  several  mornings 
ago,  but  was  not  permitted  to  control.  I  found  the  medium 
quite  sick  and  vomiting  hard.  The  little  old  physical  body  is 
fragile  now^  It  is  not  as  strong  as  it  was  five  years  ago  even. 
It  has  endured  many  hardships  through  life.  It  has  been  a 
little  bark  tossed  on  all  kinds  of  seas  by  waves  of  time  and 
misery.  It  is  wonderful  how  it  has  lasted  so  long  and  it  is 
remarkable  how  his  voice  lasts.  He  sang  for  me  in  San  Diego 
and  I  was  surprised  to  see  how  clear  the  upper  register  was.  No 
doubt  he  surprised  many  others  as  he  did  me  to  hear  such  a 
clear  voice  at  seventy-three  years  old  ;  but  I  see  by  his  physical 
condition  his  singing  days  are  over. 

One  day  in  Chicago  he  made  me  a  visit  at  my  musical  es- 
tablishment. While  there  I  asked  him  to  step  with  me  to  the 
back  of  the  establishment,  which  was  fitted  up  like  a  beautiful 
drawingroom.  After  he  had  sat  down  quietly  and  composed 
in  the  drawing  room  I  asked  him  to  sit  on  my  lap  and  sing  me 
that  sweet  lullaby  that  he  sang  in  Alladin.  Then  he  was  three 
feet  eight  inches  tall.  So  you  perceive  he  was  a  small  little 
bit  of  humanity.  On  the  stage  in  the  play  of  Aladdin  he  was 
one  of  the  most  mischievous  scamps  I  ever  saw.  He  kept  the 
people  laughing  by  the  tricks  on  the  rest  of  the  performers. 

He  used  to  sing  a  song  where  he  held  a  cigar  between  his 
fingers  and  made  believe  to  smoke.  That  was  the  song  that 
pleased  the  gallery  gods.  At  the  end  of  each  verse  he'd  kick 
out  his  foot  and  strik  a  position  like  a  Broadway  swell  which 
brought  big  applause  from  the  gallery. 

\Miile  he  was  sitting  on  my  \^p  singing  that  sweet  lullal)y 
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a  voung-  lad  entered  the  store  who  was  in  the  habit  of  making 
me  frequent  visits.  I  called  him  back  to  where  we  were  sitting, 
as  I  wanted  to  introduce  him  to  my  little  friend.  As  the  in- 
dividual approached  us  the  Little  One  said,  "Why,  I  know  him  ; 
I  saw  him  in  Washington."  When  the  young  lad  had  taken 
a  seat  I  said  to  him,  "]\Iy  little  friend  here  says  he  has  met  you 
before."  He  said,  "If  he  has  met  me  before,  let  him  tell  me 
what  my  name  is."  The  Little  One  said,  "I  saw  you  on  the 
back  part  of  the  stage  in  Washington,  and  I  think  they  called 
you  Joe."  He  said,  "Well,  if  they  called  me  Joe,  what  other 
name  did  they  call  me?"  The  Little  One  looked  up  at  him 
with  a  roguish  twinkle  in  his  eye,  saying,  "For  Heaven's  sake 
have  you  forgot  your  other  name,  and  you're  so  young,"  which 
made  us  laugh.  I  discovered  he  never  forgot  a  face.  I  asked 
him  to  sing  the  lullaby  over  again  for  us.  When  he  had  finished 
Joe  said^  "Why,  'aint  you  the  Little  One  that  Plays  Cinderilla 
with  the  Buckley  Cerenaders?  I  thought  'twas  a  little  girl; 
but  I  recognized  that  voice.  It  was  a  voice  when  once  heard 
that  very  few  could  forget.  The  Little  One  said,  "Joey,  my 
boy,  that  was  me,  and  don't  you  forget  it."  Then  he  took  a 
stick  of  candy  out  of  his  pocket  and  asked  Joe  and  me  to  take 
a  bite,  which  we  did.  He  got  off  my  lap  and  went  and  sat  on 
Joe's  lap  and  the  first  thing  I  discovered  they  were  both  sucking 
on  the  same  stick  of  candy ;  that  is,  the  piece  that  was  left  of  the 
original  stick.  Joe  drew  him  close  to  him  and  kissed  him,  say- 
ing, "Boy,  but  you've  g-ot  pretty,  dark  blue  eyes;  you're  more 
like  a  girl  than  a  boy."  The  Little  One  straightened  up  and 
said,  "I'm  a  big  man,  Papa  Buckley  says  I'm  the  biggest  man 
in  the  company.  Just  look  at  my  boots."  He  had  a  little  pair 
of  boots  on  him,  the  lower  part  was  made  of  black  patent  leather 
while  the  legs  were  of  red  morocco.  They  were  the  daintiest 
looking  little  boots  I  ever  saw  in  my  life.  After  we  got  through 
examining  them  he  said  to  me,  "Now,  Uncle  Higgins,  don't  you 
think  I'm  big  when  I  can  wear  boots?  I've  got  an  overcoat, 
too."  Joe  laughed  and  said,  "Well,  if  you're  the  biggest  man  in 
the  company,  I  feci  sorry  for  the  others."  Then  he  hugged  and 
kissed  the  Little  One  again.  This  lad  was  Joseph  Jefferson, 
afterward  famous  in  the  character  of  Rip  Van  Winkle,  who  was 
the  admiration  of  the  American  public. 
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One  Sunday  afternoon  he  came  to  my  house  in  company 
with  Robert  Aleldrum,  the  actor.  (Afterward  he  became  the 
leading-  man  with  the  famous  actress,  Lucille  Western,  Bishop 
Buckley  and  an  old  French  baritone  singer,  whose  name  I  think 
was  Bascomb.)     At  that  time  he  was  a  famous  singer. 

The  Buckley  Serenaders  left  Chicago,  and  the  next  time  I 
saw  Little  Justin  was  in  New  York  City.  He  was  visiting  the 
home  of  Billy  Burton,  the  comedian,  in  company  with  a  gentle- 
man named  A\'arren.  I  was  in  New  York  on  business  connected 
with   my  musical   establishment. 

But  let  me  tell  you,  before  I  go  any  farther,  the  first  raps 
I  ever  heard  were  when  Little  Justin  visited  my  home  in  Chi- 
cago on  the  Sunday  afternoon  that  I  spoke  of.  While  I  was  in 
New  York  and  made  the  visit  to  ]Mr.  Burton's  home,  where  I 
found  Little.  Justin  and  Air.  Warren,  we  had  severay  psychical 
demonstrations.  I  think  the  finest  one  was  where  the}'  raised 
the  chair,  with  Little  Justin  sitting  on  it,  as  much  as  a  foot  from 
the  floor.  One  of  the  other  demonstrations  was  the  spirit  rap- 
pings  on  all  the  oil  paintings  in  the  parlor. 

A\  hen  we  left  Mr.  Burton's  home  and  were  out  on  the  side- 
walk, the  Little  One  caught  hold  of  my  hands,  sayins,  "Now, 
L'ncle  Higgins,  you've  got  to  come  home  with  us.  I  want  you 
to  get  well  acquainted  with  Papa  Warren  and  he  will  show  you 
all  over  the  city."  Air.  W^arren  said,  "Mr.  Higgins,  I  guess 
you'll  have  to  submit  and  come  and  stop  with  us  tonight."  The 
Little  One  said,  "He's  got  to — if  he  don't  I'll  kick  him."  I  said, 
"Well,  friends,  I  will  accompany  you,  for  I  have  no  desire  to 
be  kicked  by  such  a  big  man  in  the  street."  which  made  Air. 
W^arren  laugh.  "He  is  the  biggest  man  on  Broadway,  when 
he's  got  those  boots  on." 

When  we  arrived  at  their  apartments  in  the  hotel  Air.  War- 
ren ordered  lunch  and  a  bottle  of  wine  to  be  brought  to  their 
sitting  room.  \Miile  we  were  enjoying  the  repast  a  knock  came 
on  the  door.  The  Little  One  hollered  out.  "Come  in,  if  your 
feet's  clean."  The  door  opened  and  a  young  military  looking 
gentleman  entered.  Air.  Warren  said.  'A\'hy,  Georgie,  my  boy." 
When  we  were  introduced  I  discovered  he  bore  the  name  of 
Meade.  Afterward  he  became  the  famous  General  Aleade,  of 
Gettysburg,  and  the  leading  general  of  the  Potomac  Army. 


264        THE  LIFE  OF  LITTLE  JUSTIN  HULBURD 

I  think  I  passed  one  of  the  happiest  evenings  there  that  I 
ever  enjoyed  in  my  life.  AA'hile  we  were  sitting  and  talking  over 
the  improvements  of  the  country  and  how  the  railroads  were 
spanning"  our  nation,  a  knock  came  on  the  door  and  a  gentleman 
was  admitted  whom  I  think  bore  the  name  of  Nickless.  He  had 
in  his  arms  quite  a  large  box  of  sweetmeats  for  the  Little  One. 
He  said,  "\\'hile  I  was  walking  down  on  the  other  side  of  the 
street  I  saw  a  light  in  your  room.  I  went  to  the  confectioner's 
and  purchased  these  sweeties  for  the  Little  One,  hoping  he  will 
like  them."  The  Little  One  jumped  up,  caught  hold  of  the  box, 
saying,  "Of  course  I  will  like  them."  He  laughed  and  looked 
very  roguish,  I  thought,  when  he  said  to  the  gentleman,  "Just 
look  at  all  those  snoozers  there.  They're  my  uncles,  and  I'm 
going  to  get  them  front  seats  in  heaven  to  see  the  show.  The 
Virgin  Alary  stars  it  there  next  year,"  which  sent  us  all  off 
laughing. 

We  had  some  wonderful  manifestations  that  evening.  That 
is  the  first  time  I  ever  heard  a  medium  controlled  to  talk.  It 
was  wonderful  to  me  then.  I  did  not  think  I  would  have  the 
pleasure  of  listening  to  such  beautiful  lectures  as  Cora  L.  V. 
Richmonds,  Nellie  Brigham,  Moses  Hull,  Mrs.  Watson  of  San 
Francisco,  Colville  and  Mr.  Ravlin  of  San  Diego.  I  heard  many 
others,  but  they  were  my  favorites.  Their  discourses  were  both 
intellectual  and  educating,  but  for  tests  the  little  medium  Justin 
was  the  greatest  test  medium  I  ever  met,  and  you  did  not  have 
to  pay  for  what  you  got,  either. 

The  only  rea'l,  genuine  materialization  I  ever  saw  was  pro- 
duced through  the  mediumship  of  Henry  Gordon  at  Mrs.  Suy- 
<lam's  home,  who  was  a  perfect  lady,  not  only  in  intellect  and 
culture,  but  in  moral  character.  Anyone  that  came  en  rapport 
with  her,  I  know,  must  have  felt  proud  to  think  such  a  lady 
and  her  family  were  in  the  ranks  of  Spiritualism.  Mr.  Suydam 
and  his  son  were  perfect  gentlemen.  Their  winter  home  was 
located  on  Fairmount  Avenue,  Philadelphia.  Their  summer 
home  was  located  on  Landis  Avenue,  Vineland,  N.  J.,  right  op- 
posite to  my  old  Cleveland  friends,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Merwin. 

While  making  my  visit  to  Vineland,  I  attended  several  of 
Henry  Gordon's  materializing  seances.  One  evening  I  saw  two 
spirits  dematcrializc  through  the  car])ct  and  the  floor  in  the  cen- 
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tre  of  Mrs.  Suydam's  parlor.  That  is  the  only  dematerialization 
I  ever  witnessed  in  over  forty  years,  while  I  was  a  Spiritualist. 
I  attended  eighteen  other  so-called  materializing  seances.  They 
were  the  worst  frauds  I  ever  looked  upon. 

In  one  of  Mr.  Gordon's  seances  in  Philadelphia  I  saw  him 
carried  up  to  the  ceiling  and  held  there  while  he  wrote  the 
words,  "Truth  is  mightier  than  the  sword.  Persecution  is  my 
lot  in  life."  Then  they  brought  him  down  and  placed  him  in 
a  chair.  He  and  Little  Justin  were  the  greatest  mediums  I  ever 
met.  Gordon  was  the  most  persecuted  medium  I  ever  met — 
persecuted  by  a  lot  of  fakirs  calling  themselves  mediums.  When 
I  met  Emma  Hardinge  Brittan  she  told  me  of  Mr.  Gordon.  She 
said  he  was  the  greatest  medium  she  ever  saw,  and  the  worst 
persecuted.  She  said,  "Brother  Higgins,  when  you  make  a  trip 
East,  do  not  fail  to  attend  some  of  his  seances."  I  did  so,  and 
found  him  even  greater  than  she  had  described. 

There  is  one  thing  I  want  to  tell  you.  Brother  Hulburd : 
That  is,  of  my  experience  in  Spiritualism  of  over  forty  years, 
wherever  I  discovered  there  was  one  genuine  medium,  I  also 
made  the  discovery  there  were  twenty  frauds  to  ofifset  that  gen- 
uine medium  ;  so  you  see,  brother,  that  is  a  great  curse  in  our 
beautiful  spiritual  philosophy.  I  shall  be  glad  when  they  can 
weed  those  fakirs  and  mountebanks  out  of  Spiritualism. 

Now  I  want  to  tell  you  of  another  grand  experience  I  had 
with  Mr.  Gordon.  I  met  him  one  time  in  Cincinnati  and  had  him 
come  to  my  room  and  remain  with  me  all  night.  I  was  stop- 
ping at  the  "Walnut  Street  house.  Between  twelve  and  one 
o'clock  I  w^oke  up  and  found  some  one  tugging  at  my  hand ; 
thinking  it  was  Gordon,  I  put  my  hand  over  and  found  he  was 
fast  asleep.  All  of  a  sudden  the  room  was  illuminated  and  there 
I  saw  standing  in  the  middle  of  the  floor,  four  materialized  spir- 
its— my  grandfather  and  grandmother.  ]\Ir.  Shattuck,  the  prin- 
cipal guide  of  the  medium,  and  a  daughter  of  mine,  whose 
mother  was  our  servant  maid.  My  daughter  came  to  the  bed 
and  kissed  me,  saying.  "Papa,  I  love  you."  She  dematerialized 
while  I  held  her  in  my  arms.  All  of  a  sudden  the  room  grew 
dark  again,  and  of  course  the  other  spirits  dematerialized  in  the 
dark.  That  is  a  seance  I  did  not  have  to  pay  for.  It  was  given 
to  me  free  gratis  by  the  spirit  world,  and  was  the  grandest  se- 
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ance  that  I  ever  saw  in  Spiritualism.  Nothing  ever  compared 
with  it,  and  that  was  the  medium  that  was  so  persecuted  and 
called  a  fraud  by  a  lot  of  lowlived  blackguards  calling  them- 
selves Spiritualists. 

The  next  time  I  met  Little  Justin  was  at  Jersey  City,  New 
Jersey.  I  was  going  to  take  the  cars  through  to  Chicago,  when 
w^hom  should  I  see  but  Air.  Warren  and  the  Little  One  com- 
ing out  of  the  waiting  room  of  the  depot,  followed  by  a  num- 
ber of  ladies  and  gentlemen.  \\'hen  the  Little  One  saw  me  he 
hollered  out.  "Oh,  papa,  there's  L'ncle  Higgins."  He  ran  up 
and  caught  hold  of  my  hands,  saying,  "Oh,  ain't  I  glad  to  see 
you,  L^ncle  Higgins?"  Air.  Warren  came  forward  and  said, 
"Well,  Higgins,  where  are  you  bound  for?"  I  said,  "For  Chi- 
cago." He  said,  "You  better  change  your  mind  and  come  with 
me  to  \\"ashington.  I  have  chartered  a  sleeping  car  for  my  com- 
pany and  I  can  provide  you  with  a  bed.  After  you  have  made 
Washington  a  visit  you  can  return  home  by  the  Baltimore  & 
Ohio  road.  \\"e  go  from  Washington  to  Cincinnati."  The  first 
thing  I  discovered  the  Little  One  was  dragging  my  valise  tow- 
ards the  sleeping  car.  Air.  \\arren  said,  "Look  there;  you 
had  better  follow  your  valise  if  you  want  to  regain  it."  I  ac- 
cepted the  invitation  and  went  to  Washington.  It  was  the  jol- 
liest  party  I  ever  rode  with.  When  we  were  about  six  miles 
from  the  city  lunch  was  served  us.  After  that  we  sang  and  told 
jokes  until  we  retired  for  the  night.  Then  it  became  the  quietest 
sleeping  car  I  ever  traveled  in.  I  found  in  the  company  some  of 
the  finest  ladies  and  gentlemen  I  ever  met.  The  Famous  Fanny 
Davenport  was  one  of  the  members  of  the  company  then.  She 
played  the  Prince  to  the  little  medium's  Cinderella.  I  was  the 
guest  of  Air.  Warren  during  their  Washington  engagement.  I 
also  traveled  with  them  as  far  as  Cincinnati;  there  I  left  them. 

When  they  came  to  Chicago  I  gave  the  company  a  recep- 
tion at  my  home.  I  invited  several  of  my  Chicago  friends  and 
we  had  a  merry  time,  I  can  tell  you.  There  was  a  beautiful 
young  lady  in  the  company,  whose  name  was  Nellie  Bly.  She 
was  a  remarkable  medium  and  gave  many  fine  tests  at  my  home. 
When  the  company  left  Chicago  for  St.  Louis  I  had  a  brass  band 
serenade  them  before  the  cars  pulled  out. 

While  in  Chicago  a  man  joined  the  company  by  the  name 
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of  Frank  Lombard,  who  was  a  popular  singer.  He  accom- 
panied them  to  St.  Louis,  back  to  Cincinnati,  and  there  finished 
his  engagement  with  the  company. 

I  will  take  it  up  another  time.  Brother  Hulburd.  They  say 
I  have  held  the  medium  long  enough.  You  know  he  is  not 
strong. 

Tuesday,  July  8th,  1902. 

Good  morning.  Brother  Hulburd.  It  looks  charming  both 
inside  and  outside.  The  atmosphere  that  you  find  up  in  the  Cal- 
ifornia mountains  is  very  invigorating.  You  will  find  when 
San  Diego  gets  to  be  a  larger  city  they  will  build  large  hotels 
in  different  locations  in  the  mountains  and  they  will  be  filled 
with  guests  in  the  summer  time — seekers  after  health.  If  one 
location  does  not  agree  with  their  health,  they  will  find  another 
location   that   will. 

Now  I  want  to  tell  you  something  about  my  church  days. 
When  I  was  a  young  man  I  thought  it  was  my  duty  to  become 
devoted  to  the  church  and  church  work,  but  as  I  became  more 
interested  in  the  church  work  I  made  the  discovery  there  were 
many  hypocrites  connected  with  that  work,  both  male  and  fe- 
male. I  also  made  the  discovery  that  the  biggest  blackguards 
I  ever  met  in  my  life  were  members  of  some  Christian  Church. 
It  was  a  great  thought  to  me  why  this  was  so. 

One  day  I  was  talking  with  my  father  about  two  church 
members  who  belonged  to  our  church.  They  were  very  dis- 
honest men  and  talked  a  great  deal  about  religion  and 
Christ,  their  Saviour.  I  said  to  my  father,  "Can  it  be  possible 
that  these  two  men  can  go  on  swindling  and  cheating  people 
and  get  salvation  on  a  death  bed?"  My  father  said  to  me,  "Son, 
I  have  made  the  discovery  that  you  have  a  mind  of  your  own ; 
now  I  can  talk  to  you.  This  great  atonement  that  the  church 
promises  to  sinners  at  the  last  moment  has  been  a  curse  to  the 
Christian  world.  They  can  go  on  committing  all  kinds  of  crime. 
When  they  are  laid  on  a  sick  bed  and  feel  they  are  dying,  if  they 
repent  and  say  they  love  Jesus,  why,  their  sins  are  forgiven 
them.  That,  my  son,  has  been  the  great  curse  of  the  christian 
religion,  not  only  to  the  christian  religion,  but  to  civilization. 
That  promise  of  atonement  has  been  the  cause  of  more  criminals 
than   anything  else   in   life.      My   son,   pay   attention   to   what    I 
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have  to  say.  You  know  I  am  a  church  member  in  good  stand- 
ing; so  is  your  mother,  but  when  you  come  across  any  indi- 
vidual who  talks  to  you  a  great  deal  about  the  christian  religion, 
look  out  for  them.  They  will  stand  watching — I  never  knew  it 
to  fail." 

The  conversation  with  my  father  set  me  to  thinking,  and 
as  time  went  on^,  while  I  was  a  member  of  the  church,  I  discov- 
ered he  spoke  the  truth.  I  do  think  the  Christian  church  has 
more  hypocrites  in  it  than  any  other  religion  in  the  world.  I 
loved  to  hear  Henry  Ward  Beecher  preach ;  he  always  impressed 
me  as  a  man  with  a  broad,  expansive  mind,  an  individual  who 
loved  the  whole  human  race.  Many  of  the  ministers  whom  I 
listened  to  gave  forth  such  childish  talk  that  I  often  wondered 
how  intellectual  people  could  sit  and  listen  to  such  bosh ;  that  is, 
if  they  were  intellectual  people.  When  I  had  heard  a  minister 
talk  about  ten  minutes  I  could  judge  for  myself  if  he  was  worth 
listening  to ;  if  not,  I  got  up  and  left  the  church.  I  always  be- 
came disgusted  when  they  would  sing  the  hymn,  "Washed  in 
Jesus'  Blood."  Think  of  it — walking  through  a  slaughter  house 
to  get  to  God.  But  on  second  consideration,  that  is  the  kind  of 
a  God  church  people  worship — the  old  Jehovah  of  the  Jews — a 
murderer  who  taught  people  to  murder  the  men  and  save  the 
females  for  licentious  conditions.  He  taught  them  to  lie  and 
steal  and  take  away  from  their  fellow  men  that  which  belonged 
to  them  by  the  rights  of  the  law  and  justice,  educated  them  to 
become  Mormons  and  set  up  harems.  Many  of  the  younger 
generations  blush  now  when  they  read  that  filthy  old  book,  the 
Old  Testament,  and  wonder  how  they  ever  could  have  built  up 
a  religion  on  such  a  mass  of  corruption  as  therein  described. 
I  remember  when  a  young  lad  we  were  taught  that  every  word 
in  that  book  was  the  word  of  God  and  that  God  gave  it  to  his 
people.  I  think  he  was  the  dirtiest,  and  filthiest,  rotten  old  God 
that  ever  mind  could  create,  and  I  must  say  that  many  of  the 
christian  ministers  whom  T  met  while  living  in  a  physical  form 
were  the  most  degraded  beasts  that  I  ever  came  across.  Some 
of  them  lied,  stole  and  drank,  gambled  and  committed  forgery, 
while  others  were  whoremasters  of  the  worst  kind — a  disgrace 
and  blot  on  civilization.  Some  of  them  were  not  fit  to  asso- 
ciate with  decent  society,  and  yet  they  were  called  the  servants 
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of  God.  I  believe  they  were  the  servants  of  Jehovah,  but  not 
the  servants  of  the  all  loving  God  of  Truth  and  Reason.  I  have 
met  many  beautiful  christians  in  the  world,  who  were  above 
and  superior  to  all  that  Jehovah  corruption.  I  have  also  met 
creatures  of  the  Christian  church  who  had  as  much  Christianity 
in  their  natures  as  an  old  hog  wallowing  in  the  mire.  I  have  no 
desire  to  condemn  those  who  are  true  followers  of  the  teachings 
of  Jesus.  I  think  our  brother,  Jesus,  was  a  beautiful  character 
in  life.  The  moral  example  he  set  before  the  children  of  the 
true  God  was  a  great  civilizer  and  a  builder  up  of  the  human 
race. 

When  I  took  a  trip  East  one  fall  I  went  and  listened  to  that 
man  they  call  Talmadge.  preach.  I  think  of  all  the  church 
clowns  that  I  ever  listened  to,  he  could  raise  more  hell  fire  than 
any  of  the  rest  of  them.  ^Ir.  Thomas'  sermons  in  Chicago  were 
interesting  to  me.  He  was  a  man  endowed  with  reasoning 
powers. 

Now,  perhaps,  you  would  like  to  know  how  I  found  it  in 
spirit  life  when  my  spirit  passed  from  its  physical  body.  I  found 
it  much  as  I  expected ;  a  host  of  friends  were  there  to  greet  me 
and  I  was  happy  to  see  them  again.  ]\ly  father  and  mother  came 
forward  and  embraced  me,  and  it  seemed  so  good  to  have  mother 
throw  her  arms  around  me  and  kiss  her  boy  again.  I  had  an 
intelligent  father  and  mother.  They  loved  their  children  very 
dearly,  and  tried  hard  to  bring  happiness  to  their  little  ones  in 
everything  through  life.  I  remember  when  I  grew  into  young 
manhood,  how  proud  I  was  to  look  upon  my  father  and  mother. 
They  were  both  intellectual  and  fine  looking ;  they  were  kind- 
ness on  all  occasions.  I  do  not  remember  of  ever  receiving  a 
whipping  from  either  of  them.  They  always  consulted  and  cor- 
rected their  children  through  the  law  of  kindness.  I  do 
think  if  ever  an  angel  lived  on  earth,  my  mother  was  one.  I  can 
always  remember  her  kindly  smile,  and  how  she  would  kiss  away 
our  tears  when  things  went  wrong  with  us.  My  father  and 
mother  were  to  me  the  Gods  of  all  Gods.  There  was  nothing  on 
earth  while  I  lived  in  a  physical  body,  that  I  loved  as  I  did  my 
mother  and  father.  The  rest  of  the  children  did  the  same ;  we 
were  a  harmonious   family. 

In   spirit   life   I    find   many   very   elevated   spirits   which   are 
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beautiful  to  look  upon.  I  also  find  many  sad  ones,  and  my  whole 
soul  goes  out  to  them  with  love  and  pity.  As  you  know. 
Brother  Hulburd,  I  have  only  been  a  little  while  in  spirit  life, 
therefore  I  cannot  give  you  much  information  as  to  the  spheres 
and  locations.  Since  I  came  to  spirit  life  I  have  been  with  my 
friends  and  loved  ones.  All  those  that  are  congenial  to  one  an- 
other are  attracted  by  the  law  of  Truth  and  Love.  I  have  had 
the  pleasure  of  meeting  your  father  and  mother,  sisters  and 
brothers.  One  sister  tells  me  she  passed  from  her  little  body 
in  infancy.  I  have  also  met  your  children,  in  numbers  more 
than  I  had  any  idea  of.  I  have  met  a  number  of  friends  of  Mr. 
]\Ieyer  and  Little  Justin.  William  High,  others  and  myself  at- 
tend lectures.  Brother  Hulburd,  we  have  grand  speakers  on 
this  side  of  life. 

Tell  Justin  I  have  met  little  ]\lack,  the  dwarf ;  that  is,  he 
was  a  dwarf  while  living  in  a  physical  body,  but  here  in  spirit 
life  he  is  a  good  sized  individual.  I  have  met  Neil  Bryant,  Dan 
and  Jerry,  who  send  their  love  to  Justin.  Mr.  Hooley  says — 
that  is,  Richard  Hooley — tell  Justin  he  will  have  to  get  into 
harness  when  he  comes  here.  The  grandest  operas  I  ever  saw 
performed  are  given  here  in  spirit  life.  The  singing  is  so  grand 
you  living  in  bodies  would  hardly  realize  it  if  I  were  to  describe 
it  to  you.  Quite  a  number  of  others  were  present  when  a  beau- 
tiful opera  was  given,  and  I  enjoyed  it  beyond  description. 
Richard  Hooley  said  it  would  be  perfect,  if  Little  Justin  was 
there  with  that  kick  of  his,  which  made  us  all  laugh. 

I  will  now  bring  my  communication  to  a  close,  as  I  think 
I  have  taken  up  a  good  deal  of  your  valuable  time  and  if  you 
conclude  it  is  worth  publication,  you  are  welcome  to  it.  Now, 
put  me  down  as  Bonnie  Brae  Higgins,  the  one  who  gave  to  the 
market  of  San  Diego  the  Bonnie  Brae  lemon  and  other  fruits. 
I  leave  my  love  and  best  wishes  to  all  the  friends  who  would 
like  to  hear  from  me. 

Ask  Little  Justin  if  he  would  Hke  to  kick  me  now,  or  ride 
on  my  back  the  way  he  used  to.  Tell  him  we  don't  drag  valises 
around  here  in  spirit  life,  so  he  won't  get  a  chance  to  drag  my 
valise. 

Now  I  leave  love  to  all  those  who  had  love  for  H.  M.  H., 
and   I   thank  you.   Brother  Hulburd,  for  taking  down  my  com- 
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nmnication  and  always  remember  that  life  in  the  physical  body 
is  but  a  fleeting"  show,  while  here  with  us  in  spirit  life  the  reality 
is  constantly  with  us,  the  true  God  of  all  love  and  we  are  their 
offspring. 

May  the  great  truths  of  Spiritualism  spread  throughout  the 
universe.  It  is  constantly  holding  open  the  gate  that  admits 
you  into  the  temple  of  everlasting  life. 

Yours  for  Truth  on  all  occasions.  The  next  spirit  who  will 
follow  me  is  Bessie  Foster,  once  known  as  a  medium  when  liv- 
ing in  the  body.     Good  day. 


Bessie  Foster 

Chapter  XIX 


\\'ednesday,,  July  30th.  1902. 

Good  morning,  sir.  It's  a  beautiful  morning.  I  have  been 
waiting  for  the  last  four  days,  until  we  could  get  this  little  piece 
of  humanity  in  proper  condition,  in  order  that  I  might  control 
and  give  you  a  communication  for  your  book.  I  do  so  at  the 
request  of  Mr.  A\''arren. 

Xow,  I  want  you  to  make  up  your  mind  that  you  are  to  get 
no  scholarly  communication  from  me.  I  was  only  a  plain 
woman,  who  lived  in  plain  circumstances,  with  very  little  edu- 
cation. My  father  did  not  believe  that  girls  required  much  edu- 
cation. If  they  could  read,  spell  und  understand  the  multipli- 
cation table,  that  was  all  they  required. 

Before  I  proceed  any  further  I  want  to  tell  you  that  I  met 
you  once  in  Chicago;  just  as  soon  as  I  saw  you  here  I  knew 
that  I  had  seen  you  before.  I  was  introduced  to  you  by  a  gen- 
tleman from  ]\Iorris,  Illinois,  who  was  acquainted  with  my  hus- 
band, who  was  an  artist.  We  were  in  Chicago  trying  to  sell 
some  of  his  pictures.  (We  did  very  well.)  A  gentleman  by  the 
name  of  Mr.  Higgins,  who  kept  a  music  store,  permitted  my 
husband  to  hang  his  pictures  up  in  the  store  and  before  we  left 
Chicago  he  had  sold  twenty-three  of  them,  and  we  went  back 
east  rejoicing  that  we  had  been  so  fortunate.  Those  were  my 
happy  days — when  my  husband  lived  and  we  traveled  and  sold 
his  work.  He  studied  in  Europe  before  I  met  him  ;  we  were 
married  in  Boston.  On  our  wedding  tour  we  traveled  through- 
out Europe,  where  he  sketched  and  painted  a  great  deal. 

One  of  his  i)ictures,  called  "The  Light  of  Love,"  was  ad- 
mired very  much  in  Paris.  In  those  days  the  French  did  not 
think  that  any  artist  from  America  amounted  to  much,  but  the 
French  salon  gave  him  a  place'for  his  picture,  which  was  much 
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admired  by  the  French  people.  It  brought  a  price  of  something- 
over  $12,000;  just  how  much,  I  have  forgotten  now.  It  was 
purchased  by  the  Count  Voonloft,  who  invited  us  to  his  chateau, 
where  my  husband  painted  a  portrait  of  his  beautiful  daughter, 
and  also  a  family  group.  They  presented  me  with  a  beautiful 
ring,  an  emerald  surrounded  by  diamonds.  I  tell  you  this  to 
show  you  that  I  did  not  always  live  in  poverty,  as  I  did  in  the 
latter  part  of  my  physical  body's  existence. 

When  my  husband  passed  to  spirit  life  it  brought  a  great 
change  to  my  physical  condition.  I  bore  him  a  son  while  we 
were  living  in  London,  England,  where  he  was  connected  with 
the  Kensington  Art  School.  He  was  English  born,  and  his  par- 
ents brought  him  to  Boston,  ]Mass.,  when  he  was  a  little  lad 
four  years  old.  He  grew  up  under  American  influences  and  was 
thoroughly  Americanized  in  everything.  He  selected  a  New 
England  girl  and  made  her  his  wife.  She  was  a  homely  girl,  as 
the  sayings  go,  but  he  saw  something  in  her  make-up  that  he 
admired.  When  he  lay  on  what  you  call  "the  death  bed"  his 
last  words  wxre,  "Bess,  kiss  me  ;  you  made  me  a  good  wife,  and 
I  was  a  happy  man.  See  that  our  boy  is  educated  to  love  and 
admire  America.  I  only  wish  that  his  birth  had  taken  place 
here  in  Boston,  that  I  love  so  well."  I  promised  him  that  it 
should  be  as  he  wished,  and  I  have  kept  that  promise. 

Xow  I  want  to  tell  you  something  of  my  own  life.  I  was  a 
born  medium,  like  the  one  I  now  control,  and  was  looked  upon 
as  a  queer  child.  ]\Iy  mother,  who  was  born  in  Salem,  Mass., 
and  was  called  Molly  Marston,  was  a  born  medium  before  me, 
and  I  was  called  a  child  of  the  old  witch.  She  was  treated  so 
cruelly  by  the  neighbors  that  an  aunt  of  hers  brought  her  to 
Boston  when  she  was  about  sixteen  years  old.  There  my  fa- 
ther, whose  name  was  Joseph  Lake,  found  her  and  married  her, 
but  he  turned  out  to  be  a  brutal  man.  I  can  only  remember 
him  as  a  cruel  man  coming  home  drunk  and  beating  my  mother. 
When  I  was  about  six  years  old  we  removed  from  Boston  to 
Lowell.  Mass.  There  he  grew  worse  and  called  my  mother  an 
old  witch  and  me  the  imp  of  an  old  she  devil.  He  told  this  to 
the  neighbors  and  to  many  other  people  in  Lowell.  My  mother 
went  into  one  of  the  factories  to  work,  to  help  put  bread  in  our 
mouths.     \\'hen  thev  discovered  she  was  a  lucdiuiu  she  was  or- 
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dered  out  of  the  factory,  and  the  people  threw  stones  at  her. 
She  came  home  crying  and  bleeding  from  the  wounds  where 
thev  had  struck  her  with  the  stones.  \\'hen  I  saw  her  I  be- 
came frightened  and  cried.  "Oh,  mamma,  you  are  dying."  She 
said.  "I  wish  it  were  so,  pet,  and  you  and  I  could  go  together, 
but  it  is  so  cowardly  to  commit  suicide — so  dear,  we  must  strug- 
gle to  the  last."  When  I  walked  through  the  streets  the  people 
would  get  their  children  to  run  out  and  throw  beans  at  me  and 
cry  after  me,  "There  goes  the  imp  of  the  old  witch." 

One  day  as  I  was  walking  along  the  street  a  young  man 
whom  they  claimed  was  not  accountable  for  what  he  did  or  said, 
picked  up  the  horse  manure  from  the  street  and  threw  it  at  me, 
saying.  "You  old  witch,  I'll  kill  you.  You  have  been  the  curse 
of  my  race."  I  looked  at  him  ;  that  is.  I  looked  into  his  eyes  and 
said,  "Duncan  Frazier,  what  have  I  done  to  you,  that  you  treat 
me  like  this?"  All  of  a  sudden  he  seemed  to  become  powerless 
and  could  not  speak.  I  repeated  the  words,  "What  have  1  done 
to  you?"  when  he  commenced  to  stutter  and  tried  to  speak, 
pointed  over  my  shoulder,  crying  out  as  if  in  great  agony.  Finally 
he  seemed  to  find  his  tongue,  when  he  said,  "Look  there,  Bess, 
look  there  !"  I  looked  around  and  saw  nothing.  Then  he  said, 
"He  makes  me  do  all  this.  It's  him  that  makes  me  act  like  I'm 
crazy :  that's  why  I  do  such  foolish  things.  He  says  he'll  re- 
lease me  if  I  will  protect  you  and  your  mother.  I've  been 
obsessed  by  that  wicked  spirit,  who  is  my  grandfather.  He  al- 
ways hated  my  mother  and  hated  my  father  for  marrying  her, 
and  through  my  condition  he  has  sought  his  revenge.  That  is 
why  I'm  such  a  loony  person.  Now  he  says  he  will  release  me 
if  I  will  protect  you  and  your  mother,  and  I  am  going  to  do  it." 
We  wafkcd  to  our  home,  my  hand  placed  in  his.  I  then  related 
to  my  mother  all  that  had  happened.  She  said.  "What  a  strange 
world  it  is,  and  we  are  its  victims ;  the  victims  of  circumstances." 

While  we  were  sitting  there  talking  my  father  came  in 
drunk,  as  usual,  calling  my  mother  a  vile  name.  He  raised  his 
hand  to  strike  her.  Duncan  grabbed  him  by  the  throat  and  he 
became  powerless.  He  sank  all  in  a  heap  upon  the  floor.  They 
say  I  was  controlled  then  and  there  and  made  the  prediction 
that  he  would  receive  a  stroke  of  apoplexy  and  die  next  morning. 
The   predictirtn    was    fiilfilkul.      At   twelve   o'clock   that   night   he 
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received  the  shock  and  died  next  morning.  His  Ijody  was  buried 
at  the  expense  of  the  town.  ]\h)tlier  then  sold  what  Httle  furni- 
ture she  had.  Mother,  Duncan  and  I  went  back  to  Boston  to 
Hve.  Mother  took  in  sewing.  Duncan  learned  shoeniaking,  and 
after  a  little  while  we  lived  quite  happily. 

\\'hen  we  had  been  living  in  Boston  about  two  years, 
mother's  brother  Alexander,  who  was  an  old  bachelor,  passed 
from  his  body,  leaving  mother  his  sole  heir.  She  received  a  for- 
tune of  seven  thousand  dollars,  and  I  thought  that  we  were  the 
richest  people  in  Boston.  Mother  purchased  a  home  in  Boston. 
We  lived  in  one  half  of  it  and  my  husband's  family  rented  and 
occupied  the  other  half.  He  and  I  had  grown  up  from  child- 
hood together.  He  was  a  cousin  to  Stephen  Foster,  who  after- 
wards became  a  spiritual  lecturer. 

My  husband  painted  under  inspiration,  and  I  thought  he 
was  the  greatest  boy  and  man  that  ever  lived,  and  oh,  the  beau- 
ties that  we  enjoy  in  spirit  life  make  us  happy  spirits  in  the 
light  of  Truth.  We  are  true  spirit  afftnities.  Duncan  became 
a  wonderful  medium,  and  through  him  was  produced  the  in- 
vention of  a  new  spool,  which  was  used  in  the  factories.  He 
married  my  mother  when  he  was  thirty  years  and  she  forty-two. 
She  bore  him  three  children.  One  became  a  prominent  lawyer 
of  Boston. 

]\Iy  mother  passed  out  of  her  body  wdien  she  was  eighty- 
three  }'ears  old.  Duncan,  her  husband,  would  not  allow  any 
color  at  her  funeral  but  white,  and  the  neighbors  thought  it  was 
outrageous.  The  Boston  papers  scandalized  him  as  a  visionary 
man,  with  very  little  brains,  and  one  who  needed  looking  after, 
as  they  thought  he  would  occupy  a  position  in  a  lunatic  asylum 
some  day,  but  they  were  disappointed,  for  he  lived  to  an  old 
age — ninety-seven — and  was  buried  with  ]\Iasonic  honors.  His 
immediate  friends  loved  him  in  his  old  age,  for  they  found  in  him 
a  wise  man.  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes  was  one  of  his  loved 
friends,  and  he  was  blessed  by  many  that  lived  to  know  him. 

Now  I  will  take  up  the  life  of  your  little  medium — that  is, 
the  part  I  knew  of  it.  I  first  saw  him  play  at  the  old  Chamber 
Street  Theatre  in  New  York,  opposite  the  City  Hall.  Charlotte 
Cushman  was  playing  in  a  piece  called,  "The  Wrecker's  Daugh- 
ter."   Justin  played  a  child's  part,  her  little  daughter. 
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The  next  time  I  saw  him  play  was  at  the  old  Broadway 
Theatre  down  Broadway,  near  Pearl  street.  He  was  playing 
with  Edwin  Forrest  and  ]\Iadame  Ponisi.  I  saw  him  at  the 
Howard  Atheneum  in  Boston  after  that.  I  next  saw  him  play 
in  London,  England ;  with  the  Buckley  Serenaders  in  Boston ; 
with  Mrs.  John  Wood  at  Laura  Keene's  theatre  on  Broadway, 
Xew  York ;  in  Washington  at  the  breaking  out  of  the  Civil  War, 
and  again  in  Boston. 

Right  after  that  my  son  entered  the  volunteer  army  to  give 
his  service  for  the  country  he  loved.  He  was  captured  and  ta- 
ken to  Richmond,  Virginia.  My  guides  notified  me  that  my  son 
had  been  taken  a  prisoner,  that  I  must  go  to  Washington,  call 
on  the  President  and  through  the  assistance  of  his  private  spy, 
my  son  would  escape  and  reach  the  Union  lines  in  safety.  I 
followed  their  directions,  went  to  Washington,  was  received  by 
that  noble  man,  President  Lincoln,  told  him  of  my  grief  and  we 
wept  together.  He  had  met  my  husband  while  we  were  in 
Springfield,  Illinois,  and  admired  his  pictures.  I  told  him  that 
my  spirit  band  had  directed  me  to  come  to  him.  He  said,  "God 
bless  our  spirit  friends,  for  they  know  the  secrets  of  the  human 
heart." 

I  was  introduced  to  the  Hon.  David  Davis.  While  we  were 
talking,  in  walked  a  little  individual  with  a  freckled  face,  who 
acted  for  all  the  world  like  an  idiot.  He  walked  up  to  President 
Lincoln,  saying,  "Boss,  dey  wasn't  goin'  let  me  in  dis  mornin', 
but  I  sung  whoop  te-do-den-doo  for  dem,  and  while  dey  was 
laughin'  and  holdin'  dere  sides  I  skipped  in  to  see  if  you  don't 
want  some  one  to  go  an  errand  or  two  for  ye."  The  President 
laughed  and  put  his  arms  around  him,  saying,  "Billy,  I'll  see 
after  awhile;  you  just  step  into  the  next  room  while  I  talk  with 
these  people."  I  noticed  the  President  hugged  him  pretty  tight, 
for  such  a  little  ragmufifin  as  he  looked  to  be.  My  guide  said  to 
me,  "Watch  close  and  you  will  see  something."  I  watched,  and 
discovered  the  Little  One's  hand  shoved  something  down  in- 
side of  the  President's  collar  while  the  President  was  hugging 
him  and  saying,  "Hilly,  when  are  you  going  to  grow  up  and  be- 
come a  soldier  for  Father  Lincoln?"  The  Little  One  said, 
"When  God  stretches  me  out  on  that  new  machine  he's  going  to 
invent."      Tlu-    President    said,   "What    machine    is   that,    Billy?" 
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The  Little  One  said,  "A  machine  that  is  going  to  make  Jefif 
Davis  look  cross-eyed  when  he  discovers  the  Union  flag  flying 
over  Richmond,  and  old  Lee  gets  the  headache  counting  the 
stars  on  the  flag."  We  all  laughed  when  he  skipped  off  into  an- 
other room.  My  guide  said,  "Through  that  Little  One  your  son 
will  reach  Washington  in  safety,"  which  he  did. 

When  I  returned  to  my  room  after  conversing  with  Mr. 
Davis  in  the  street,  they  showed  me  clairvoyantly  how  the  Lit- 
tle One  entered  the  Rebel  lines  and  returned  again  in  safety. 
While  I  was  sitting  there  in  the  clairvoyant  state  I  saw  the 
Little  One  assume  as  many  as  six  different  disguises.  I  saw  him 
shot  at  inside  of  the  Rebel  lines,  but  he  escaped  every  time  in 
safety  to  the  L^nion  lines.  Sometimes  I  would  cry  out  and 
shudder  with  fright,  while  a  cold  chill  would  run  down  my  back, 
when  I  would  see  the  rebels  firing  at  him. 

One  time  while  I  was  in  the  clairvoyant  state  I  saw  some- 
thing that  was  very  peculiar.  A -rebel  sentinel  fired  at  him 
while  he  was  passing  by,  very  close  to  the  sentinel.  The  ball 
struck  a  large  stone,  bounded  back  and  entered  the  bowels  of 
the  sentinel ;  he  dropped  on  the  ground  and  died  in  great  agony. 

The  Little  One  on  this  occasion  had  entered  the  Rebel  lines 
on  foot,  but  he  returned  mounted  on  a  beautiful  horse.  The 
trappings  looked  like  that  of  an  officer's  horse.  \Mien  the  sen- 
tinel had  dropped  upon  the  ground  the  Little  One  stopped  the 
horse,  turned  it  around,  patting  its  neck  at  the  same  time  giving 
the  most  fiendish  laugh  I  think  I  ever  heard.  He  looked  down 
upon  the  poor  creature  dying  in  agony  and  said,  "You  damned 
fool,  did  you  think  you  could  stop  a  servant  of  the  spirit  world? 
You  miserable  rebel  cur,  only  fit  to  lick  the  paw  of  that  am- 
bitious man,  Jeff  Davis."  Then  the  vision  passed  from  me  and 
when  I  came  to  my  normal  condition  I  was  in  a  cold  sweat.  I 
heard  the  voice  of  my  guide  say,  "Those  visions  that  you  have 
seen  you  may  describe  to  Davis,  but  between  him  and  you  it 
must  remain  a  secret.  That  little  individual  that  you  saw^  ia 
the  White  House  that  the  President  called  Billy,  is  Abraham 
Lincoln's  private  spy."  I  said  to  the  voice.  "Oh,  God,  h'^w 
cruel  that  all  is  to  send  such  a  little  child  as  that  in  the  enemy  s 
camp."  The  voice  laughed  and  said.  "That  little  child  is  over 
thirty  years  old,  and  is  the  same  individual  whom  you  admired 
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so  much  in  the  character  of  Cinderella."  L  said,  "Mysteries  v\ill 
never  cease.  Dear  spirit,  you  understand  and  I  do  not."  That  lit- 
tle individual  was  the  medium  I  now  control.  He  guided  my 
son  through  the  rebel  lines  back  to  Washington  in  safety. 

I  met  Justin  afterwards  in  Vineland,  N.  J.  I  kept  the  se- 
cret and  never  told  him  that  I  knew  he  had  been  Lincoln's  pri- 
vate spy. 

After  my  son  passed  to  spirit  life  I  was  forced  into  the  world 
as  a  public  medium  against  my  will.  I  married  a  man  whose 
name  I  will  not  pronounce,  as  I  lived  to  despise  him.  Brother 
and  friend,  I  knew  what  poverty  was.  I  have  gone  three  days 
at  a  time  without  anything  to  eat.  I  was  reduced  so  in  circm- 
stances  while  trying  to  fight  oiT  spirits  that  wished  to  control  me. 
I  was  willing  to  be  a  medium  but  not  a  medium  for  the  public; 
but  they  said  I  should  and  compelled  me  to  submit  to  their  wishes 
then  I  finally  gave  up.  I  made  many  friends  and  many  enemies, 
giving  the  Truth  to  the  people.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Case  of  Philadelphia 
became  my  true  friends  and  assisted  me  much  through  life.  They 
were  the  friends  of  all  true  mediums  and  were  always  generous 
with  their  money  to  assist  anyone  in  trouble.  Charles  Landis, 
of  Vineland,  N.  J.,  was  also  my  true  friend.  He  gave  me  a  house 
to  live  in,  for  which  he  would  receive  no  rent,  and  often  gave 
me  bountifully  from  his  store  of  food  supplies.  When  I  became 
old  and  decrepit  he  was  kind  to  the  last.  Olivia  Stephens  was 
also  kind  to  me  and  lived  with  me  for  months  at  a  time.  I  found 
other  kind  friends  in  the  persons  of  John  Bartlett,  Mrs.  Jennie 
Johnson  and  Mrs.  Suydam.  I  hope  God  and  the  spirit  world 
will  bless  them  all. 

After  my  son  passed  to  spirit  life  I  had  a  rough  road  to 
travel,  but  I  became  a  happy  woman  when  I  was  released  from 
that  brute  they  called  my  second  husband. 

When  Olivia  and  I  used  to  visit  at  Justin's  home  up  on  the 
little  hill,  what  would  he  have  thought  if  he  had  known  that  I 
understood  the  secret  of  his  life ;  that  he  had  been  Abraham 
Lincoln's  private  spy,  one  of  the  grandest  men  that  nature  had 
ever  created.  I  kept  the  secret  to  the  last  and  it  passed  with  me 
into  spirit  life. 

Now  I  thank  you,  brother  and  friend,  for  taking  down  my 
communication.     I  told  you  I  could  not  give  you  a  scholarly  one 
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as  I  was  not  an  educated  women,  but  I  was  one  who  learned 
much  from  observation. 

I  now  leave  my  love  for  Little  Justin  and  thank  you  kindly 
if  you  will  tell  him  so.  Jennie  Johnson  will  follow  me  next. 
Put  me  down  Bessie  Foster.     Good  day. 


Mrs.  Jennie  Johnson 

Chapter  XX 


Monday,  August  4,  1902. 

Good  morning,  friend.  Oh,  I  think  you  have  a  beautiful 
morning.  Wise  men  and  women  would  say  the  love  of  God 
is  in  everything  this  morning,  and  we  feel  it  so  strongly  that  we 
should  sing  praises  to  the  father  and  mother  God  of  Nature.  I 
know  the  spirit  of  glory  abideth  in  your  home.  Searchlight 
Bower.  I  was  enthused  by  the  Holy  Spirit  when  I  entered 
your  home.  May  Truth  and  peace  abide  always  within  its 
walls.  Oh,  I  think  your  surroundings  are  beautiful  here ;  the 
shades  and  tints  are  of  a  rich,  deep  violet  this  morning  and  I 
know  the  angels  must  love  to  revel  in  such  a  dell  as  this.  The 
aroma  that  comes  from  the  woodlands  brings  a  grand  ozone  in 
which  the  human  family  finds  a  perfume  superior  to  that  which 
men  and  women  manufacture  in  their  laboratories  and  put  upon 
the  market  to  be  purchased  by  the  denizens  of  largely  populated 
cities  where  the  stench  and  filth  is  something  terrible  to  the 
nostrils  of  a  refined  human  being.  I  only  wish  that  I  could 
relieve  their  sulTering  and  carry  them  all  away  to  the  wild  woods 
for  at  least  three  months  during  hot  weather.  Oh,  it  would 
be  such  a  relief  for  them  to  breathe  into  their  lungs  some  of 
the  fresh  air  impregnated  by  the  balms  of  the  woodland ;  but  it 
is  otherwise  decreed,  so  many  of  the  poor  creatures  are  com- 
pelled to  live  in  those  horrible  dens  which  they  call  homes. 
When  I  lived  in  a  physical  body,  how  my  heart  ached  for  the 
poor  people  of  those  large  cities.       I  wish  there  was  some  way 


MRS.  JENNIE  JOHNSON  281 

to  stop  the  manufacturing'  of  liquors,  beer  and  vvii'i^s  which 
brings  many  of  the  human  race  down  to  degradation,  shame  and 
crime.  Because  of  it  many  have  to  die  in  prison,  the  brothel, 
the  madhouse,  or,  perhaps,  end  their  unfortunate  lives  by  com- 
mitting suicide.  It  is  a  slow  suicide  to  the  human  race  who 
are  compelled  to  live  in  those  dark,  filthy  tenement  houses.  Xo 
wonder  when  an  epidemic  takes  hold  on  a  large  city  that  the 
inhabitants  die  by  the  thousands.  There  is  one  happy  reality 
in  it :  They  are  released  from  their  sulTering,  and  also  from  their 
physical  body  which  gives  them  a  chance  to  try  life  on  a  higher 
plane.  Every  reincarnation. is  a  step  higher,  which  brings  them 
nearer  to  the  understanding  of  universal  principle  in  life,  re- 
alized through  an  affinity  with  the  father  and  mother,  God  of 
Time.  Blessed  be  he  that  loves  his  fellow  being.  When  he 
loves  him  with  his  whole  soul  and  being,  then  he  becomes  a 
shining  light  to  the  whole  human  race  ;  one  with  God  throughout 
all  eternity. 

Wlien  the  human  mind  is  so  developed  that  he  can  under- 
stand the  echo  from  the  rocks  and  canyons  reverberating  back 
to  his  senses,  then  he  understands  the  old  language  of  the  past 
when  the  human  race  gained  language  and  expression  to  their 
speech.  Those  echoes  reverberating  from  the  sound  of  the  wind 
in  the  canyons  and  rocks  was  the  first  alphabet  used  by  the 
human  tongue.  When  the  human  race  was  in  a  crude  state  on  this 
planet  they  imitated  the  sounds  that  they  heard  ushering  from  the 
rocks  and  canyons  and  through  that  condition  they  smoothed 
down  their  gutteral  grunts  which  came  into  the  formation  of 
speech  in  time. 

Every  echo  that  they  heard  passing  on  the  wind  they 
tried  to  imitate  and  in  time  made  their  expression  perfect. 
When  they  heard  a  sound  in  the  timber  that  was  low  and  sweet 
it  brought  a  condition  of  laughter  to  their  senses ;  then  they  dis- 
covered the  organ  of  mirth  through  a  natural  condition  innate 
in  their  nature,  brought  a  motion  to  the  lobe  senses  of  their 
brain  which  gave  a  crude  expression  of  Love  to  the  mind,  where- 
by the  affinity  of  the  God-power  located  within  them  produced 
an  affiliation  towards  the  opposite  sex.  Through  this  power 
was  created  the  love  for  each  other  and  their  olTspring.  \\'hen 
thev  heard  the  luurmurin"'  and  laughter  of  the  babblinu-  brook 
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it  brought  glee  to  their  soul  and  they  could  not  restrain  that 
which  dwelt  in  their  natures.  It  became  a  teacher  and  they 
sang  praises  to  the  God  of  Nature  with  their  crude  and  gutteral 
sounds. 

As  the  spirit  within  them  realized  that  they  were  superior 
to  the  ferocious  beasts  of  the  woodland,  then  they  banded  to- 
gether and  lived  as  tribes.  From  that  condition  came  an  ad- 
vanced aspiration  which  had  lain  dormant  in  their  natures.  The 
law  of  Love  and  a  certain  power  of  reason  held  sway  over  their 
mental  faculties ;  the  outward  growth  which  unfolded  itself  to 
each  others  adoration  came  from  within.  The  spirit,  realizing 
that  it  must  act,  brought  to  their  senses  a  higher  expression  of 
sound  which  was  found  in  the  modification  of  the  whispering 
of  the  wind  through  the  boughs  of  the  trees.  Then  Love  burst 
the  bud  and  it  blossomed  out  into  a  beautiful  flower,  which  meant 
the  truth  of  the  soul.  The  tongue  gave  utterance  to  a  sound 
like  a  lullaby,  and  the  male  flower  sang  that  lullaby  to  the  female 
of  his  race.  Her  heart  beat  time  to  the  rythm  of  his  song,  and 
through  the  sweet  sound  or  cadence  that  found  utterance  of 
speech  within  her  soul,  she- said,  "I  am  thine,  for  none  can  sing 
like  thee."  Then  language  blossomed  out  through  a  full  fru- 
ition of  two  blending  souls,  which  compelled  language,  speech 
and  thought  to  become  the  servant  of  the  human  race. 

Now,  I  will  tell  you  something  of  my  life  and  condition : 
I  always  loved  the  country,  the  woods  and  flowers,  for  I  loved 
to  commune  with  nature  and  the  whisperings  of  nature  always 
answered  my  thoughts  and  prayers. 

I  was  born  in  Lincolnshire,  England,  where  we  had  many 
beautiful  trees  in  our  forests.  The  name  of  Lincoln  became  a 
treasure-house  to  me,  and  when  the  assasin  laid  the  manly  form 
of  Abraham  Lincoln  low,  my  whole  nature  rose  in  arms  against 
that  assasin  and  I  would  have  hunted  him  down  had  it  not  been 
that  my  husband  placed  a  watch  over  me  and  I  could  not  es- 
cape from  my  home.  My  whole  moral  senses  seemed  to  fly 
from  me  and  I  became  a  ferocious  beast,  panting  for  the  blood 
of  that  assasin.  1  was  not  a  spiritual-minded  person  then,  as  I 
became  in  later  days. 

^\y  father  came  with  his  family  to  New  York  from  England 
when  I  was  quite  a  little  girl.       T  grew  to  womanhood  in  Amer- 
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ica,  imbued  with  all  American  ideas.  I  married  an  American — 
a  native  of  Delaware  and  of  Quaker  origin.  We  lived  cjuite  a 
while  in  New  York  and  Brooklyn.  I  became  tried  of  city  life 
and  sought  a  home  in  the  country  which  I  found  in  \^ineland, 
New  Jersey.  To  me  it  was  a  beautiful  place  and  the  atmos- 
phere as  I  looked  upon  it  was  superb.  I  thought  here  was  a 
place  to  raise  my  children,  in  order  that  they  might  grow  into 
maturity  with  healthy  bodies,  which  I  think  they  did.  I  was 
a  woman  of  strong  will  and  quite  opinionated  in  my  own  con- 
dition. I  was  first  an  Episcopalian  in  religious  ideas ;  I  re- 
moved from  that  to  Presbyterianism  for  awhile,  in  which  I 
found  no  consolation  for  the  hereafter  of  my  soul.  I  migrated 
then  to  Swedenborgianism,  where  I  found  a  little  consolation ; 
but  very  little,  as  I  discovered  the  ministers  of  that  religion 
w^eren't  any  better  informed  than  I  was  myself.  My  whole 
nature  was  dissatisfied  and  in  revolt  with  all  religions.  I  dis- 
covered they  preached  Christ  crucified,  and  found  none  who 
lived  up  to  his  teachings.  He  said :  "See  that  ye  love  one 
another."  That  I  never  discovered  in  the  christian  church. 
The  most  prominent  thing  I  did  discover  was  that  they  hated 
one  another,  were  jealous  and  envious  of  each  other,  and  the 
part  of  a  hypocrite  was  studied  up  and  played  very  largely 
among  their  friends. 

Many  of  my  family  thought  that  I  was  too  exacting.  I 
told  them  the  most  exacting  thing  in  life  was  Truth,  and  if  you 
have  it  not  among  you  the  spirit  of  Christ  cannot  be  with  you. 
You  have  shut  your  doors  against  him  and  your  religion  is  only 
a  mocker}'-  and  a  sin  in  the  sight  of  God. 

We  will  continue  at  another  time. 

August  7,  1902. 

Good  morning,  sir.  ^^'^ith  your  permission,  I  will  continue 
my  communication  :  \\'hen  I  first  saw  the  medium  Justin,  he 
was  playing  with  the  Buckley  Serenaders,  on  Broadway.  New 
York  city.  The  next  time  I  saw  him  was  at  a  theater  on  West 
14th  street.  New  York  city.  I  do  not  remember  the  name  of 
the  theater.  They  were  playing  a  spectacular  piece  called 
"The  Star  of  the  Rhine."  He  played  a  part  similar  to  that  of 
"Ariel  in  the  Tempest." 

I  first  met  him  to  speak  to  in  A'ineland,  New  Jersey.       He 
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purchased  a  place  there,  remodelled  the  house,  which  made  a 
very  pleasant  home,  as  it  was  located  on  high  ground,  overlook- 
ing the  valley. 

A  great  friendship  sprang  up  between  my  family  and  Justin. 
The  same  took  place  between  other  families  and  Justin.  He 
was  quite  a  favorite  with  the  people  in  Vineland.  His  friend- 
ship with  my  family  lasted  for  a  number  of  years.  It  was 
through  his  mediumship  we  became  spiritualists.  One  evening 
we  were  visiting  at  Justin's  home,  when  he  described  a  spirit  to 
my  husband  dressed  as  a  miner,  which  my  husband  recognized 
as  his  brother.  \\'hile  the  spirit  stood  there  he  wrote  his  name 
in  the  air  and  Justin  read  it  to  the  company.  My  husband  said, 
"Yes,  that's  my  brother's  full  name."  I  said,  "How  can  that 
be?  I  named  my  son  after  your  brother,  A^'illiam  E.  Johnson." 
^ly  husband  said,  "I  can't  help  that.  ]\Iy  brother  gave  his  real 
name  and  his  middle  name  was  as  he  wrote  it  out  for  Justin. 
The  description  is  more  perfect  than  I  could  give  of  my  brother." 
Right  then  and  there  my  husband  became  a  Spiritualist. 

In  the  early  days  of  the  gold  fever  in  California,  my  hus- 
band and  his  brother  Avent  to  the  gold  diggings.  After  a  few 
years  my  husband  returned,  while  his  brother  remained  in 
California,  and  passed  out  of  his  body  from  that  state. 

\\'hy  I  speak  of  that  test,  it  was  one  of  the  many  that  we 
received  through  his  mediumship.  There  was  no  mind-reading 
in  the  case,  for  you  see  I  was  not  properly  acquainted  with  his 
middle  name,  and  my  husband  said  he  had  forgotten  what  it 
was  until  the  spirit  wrote  it  out  for  Justin,  and  he  pronounced 
it  for  us;  then,  all  of  a  sudden,  it  came  to  my  husband's  memory 
that  that  was  his  brother's  middle  name,  and  correctly  spelled 
too.  We  attended  a  great  many  circles  at  Justin's  home  in 
which  some  of  the  people  received  tests.  The  pleasantest 
gatherings  of  people  that  I  ever  met  were  at  Justin's  home.  I 
met  many  mediums  there,  and  the  sociability  of  those  present 
was  of  a  high  order.  Some  of  the  manifestations  were  the 
grandest  I  ever  witnessed,  especially  on  one  evening  when  Doc- 
tor Gordan  and  many  others  were  present. 

Now,  I  am  going  to  illustrate  something  to  you  by  the 
manner  of  s])ecch  wherein  I  will  show  you  how  liars  and  mis- 
chief makers  will  get  into  homes  aiul  will  create  much  ill  feeling 
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between  the  people  of  that  home  and  their  friends  l)y  slander 
and  backbiting',  scandalizing  and  other  conditions  that  are  any- 
thing bnt  truthful  and  which,  in  time,  will  l)reak  up  the  har- 
mony of  a  community.  Why  I  wish  to  express  this  condition 
to  you  is  to  show  you  that  I  do  not  do  it  from  any  motive  of  re- 
venge, but  to  show-  you  how  snakes  will  enter  families  and  dis- 
tribute their  poisonous  venom ;  such  was  the  case  I  am  now 
going  to  relate. 

Justin  had  a  friend  accompany  him  from  Chicago  to  Vine- 
land,  Xew  Jersey.  That  friend  had  a  sister  who  was  an  un- 
fortunate woman.  She  called  herself,  after  coming  to  Vine- 
land  and  taking  up  her  abode  in  Justin's  home.  Airs.  Schroeder. 

Before  coming  to  Vineland  she  went  to  an  institution  and 
gave  birth  to  a  child.  Her  own  relatives  would  not  permit  her 
to  have  the  baby  in  their  own  home.  That  is  what  she  tells 
me  in  spirit  life.  So  she  had  to  go  to  a  home  where  abandoned 
women  went  and  gave  birth  to  their  children.  She  tells  me 
the  matron's  name  w^as  Mrs.  Baker,  and  she  was  very  kind  to 
her.  When  the  baby  was  about  a  month  old  Justin  received 
her  and  her  baby  into  his  home,  which  was  an  unfortunate  day 
for  him.  AVhen  she  had  gained  sufficient  health  and  strength 
to  go  around  among  the  neighbors  she  maliciously  lied  about 
him.  That  was  the  reward  he  received  for  all  his  kindness  to 
her  and  her  baby. 

He  gave  her  a  home  and  food,  and  during  the  time  while 
he  was  treating  her  kindly,  she.  in  her  sly,  deceitful  way,  was 
making  it  unpleasant  for  his  friends — so  much  so  that  a  number 
of  them  would  not  visit  his  home  while  she  lived  there. 

One  day  I  wrote  him  a  note  in  which  I  invited  him  to  lunch, 
asking  him  to  please  come  alone,  as  I  had  something  to  say  to 
him.  He  came,  and  after  lunch  he  and  I  adjourned  to  the  parlor 
where  we  could  talk  by  ourselves.  I  said,  "Now,  Justin,  I  do 
not  want  you  to  feel  offended  with  me  or  my  family;  but  I  must 
tell  you  one  thing,  and  that  is  this:  I  cannot  visit  your  home 
while  that  woman  Schroeder  lives  there.  I  always  want  you 
to  come  and  visit  us.  for  we  shall  be  glad  to  receive  you.  That 
woman  is  such  a  liar  and  mischief-maker  I  do  not  want  to  go 
where  she  is.  Others  and  myself  have  discovered  her  true 
character,  so  do  not   feel  oft'ended  at   what   I   tell   vou,  for  it   is 
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the  truth."  He  said,  "Mrs.  Johnson,  I  cannot  turn  her  out 
into  the  cold  world  with  her  baby.  Her  sister,  the  only  friend 
she  had  outside  of  her  brother  has  passed  to  spirit  life,  and  she 
has  nowhere  to  go  for  shelter;  besides,  she  is  the  sister  of  my 
friend."  I  then  said,  "Why  do  you  not  send  her  where  he  is?" 
He  answered  me,  saying,  "I  do  not  think  they  would  receive  her 
there.  She  has  been  unfortunate,  and  you  must  remember, 
Mrs.  Johnson,  she  is  a  woman  with  a  child  and  cannot  fight  her 
way  through  the  world  like  a  man.  You  are  a  woman  and 
should  have  pity  for  her — covering  her  with  a  mantle  of  charity." 
I  told  him  I  would  were  she  not  such  a  mischief-maker.  He  said 
her  father  and  mother  had  died  while  she  was  young.  She 
came  to  America  to  live  among  relatives  who,  perhaps,  did  not 
care  much  for  her,  and  also  among  strangers.  I  said,  "She 
is  repaying  you  for  all  your  kindness  by  scandalizing  your 
name."  Then  he  looked  at  me  and  I  never  saw  the  fire  flash 
from  his  eyes  as  it  did  then.  He  said,  "Madam,  that  is  not 
the  first  time  that  I  have  been  scandalized  during  my  life.  I 
am  accustomed  to  that,  and  if  you  do  not  wish  to  visit  my  home 
you  can  remain  away."       Then  he  left  the  house. 

Some  months  afterwards  he  was.  taken  sick.  They  tele- 
graphed to  his  friend  they  did  not  think  he  would  live.  His 
friend  came  back  from  Alemphis,  Tenn.,  and  in  about  a  week 
they  both  returned  south  for  the  benefit  of  Justin's  health. 

After  his  friend  had  been  in  Vineland  a  few  days  he  called 
at  our  home.  During  our  conversation  he  said  to  me,  "Did 
you  know  that  Justin  was  sick  in  bed?"  I  answered  him  by 
saying,  "I  heard  he  was  sick  :  but  I  did  not  know  he  was  seri- 
ously ill."  He  asked  me  if  I  would  not  acconipany  him  back 
to  see  Justin.  I  said  I  would,  if  he  were. so  low  as  that.  My 
daughter.  Lulu,  and  I  acconi])anied  the  friend  back  to  Justin's 
home,  where  we  found  him  l}ing  abed  pretty  ill.  I  think  he 
looked  the  sickest  I  ever  saw  him.  In  conversation  with  Mrs. 
Pierce  I  discovered  that  he  received  cold  in  his  bowels  while 
walking  up  and  down  the  floor  one  night  with  that  woman 
Schroeder's  baby  while  she  lay  sick  in  bed.  When  Dr.  Pierce 
examined  Justin  he  discovered  that  he  had  a  severe  case  of  in- 
flammation of  the  bf)\vels.  He  sent  for  Dr.  Tuller  to  hold  con- 
sultation.    Dr.  'I'uUer  and  Dr.  Pierce  sal  u])  with  him  two  nights 
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w-iid  two  days,  while  ]\Irs.  Pierce  and  Mrs.  Jennings  acted  as 
nurses.  Dr.  Tuller  told  Dr.  Pierce  they  had  better  telegraph 
for  Justin's  friend  to  come  on  as  they  did  not  think  he  would 
live  until  his  friend  arrived.  But  with  careful  nursing  and  the 
doctor's  attention,  he  rallied  and  became  con\alescent.  By  the 
time  his  friend  arrived  in  Vineland  a  great  deal  of  the  pain  had 
left  Justin,  and  he  was  resting  quietly.  I  was  so  glad  his  friend 
came  for  me;  it  was  the  last  time  I  ever  saw  Justin  while  I  lived 
in  a  physical  body. 

After  he  went  away  we  all  missed  him  \'ery  much  and 
wished  that  w'oman  had  never  come  there.  I  have  met  her  in 
spirit  life  and  since  she  tells  me  of  her  condition  and  her  parent- 
age, she  was  not  so  much  to  blame.  She  tells  me  she  came 
through  a  family  where  very  little  harmony  existed.  There 
was  not  that  true  brotherly  and  sisterly  love  that  you  see  in 
many  other  families.  They  had  a  great  deal  in  their  nature 
that  was  very  quarrelsome,  combative  and  disagreeable.  She 
also  tells  me  that  when  she  would  tell  malicious  lies  to  her 
brother  about  Justin  it  would  please  her  when  she  saw  he  be- 
lieved what  she  said.  She  said  that  she  became  jealous  when 
she  would  see  Justin's  friends  lavish  so  much  affection  upon  him. 
Then  the  devilish  part  of  her  nature  would  make  her  lie  to  those 
friends  in  order  to  make  a  cool  feeling  come  between  them  and 
Justin.  She  said  it  was  the  same  thing  over  again  in  Kansas 
City,  Mo.  He  attracted  people  to  him  who  in  time  became  his 
friends.  Then  she  hated  him  worse  than  ever  and  tried  to 
break  up  the  friendship  if  she  possibly  could.  With  some  she 
succeeded,  while  with  others  she  did  not — they  discovered  her 
true  character.  There  was  one  woman  who  lived  in  Kansas 
City  whom  she  hated.  Her  name  was  Airs.  Henry  Lee.  She 
said,  "That  woman  discovered  my  true  character,  and  one  day 
told  n.ie  of  it :  she  also  told  me  she  despised  me,  and  I  hated 
her  with  all  my  nature.  The  people  did  not  always  want  to 
make  an  e(jual  of  me  as  they  did  of  Justin  and  my  brother.'' 
Then  she  said,  "I  professed  to  be  developing  for  a  medium.  I 
left  their  home,  taking  my  boy  with  me :  but  I  found  after 
awhile  I  could  not  earn  a  living  for  him  and  myself,  so  I  sent 
him  back  to  Justin,  that  he  might  take  care  of  him,  for  you  know 
he  alwavs  had  a  generous     heart  t<^ward     children.  I      went 
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around  for  some  time  and  would  come  back  once  in  a  while  to 
see  my  boy.  The  worst  of  it  all  was  Justin  saw  my  true  char- 
acter, and  knew  I  was  a  fraud,  but  he  said  nothing  to  my 
brother.  I  finally  came  back  one  time,  got  mj  boy,  sold  the 
things  Justin  had  loaned  me  to  keep  house  with,  and  we  went 
to  Chicago. 

"I  traveled  through  several  states,  professing  to  be  a 
medium,  as  lots  of  other  women  do  who  are  living  in  the  body. 
The  most  of  my  mediumship  was  connected  with  men,  and  that 
is  how  I  made  the  most  of  my  money.  I  did  all  I  could  for  my 
boy,  as  I  thought  then  ;  but,  if  I  had  been  the  proper  woman 
that  I  should  have  been,  I  would  have  placed  him  in  an  insti- 
tution where  he  would  have  been  properly  educated  under  a 
moral  condition.  But  you  know  how  a  mother's  heart  is;  it 
craves  for  her  offspring,  and  so  I  kept  him  with  me  and  dragged 
him  around  from  one  place  to  another.  He  was  a  remarkably 
good  boy,  for  the  bringing  up  he  had,  with  such  a  mother  as  I 
was." 

"W'hen  I  made  a  visit  to  San  Diego,  Southern  California,  I 
discovered  it  was  the  same  there.  Justin  had  made  a  number  of 
friends  who  would  not  look  upon  me  as  an  equal.  You  know, 
]\Irs.  Johnson,  he  never  could  associate  with  low  spirits ;  yet  his 
heart  went  out  to  all  that  were  afflicted,  and  especially  to  the 
female  side  of  the  human  race — for  you  must  understand,  all  his 
internal  organs  are  those  of  a  female,  while  it  is  only  the  out- 
ward expression  that  resembles  a  male. 

"I  am  sorry,  from  the  spirit  side  of  life,  to  think  that  my 
son  should  have  been  guilty  of  treating  Justin  as  he  did.  When 
Justin,  in  liis  old  age  lost  his  home  by  being  too  willing  to  put 
his  name  to  people's  paper,  my  son,  at  that  time  had  a  good  deal 
of  money  in  his  possession  and  should  have  assisted  Justin  for 
all  the  kindness  he  had  shown  to  him  and  me  ;  but,  as  you  know, 
Mrs.  Johnson,  we  have  to  pay  the  penalty  of  our  crimes.  His 
band  permitted  me  to  control  his  forces  twice  in  order  that  I 
might  talk  to  my  brother.  They  have  never  done  so  since  be- 
cause I  left  a  l)ad  impression  upon  his  physical  condition.  My 
son  has  discovercfl  that  I  deceived  him  in  many  things;  first 
of  all  1  difl  not  give  hini  his  real  father's  name,  but  gave  him 
the  name  oi  a  lover  1   had   afterward.       His  real   father's  name 


MRS.  JENNIE  JOHNSON  289 

was  Michael  Robb,  a  Scotchman  ;  l:)ut  I  gave  him  the  name  of 
my  German  lover  Schroeder.  Now,  he  has  found  out  that  I 
lied  to  him  so  much  about  Justin,  he  will  not  come  to  see  me." 

You  must  understand,  sir,  that  if  there  is  no  soul  attraction 
the  condition  of  the  earth  father  and  mother,  sister  and  brother 
amounts  to  nothing  in  spirit  life  without  the  true  affinity  at- 
tracts the  soul  condition.  She  has  told  me  those  things  in 
spirit  life  for  which  she  has  to  attone.  I  will  be  glad  when  the 
good  God  will  lift  her  up  out  of  this  condition  and  the  mistakes 
she  made  in  life  have  been  atoned  for.  Thank  God  we  can  all 
grow  and  reach  perfection  sometime.  Many  here  in  spirit  life 
wish  there  were  big  rocks  that  would  fall  upon  them  and  crush 
them  out  of  existence,  but  that  cannot  be.  We  must  become 
spiritual  in  everything  to  live  down  mistakes  that  we  received 
coming  through  the  condition  of  certain  races.  The  next  time 
she  is  re-incarnated  she  hopes  she  will  have  the  power  to  come 
through  a  family  that  is  both  truthful,  honest  and  moral,  and 
I  say,  may  God  bless  her  and  guide  her  future  steps  to  the 
realm  of  purity  and  perfection.  So  you  can  see,  my  friend, 
when  such  an  unfortunate  woman  or  man  enters  a  family  how 
much  harm  they  can  do  with  their  lying,  malicious  tongues. 
We  will  continue  at  another  time,  as  I  cannot  hold  the  medium 
any  longer. 

Monday,  August  11,1902. 

Good  morning,  friend.  I  was  here  at  three  different  times, 
but  found  the  medium  in  such  a  condition  that  I  was  not  per- 
mitted to  cotrol.  They  have  given  me  permission  this  morn- 
ing to  continue  my  communication. 

I  would  like  to  express  myself  on  the  reading  of  character. 
I  am  glad  to  see  it  has  become  one  of  the  sciences  of  spirituality 
and  a  study  for  the  young  and  old  minds  of  the  human  race.  If 
the  children  of  men  and  women  would  pay  more  attention  Ui  the 
reading  of  character  and  especially  to  each  other's  character 
there  would  be  less  deception  practiced  in  the  world. 

\\  hen  the  human  minds  realize  that  they  can  read  each 
other's  natures  and  especially  their  weak  points,  whereby  they 
commit  malicious  crimes,  lie,  steal  and  abuse  a  friend's  kindness 
and  hospitality,  their  faculty  of  reasoning  will  wake  u])  to  an 
understanding   that    the    children    of   the    human    race    could    not 
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plav  the  hypocrite  as  much  as  it  has  been  played  up  to  the  pres- 
ent time.  \\'hen  the  teachers  understand  how  to  teach  a  course 
in  phrenology,  astrology  and  solar  biology,  then  the  minds  of 
the  child  and  adult  will  become  brightened  by  the  knowledge 
of  those  studies  in  order  that  they  can  read  each  other's  charac- 
ter;  then  those  living"  vampires  and  snakes  in  human  form,  called 
men  and  women,  will  not  be  permitted  to  enter  homes  and  break 
the  harmony  dwelling  therein.  The  study  of  traits  of  charac- 
ter should  be  one  of  the  principal  studies  in  your  public  schools ; 
it  is  superior  to  all  man-made  religion  ;  it  deals  with  facts  con- 
nected with  the  God  of  Nature  and  the  children  of  men  and 
women. 

\\'hen  they  get  to  understand  those  conditions,  and  it  be- 
comes a  perfect  study  in  the  human  race  it  will  be  the  principal 
law  that  will  govern  all  business  transactions — for  the  merchant 
will  become  afraid  to  lie,  cheat  and  swindle  his  customers.  The 
money  making  race,  such  as  you  call  bulls  and  bears  of  Wall 
street,  many  of  them  will  drop  their  occupation  when  their  con- 
science commences  to  assert  its  rights,  and  they  understand  that 
the  hell  of  the  conscience  is  beyond  brimstone  fire.  It  is  hell 
that  will  last  with  them,  eating  into  that  conscience  until  it  be- 
comes purified,  understanding  the  words  Honor  and  Truth. 

\\'hen  my  spirit  passed  from  its  body  it  grieved  me  much  to 
see  the  feeling  some  held  towards  me,  not  understanding  my 
nature.  IMy  children,  or,  I  would  say,  my  family,  felt  badly 
to  have  me  go,  in  a  certain  sense,  as  they  felt  I  no  longer  would 
be  their  drudge,  and  they  would  have  to  put  their  shoulders  to 
the  wheel.  My  husband  and  I  did  not  always  live  in  harmony. 
He  saw  things  on  a  different  plane.  In  his  imagination  he  was 
always  right  and  I  was  wrong.  To  keep  peace  in  the  family,  as 
a  general  thing.  I  held  my  tongue  and  kept  quiet,  but  when 
conditions  pinched  me  too  hard,   1  then  spoke  my  mind. 

Married  life  is  a  lottery,  but  it  would  not  be  so  if  the  human 
race  were  educated  in  j)hrenology  and  mind  reading;  then  men 
and  women  could  guard  against  taking  up  their  tents  with  inhar- 
monious i)artncrs  or  those  they  could  not  alftliate  with  through 
life.  When  my  physical  body  passed  through  the  sleep  of  death 
which  ga\'e  my  spirit  a  new  birth  again  when  I  woke  up  in  my 
natural   spirit   existence,   1   was  a  ha])i)y   woman   to  think  that   1 
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had  escaped  from  that  physical  body  in  which  J  made  so  many 
faikires  while  living  in  earth  life.  I  was  never  understood  by 
my  father's  and  mother's  families.  My  husband  did  not  un- 
derstand me,  neither  did  the  children  that  I  gave  birth  to.  They 
thought  they  did,  but  they  were  away  ofT  from  the  true  sense  or 
understanding  of  my  natural  condition.  I  met  a  few  people  in 
spirit  life  who  gave  me  a  friendly  greeting.  They  were  the 
people  who  drew  closer  to  my  condition  while  living  in  a  phys- 
ical body  than  did  even  my  own  family. 

I  crossed  the  river  called  the  "'River  of  Death."  When  my 
spirit  left  its  body  it  still  remained  there  until  I  saw  them  carry 
away  my  old  body.  Then  I  laughed  for  joy,  for  the  sorrow 
that  anyone  felt  in  my  departure  from  the  physical  body  was 
of  short  duration.  That  is  why  I  laughed  with  joy  to  think  I 
was  released  and  could  make  new  friends  in  spirit  life,  many  of 
whom  I  have  made  and  am  happy. 

I  am  at  work  building  up  a  newer  and  better  condition. 
Thank  God  I  am  understood  here  by  those  who  love  me  for  my 
spiritual  worth.  I  visit  many  gatherings  to  hear  lectures  com- 
ing from  advanced  spirits.  I  listened  to  one  lecture  that  was 
very  interesting;  it  was  called  the  "Cosmos  of  the  Human  Soul." 
The  spirit  said  his  name  was,  when  living  in  a  physical  body, 
Joseph  Rodes  Buchanan.  I  listened  to  another  lecture  given 
by  a  spirit.  He  said  his  name,  when  living  in  a  physical  body 
was  Thomas  Gale  Forster.  He  spoke  on  an  idea  called  "The 
Inner  Sense  of  Conception  in  a  Spiritual  Mind,"  which  was  very 
elevating  to  the  spirits  that  were  present.  Happily  I  met  him 
afterwards  and  cjuestioned  him  on  different  subjects.  His 
answers  were  grand  and  elevating  to  my  soul.  I  told  him  that 
I  was  going  to  give  a  communication  through  Justin's  organiz- 
ation. He  said,  'T  met  Justin  while  living  in  a  physical  body; 
First  in  W^ashington,  at  the  White  House  ;  then  I  met  him  again 
in  Kansas  City,  ]\Io.  I  saw  he  did  not  remember  me.  so  I  said 
nothing  but  smiled  inwardly,  knowing  the  secret  of  his  life, 
which  was  relieved  to  me  by  Nettie  Maynard,  a  gifted  medium. 
When  I  met  him  in  Kansas  Cit}"  I  was  so  drawn  towards  him 
through  strong  spiritual  affinit}-  that  I  took  him  in  my  arms, 
hugged  and  kissed  him,  whicli  made  my  wife  laugh.  I  asked 
her  to  do  the  same,  and  she  did  so  to  ])lease  me.  not  understand- 


292        THE  LIFE  OF  LITTLE  JUSTIN  HULBURD 

ing  why  I  had  done  so.  I  told  her  he  was  a  little  wanderer  on 
earth  w-ho  never  knew  a  real  parent's  love.  His  life  was  some- 
times dark  and  at  other  times  bright.  I  longed  to  tell  him  that 
I  knew  his  secret,  but  did  not  do  so,  so  we  met  and  parted  like 
others  in  the  spiritual  ranks.  The  invocation  that  he  gave 
before  I  lectured  was  beautiful :  it  was  given  by  the  spirit 
Thomas  Clifton." 

I  was  so  pleased  when  I  discovered  that  he  had  met  Justin  in 
the  physical  bod}'.  I  have  met  many  friends  who  were  ac- 
cjuainted  wdth  Justin  in  the  physical  body.  They  are  my  friends 
too.  now — a  spiritual  affiliation  draws  us  together,  as  our  souls 
blend  in  thought.  I  have  discovered  while  here  in  spirit  life 
that  many  of  the  representations  given  to  us  of  spirit  life  by 
mediums  living  in  physical  bodies  are  all  wTong,  as  I  view  them 
from  my  standpoint.  I  do  not  claim  to  be  perfect;  I  am  any- 
thing but  that,  and  perhaps  do  not  look  upon  those  views  with 
a  true  spiritual  eye,  therefore  I  do  not  think  that  spirits  can 
give  accurate  conditions  of  things  existing"  in  spirit  life  through 
a  medium  living  in  a  physical  body.  ]\lany  of  those  mediums 
have  so  much  to  contend  with  living  in  a  physical  body  while 
on  earth,  and  it  is  utterly  impossible  for  them  to  always  be  in  a 
passive  condition  and  the  spirits  controlling  their  forces  have 
to  do  the  best  they  can.  That  is  why  Justin  was  brought  to  the 
mountains  that  he  might  become  passive  in  order  to  give  these 
communications,  for,  sir,  you  must  understand,  his  makeup  was 
that  of  a  nervous  condition.  ^  He  moved  and  lived  in  such  an 
element  that  it  was  almost  impossible  to  get  him  to  become  pas- 
sive and  quiet.  He  constantly  lived  under  the  power  of  emotion 
and  was  swayed  to  and  fro  like  the  wind.  He  had  an  impulsive 
nature,  through  which  he  could  rise  to  the  highest  emotion  and 
then  go  back  into  the  dej^ths  of  grief.  He  had  a  love  that  ex- 
isted in  his  nature  which,  when  brought  into  action,  had  mercy 
for  all  his  enemies.  His  spirit  band  understood  there  was  only 
one  reality  through  which  they  could  produce  this  work  and 
that  was  to  bring  him  to  this  genial  climate  in  the  mountains 
of  Southern  California. 

In  spirit  life  we  cannot  progress  until  we  have  understood 
the  true  law  of  forgiving  our  enemies,  beseeching  them  to  hold 
in  their  souls  a  condition  of  true  love  toward  us  and  forgiveness. 
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Here  are  held  the  grandest  concerts  that  spiritual  intellect  can 
have  any  idea  of.  I  only  wish  that  the  human  mind  could  be 
governed  by  such  musical  aspiration  and  thought  flowing  from 
the  spirit  world.  Oh,  how  happy  the  human  intellect  would  be 
reveling  in  such  musical  ability. 

Now,  sir,  I  thank  you  for  taking  down  my  communication. 
I  leave  my  love  for  Mr.  Meyer  and  Justin,  hoping  that  you  will 
not  think  that  it  is  unworthy  for  you  to  receive  a  portion  of 
it.  The  angel  world  will  bless  and  reward  you  for  the  task  you 
have  undertaken.  You  must  keep  the  harness  on  until  the 
end  of  the  physical  body.  I  bring  the  blessing  of  all  your 
friends  froms  spirit  life.  They  say  the  medal  they  will  cast 
for  you  will  be  a  reprieve  releasing  you  from  hell  fire,  which 
will  issue  to  you  a  sure  passport  into  the  regions  of  knowledge 
and  common  sense. 

I  remain  with  a  band  of  spirits  who  lived  in  and  around  the 
regions  of  Vineland,  New  Jersey,  for  it  was  a  spiritual  mecca 
to  those  living  in  a  physical  body. 

!My  name  was  Jennie  Johnson,  who  hoped  at  least  she  was 
of  some  benefit  to  the  niche  that  she  filled  in  the  earth  world. 
Good   day,  sir. 


E.  L.  Davenport 

Chapter  Xtl 


Wednesday,  September  18,  1901. 

I  shall  say,  as  all  plain  Yankees  say,  "How  do  you  do, 
sir?"  Such  a  morning  as  this  should  invite  all  the  Gods  and 
spirits  that  our  universe  has  upon  it.  How  delightful  it  is  to 
revel  in  the  luxury  of  the  mountain  air  and  hear  the  birds  sing 
their  praise  to  God — that  ruling  power  or  principle  that  passes 
through  all  human  life  on  this  planet.  The  poet  says,  "The 
wages  of  sin  is  death."  It  is  death  to  the  physical  body  and 
becomes  the  resurrection  of  the  soul  into  spirit  life.  When  I 
hear  those  ministers  preaching  about  God  sitting  on  a  throne 
attended  by  angels  of  his  own  selection  I  laugh  at  the  mockery 
of  their  human  intellect.  "Those  that  the  Gods  would  destroy 
they  first  make  mad,"  becoming  superstitious  religious  bigots. 
And  so  it  is  down  the  whole  line  of  life.  If  a  man  or  woman 
will  not  listen  to  the  power  of  reason  they  become  demented 
egotists,  such  as  the  majority  of  our  ministers  and  church 
goers  are  today.  Investigation  would  prove  to  them  a  great 
revolution  in  intellect. 

Years  ago  they  looked  upon  an  actor  or  an  actress  as  de- 
moralized creatures  devoid  of  all  morality.  I  only  wish  that 
many  of  the  Christian  ministers  were  as  moral  as  the  actor  or 
actress  of  the  stage.  In  all  dramas  virtue  triumphs,  so  it  nat- 
urally teaches  them  to  become  moral  creatures  of  the  human 
race.  It  polishes  them  and  they  at  least  show  the  good  breed- 
ing of  their  dramatic  life.  No  man  or  woman  connected  with 
a  theater,  if  they  have  the  disposition  and  true  moral  character 
in  their  nature,  but  will  become  elevated  by  their  stage  life. 
Look  at  your  ministers  today.  How  many  of  them  are  on  the 
low,  brute  plane,  groveling  in  licentiousness  of  the  lowest  order 
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— seducing'  nuns  and  virtuous  daughters,  wrecking  their  lives ; 
otherwise  they  might  have  become  beautiful  mothers,  loving 
wives  and  ornaments  to  society,  making  happy  homes  for  their 
husbands  to  come  to  after  the  day's  task  is  over.  What  is 
the  end  of  many  of  those  unfortunate  girls?  It  is  the  brothel 
house  or  potter's  field.  Do  you  not  think,  sir,  there  should 
be  a  liell  created  for  such  degraded  beasts  who  are  wrecking 
happy  homes  and  claiming  to  be  the  preachers  of  God  and  the 
followers  of  Christ?  Out  upon  them,  the  hounds  of  hell.  There 
is  a  punishment  here  awaiting  them  on  our  side  of  life.  The  fire 
of  their  conscience  is  a  constant  persecution,  and  it  works  deeper 
and  more  forcibly  in  the  mind  than  any  tiames  lit  by  devils  in 
hell.  Oh,  that  burning  and  scorching  of  the  mind  is  beyond  my 
description..  See  how  those  vampires  in  sheep's  clothing  enter 
happy  homes  like  slimy  snakes,  and  in  time  tempt  a  man's  wife 
by  their  honeyed  words  until  they  get  the  poor  victim  in  their 
power,  which  is  followed  by  an  elopement.  \\'hen  the  poor 
unfortunate  comes  home  he  finds  the  children  have  been  deserted 
l)y  the  woman  who  has  become  an  abandoned  woman  and  a 
wanton  of  priestcraft.  Your  morning  newspaper  tells  of  an- 
other preacher  who  has  gone  wrong.  He  has  taken  into  his 
bosom  another  man's  wife  and  is  playing  the  act  of  King  David. 
\\'e  feel  sorry  for  him,  since  he  has  been  tempted  by  that  she- 
devil.  Oh,  sir,  let  us  halt  here  and  think.  Is  there  one  word 
of  pity  or  a  prayer  offered  up  for  that  unfortunate  woman  who 
was  tempted  by  a  rotten  viper  in  the  guise  of  a  preacher  called 
the  servant  of  God.  Let  us  hiss  at  the  thought  that  the  Chris- 
tian God  would  deal  in  such  merchandise.  \\hen  this  licen- 
tious minister  is  smitten  on  another  fair  face  he  throws  aside 
his  first  victim  and  she  becomes  an  abandoned  W'Oman  of  the 
world.  She  is  ostracized  by  all  society.  The  majority  of  so- 
ciety open  their  door  to  this  fiend  in  human  shape  and  the  dear 
§isters  proclaim  that  they  are  sorry  to  think  the  dear  brother 
had  been  tempted  by  a  pretty  face,  but  we  must  protect  him  and 
his  manhood,  build  him  up  again  that  he  may  become  a  fitting 
disciple  to  preach  the  word  of  God.  The  poor  outcast  of  a 
woman,  whose  life  he  has  wrecked,  is  allowed  to  go  to  destruc- 
tion, because- — why?  The  sin  is  all  cast  upon  her  by  this  would- 
be  pure  society.       She  is  permitted  to  (pieen  it  for  awhile  over 
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one  of  those  gilded  brothels ;  but  alas,  the  life  she  leads  and  the 
wine  she  drinks  tell  upon  her  constitution  in  time.  Then  she 
is  hurried  on  the  downward  path,  and  perhaps  like  the  rest, 
ends  in  the  Potter's  field,  if  no  helping  hand  is  stretched  out  to 
assist  her  and  save  her  from  a  death  of  shame.  So  you  see, 
sir,  it  is  those  hell  hounds  called  preachers  who  attack  the  the- 
ater and  its  players — gangrene  is  so  rooted  in  their  souls  that 
they  cannot  see  anything  pure  in  life.  Their  whole  mind  is  so 
corrupt  and  degraded  that  to  come  in  contact  with  some  of  that 
ilk  becomes  a  stench  to  a  moral  being's  nostrils  and  the  sooner 
the  Christian  religion  is  purged  of  such  felonies  they  will  have 
better  thinking  men  and  women  in  their  congregations. 

I  have  known  pure,  good  men  who  were  preachers  in 
churches.  Their  whole  bearing  and  character  was  that  of  mor- 
ality. I  love  to  listen  to  such  men  as  those.  They  were  in  the 
minorit}',  while  the  crawling,  slimy  lizards  were  in  the  majority. 

I,  E.  L.  Davenport,  was  asked  to  come  here  today  by  an  in- 
telligent band  of  spirits  to  give  you  some  instances  connected 
with  this  medium's  life  that  I  was  acquainted  with  personally. 

Away  back  many  years  ago,  as  you  would  call  it  in  the 
physical  body,  this  little  medium  made  his  debut  at  the  Old 
National  Theater  on  Chatham  street,  New  York  city.  I  was 
in  New  York  at  that  time  in  company  with  Edwin  Forrest,  called 
the  king  of  actors.  He  engaged  me  to  play  the  "Wily  Cassius" 
to  his  Brutus  in  Julius  Caesar.  \\'hile  we  were  rehearsing  and 
making  preparation  for  the  opening  of  the  play,  which  took  a 
whole  week,  one  day  I  walked  over  after  rehearsal  to  the  old 
Bowery  Theater  to  see  a  Boston  friend  of  mine,  whose  name  was 
George  Mitchell.  While  we  were  standing  on  the  steps  in 
front  of  the  theater  talking,  a  very  fine  actor  who  bore  the  name 
of  G.  W.  Jones,  who  at  that  time  was  starring  at  the  National 
Theater,  came  along  holding  a  little  child  by  the  hand.  ^Vhen 
he  discovered  me  standing  on  the  steps  he  gave  me  a  cordial 
greeting,  also  Mr.  Mitchell.  After  we  had  spoken  on  the  con- 
ditions of  the  day  I  looked  down  and  discovered  a  beautiful 
child.  I  addressed  Mr.  Jones,  saying,  "You  have  a  pretty 
baby  there,  Jones."  I  had  no  sooner  got  out  the  words  when 
the  Little  One  kicked  me  on  the  leg,  saying,  "I  'aint  no  baby. 
Me  and  I'ncle  Jones  are  starring  it  down   to  the   theater."       I 
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said,  "For  a  little  girl,  you  are  quick  with  your  feet."  The 
Little  One  said,  "I  'aint  no  little  girl.  I'm  an  actor.  Me 
and  Uncle  Jones  is  the  best  ones  they  have  in  the  theater."  I 
noticed  the  Little  One  spoke  with  a  pretty  Scotch  accent.  I 
said,  "Jones,  how  is  this?"  Was  your  little  girl  born  in  Scot- 
land?" The  Little  One  said,  "You  old  duffer;  if  you  call  me  that 
again,  I'll  kick  you  worse  than  I  did  before,"  which  made  us 
all  laugh.  Mr.  Jones  said,  "He  is  going  to  be  a  big  man  some 
day,  Davenport.  Let  me  see,  you  are  still  at  rehearsal  over 
at  the  Broadway,  'aint  you?  Well,  you  must  come  tonight  and 
bring  your  friends  to  our  theater  to  see  this  young  man  play  in 
the  'Warlock  of  the  Glen.'  He  is  the  star  and  I  am  supporting 
him  with  my  heavy  business."  I  said,  "He !  why,  'aint  it  a 
little  girl?"  The  Little  One  said,  "Don't  you  see,  I  have  a  boy's 
cap  on,  you  old  duffer?"  He  said,  "Come  on.  Uncle  Jones,  we  will 
get  disgraced  talking  to  these  folks,  being  we  are  stars."  Mr. 
Jones  said,  "Well,  we  will  bid  you  good  day.  Come  to  the 
dressing  room  after  the  performance  is  over." 

Now,  sir,  I  will  give  you  a  description  of  this  little  creature, 
whom  I  discovered  was  a  regular  little  firebug.  I  don't  think 
he  was  quite  four  feet  tall— might  possibly  have  been  three 
feet  and  a  half,  or  somewhere  around  that  measurement.  He 
was  dressed  in  a  pretty  little  plaid  kilt  with  a  blue  cloth  jacket 
with  a  large,  white  lace  displayed  over  it  and  a  black  velvet 
cap  on  his  head.  His  little  feet  were  encased  in  boots.  The 
lower  parts  were  black,  while  the  legs  were  made  of  red  morocco. 
His  skin  was  of  a  beautiful  pinkish  white.  His  mouth  was 
something  lovely  to  look  at.  Inside  of  his  lips  was  a  row  of 
pearly  teeth,  the  like  I  seldom  ever  looked  upon.  He  had  a 
beautiful  head  of  curly  hair,  which  I  noticed  was  of  a  dark 
brown,  almost  black.  On  his  forehead  hung  little  ringlets 
which  escaped  out  from  under  his  cap.  As  he  was  in  constant 
motion  all  the  time,  his  little  hands  were  pushing  his  cap  this 
way  and  that  way  and  those  little  ringlets  would  steal  down 
onto  his  forehead.  But,  Oh,  such  eyes,  sir !  I  never  saw  the 
like.  They  were  of  a  very  dark  blue  and  when  he  held  his 
head  in  a  certain  position  they  looked  as  if  they  were  black.  I 
think  he  had  the  littliest  hands  I  ever  saw  on  a  child.  How  I 
can  describe  him  so  minutelv!     Those  eves  fascinated  me  and  I 
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could  not  keep  from  looking  at  him  all  the  time  he  was  there. 
It  made  me  smile  to  see  his  feet  and  hands  constantly  on  the 
go.  Mr.  j\Iitchell  said,  "Davenport,  you  must  go  down  and 
see  the  Little  One  play  tonight.  It  will  pay  you  for  your 
trouble.  He  sings  and  dances  beautifully.  He  speaks  sublime- 
ly with  a  little  Scotch  brogue,  which  is  in  keeping  with  the 
play."  As  you  know,  the  "Warlock  of  the  Glen"  is  a  Scotch 
piece  and  he  is  the  admiration  of  the  people.  I  don't  know 
where  they  got  him,  but  some  day  the  world  is  going  to  hear  of 
him  or  my  name  is  not  George  Mitchell.  I  said,  "]\litchell,  old 
boy,  I  will  do  as  you  advise." 

I  went  that  evening  to  the  theater,  accompanied  by  a  few 
friends.  The  piece  was  mounted  beautifully  and  the  scenery 
was  something  grand,  for  those  days. 

In  the  scene  where  the  mother  and  the  child  are  in  a  little 
boat  crossing  the  lake,  the  mother  asks  the  child  to  sing  a  song. 
The  Little  One  sang  a  pretty  Scotch  ballad  called  "Whistle,  my 
lad,  and  I  will  come  to  you."  Oh,  can  I  ever  forget  that  beau- 
tiful voice,  as  it  rang  out  with  the  pretty  Scotch  accent,  and  yet 
at  the  same  time  I  felt  for  the  little  child,  as  the  audience  would 
not  give  him  up.  They  compelled  him  to  sing  three  dierent 
times.  When  the  front  scene  had  closed  on  the  lake  and  the 
people  w^ere  applauding  for  the  Little  One  to  come  on  and  bow, 
a  beautiful  English  actress,  who  bore  the  name  of  Hathaway, 
and  played  the  mother,  came  on  the  stage  with  the  Little  One 
in  her  arms,  and  as  she  walked  toward  the  footlights  the  Little 
One  threw  kisses  with  his  hands  to  the  audience.  The  Little 
One  whispered  something  to  the  lady  and  she  motioned  for  the 
people  to  keep  quiet,  or,  in  other  words,  to  quiet  down,  and 
when  we  had  done  so,  the  Little  One  said,  "Mither,  I'll  sing 
a  wee  bit  aw  for  them  and  they  wonna  ask  me  to  sing  any 
mair."  He  commenced  to  sing  a  pretty  piece  of  Scotch  music 
which  I  think  was  the  prettiest  piece  of  melody  I  ever  heard — 
"I'm  my  mither's  ain  bairn."  He  sang  it  with  so  much  feeling 
and  in  just,  as  you  might  say,  the  prime  of  a  child  lisping  to 
its  mother.  He  gave  it  such  a  beautiful  expression  that  when 
he  had  finished  the  people  became  wild  with  applause.  I  said  to 
a  young  actor  who  sat  alongside  of  me,  "John  McCullough,  that 
song  repays  me  for  walking  through  the  rain  here  tonight."  The 
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rain  commenced  to  fall  about  six  o'clock  in  the  evening,  Ijut  yet 
with  all  the  theater  was  crowded  w-ith  a  dense  mass  of  people 
to  see  the  production  of  that  piece.  It  was  played  then  as  I 
have  never  seen  it  since.  All  attempts  at  producing  it  since 
that  time  looked  to  me  like  a  burlesque  upon  the  original  play. 

In  one  of  the  scenes  where  the  mother  sat  on  a  bank  of 
moss  and  the  child  was  playing  around  all  of  a  sudden  he  struck 
a  position  and  said,  "!Mither,  I'll  noo  dance  fer  ye."  The  or- 
chestra played  the  "Highland  Fling"  wdiich  is  the  Scotch  nation- 
al dance.  The  Little  One  started  in  dancing,  and  how  his  little 
feet  and  legs  twisted  around  so  fast,  I  can't  tell.  It  just  seemed 
to  me  as  if  his  little  body  was  nothing  but  springs  and  when 
he  had  finished  and  threw  himself  down  at  the  feet  of  his 
mother  the  applause  became  terrific  and  he  had  to  dance  it  over 
again. 

Now,  I  am  going  to  show  you  wherein  he  was  a  natural 
burlesque  actor  or  actress  wherein  the  time  and  place  required. 
He  came  forward  to  the  footlights  panting,  struck  a  comical  po- 
sition, raised  his  face  with  a  peculiar  grin  on  it  toward  the  au- 
dience, saying,  "!Me  mither  thinks  ye  want  oor  much  for  yer 
money,"  which  sent  the  people  off  into  a  roar  of  laughter. 
When  they  had  quieted  down,  he  said,  "I'll  de  it  once  mair  fer  ye 
an'  if  ye  want  mair  I'm  thinkin'  we'll  have  to  raise  the  price  o' 
the  tickets,  for  ye  want  too  many  gude  things  in  one  nicht," 
which  sent  the  people  off  to  screaming  with  laughter.  If  I 
could  only  describe  to  3^011  the  attitudes  and  positions  he  would 
strike  then  you  would  understand  why  the  people  would  laugh 
so  much  at  the  little  creature,  a  natural  born  artist. 

A  gentleman  stepped  out  on  the  stage,  placed  two  swords 
across  one  another ;  the  orchestra  commenced  to  play  a  wild 
Highland  tune.  The  Little  One  jumped  into  the  midst  of  the 
swords  and  danced  as  if  his  life  depended  upon  it.  After  he 
had  danced  a  number  of  peculiar  steps  the  orchestra  commenced 
to  quiet  down  and  you  heard  the  bagpipes  playing  away  off  in 
the  distance.  The  Little  One  stopped,  bent  his  body  in  a 
listening  attitude,  and  as  the  bagpipes  played  louder  and  came 
nearer.  Oh,  sir,  I  wish  you  could  have  seen  that  expression  on 
the  little  face.  When  the  music  became  wild  and  loud  he  gave 
a  scream  like  a  wild  Indian  and  started  in  to  dancing  faster  and 
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faster.  As  the  music  continued  he  became  so  wild  and  excited 
he  commenced  to  tear  his  clothes  off  his  little  body  and  scream 
like  a  savage  creature.  He  excited  some  of  the  audience  so 
that  they  commenced  to  yell  while  he  was  dancing  so  excitedly. 
I  have  often  heard  of  the  wild  Highlanders  dancing  and  it  must 
have  been  personified  there  that  night.  When  he  became  ex- 
hausted from  his  great  exertion  in  dancing  he  fell  across  the 
swords  panting  for  breath.  The  curtain  was  rung  down  and 
the  people  went  wild  with  applause.  Mr.  Jones  came  rushing 
on  the  stage  in  front  of  the  curtain  with  the  Little  One  in  his 
arms,  with  his  head  lying  on  Mr.  Jones'  shoulder,  panting  for 
breath.  Many  of  the  Scotch  people  in  the  audience  cried  out, 
"The  bonnie  bairn,  the  bonnie  bairn;  he  has  the  real  Highland 
bluid  in  him  !"  They  became  so  excited  that  Mr.  Jones  had  to 
come  down  off  the  stage  with  the  Little  One  in  his  arms,  so 
that  he  might  walk  among  the  audience  and  give  them  a  closer 
view  of  the  Little  One's  face  as  he  lay  exhausted  in  Mr.  Jones' 
arms.  I  saw  a  number  of  people  in  the  audience  place  money 
in  the  Little  One's  hands. 

After  the  play  was  all  over  and  the  audience  was  pretty 
well  dispersed,  James  Wallack,  the  great  actor  and  myself 
mounted  by  a  number  of  steps  on  to  the  stage ;  pushing  the 
curtain  back  and  passed  on  to  the  first  entrance.  We  found 
the  call  boy  who  led  us  directly  to  Mr.  Jones'  dressing-room. 
We  knocked  and  were  told  to  enter.  There  we  discovered  Mr. 
Jones  and  the  Little  One  lying  on  a  pallet,  resting  after  their 
hard  night's  work.  Mr.  Jones  said,  "Gentlemen,  I  lie  down 
here  with  the  Little  One  for  half  an  hour  every  night  until  he 
gets  his  natural  breathing.  As  you  saw  in  that  dance,  the 
exertion  was  great."  Mr.  Wallack  said,  "Jones,  I  have  often 
heard  of  the  Scotch  wild  dancing  and  thank  God  I  have  seen  it 
tonight ;  but  how  do  you  tame  that  little  wild  creature  and  bring 
him  back  to  civilization  again?"  Mr.  Jones  answered,  saying, 
"We  do  it  by  love  and  kindness.  When  you  treat  him  gently 
and  kindly  he  will  do  anything  you  ask  him  ;  that  is,  if  he  is 
capable  of  accomplishing  it.  Let  anyone  speak  harshly  or 
cruelly  to  him  and  he  becomes  a  living  firebrand;  he  will  grab 
the  first  dagger  or  knife  that  lays  near  at  hand  or  anything  that 
is  sharp.       'I'hen  look  out,  for  he  becomes  a  wild  Highlander,  if 
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ever  there  was  one  in  the  world.  By  gentle  treatment  he  will 
show  you  all  the  love  of  his  nature." 

I  noticed  while  Mr.  Jones  was  speaking"  the  Little  ( )ne 
went  to  sleep.  I  said,  "See,  the  little  creature  has  gone  fast 
asleep."  He  said,  '"He  does  that  every  night.  Now,  I  will 
place  his  money  in  a  little  bag  he  wears  around  his  neck,  and  get 
up  and  dress  for  the  street.  When  I  have  washed  all  the  paint 
ofif,  laid  my  clothes  one  side  and  prepared  properly  for  street 
appearance  then  I  will  wake  him  up  and  do  likewise."  He  said 
to  me,  "Davenport,  do  you  see  those  little  boots  with  the  red 
legs?  They  are  worth  more  to  him  than  a  kingdom.  My  wife 
had  them  made  for  him  last  week  and  the  first  day  that  he  wore 
them  we  could -hardly  get  him  to  eat  anything;  the  sight  of 
those  boots  took  all  the  hunger  away.  My  wife  thinks  he  is  the 
most  affectionate  child  that  she  ever  met." 

It  took  Mr.  Jones  about  an  hour  to  fix  his  wardrobe  and 
dress  himself  for  the  street.  Then  he  awoke  the  Little  One, 
bathed  his  face  and  hands  and  prepared  him  for  the  street. 
When  he  had  done  so  Mr.  \\"allack  picked  the  Little  One  up 
ard  placed  him  on  his  knee,  saying,  "Now,  little  sweet  one, 
tell  me  who  is  your  father  and  mother."  The  Little  One  said, 
"I  never  had  any  father  and  mother;  I  only  had  a  grandfather. 
He  is  away  back  over  that  big  water  in  the  mountains,"  mean- 
ing the  broad  Atlantic.  He  said,  "I  learned  to  talk  your  talk; 
I  don't  like  it.  I  like  my  talk  better,"  meaning  the  Scotch 
Gaelic.  I  said,  "You  will  like  our  language  when  you  have 
grown  up."  He  said,  "Maybe  I  will  and  maybe  I  won't."  He 
then  spoke  up  and  said,  "L'ncle  Jones,  I  want  to  go  home  ;  I'm 
tired  of  these  old  dufTers."  He  pronounced  his  words  in  his 
Scotch  way,  wdiich  sounded  very  cute.  Mr.  Wallack  said, 
"Won't  you  kiss  ^Nlr.  Davenport  and  myself  before  you  leave?" 
He  said.  "Yes;  to  get  rid  of  you."  We  found  that  he  was  quite 
a  matter  of  fact  child.  He  kissed  us  then,  and  Oh  !  weren't 
those  lips  sweet?  I  never  kissed  lips  in  my  life  that  compared 
with  those  until  I  kissed  my  wife's  lips." 

Mr.  Jones  put  out  the  gas  and  we  all  started  for  the  street, 
the  Little  One  holding  on  to  Air.  Jones  hand  all  the  while.  I 
put  forward  my  hand  to  take  hold  of  his  other  little  hand,  which 
he  drew  back  very  quickly,  saying,  "How  dare  you  take  hnU\  of 


302        THE  LIFE  OF  LITTLE  JUSTIN  HULBURD 

my  hand,  how  do  I  know  whether  you  have  washed  yours 
today  or  not?"  which  made  us  all  laugh.  When  we  had  got  to 
the  sidewalk  on  Chatham  street,  ]\Ir.  Jones  hailed  a  stage.  He 
and  the  Little  One  got  in,  bidding  us  good  night- — for  there  were 
no  street  cars  in  those  days.  Air.  Wallack  and  I  walked  the 
other  way  towards  the  Astor  House.  While  we  were  walking 
along  he  said,  "Did  you  notice  that  Little  One's  eyes?  I  be- 
lieve, Davenport,  that  is  not  a  boy,  and  those  eyes  v\^ill  be  the 
cause  of  trouble  to  some  men  living  in  the  world.  All  the  time 
he  sat  on  my  knee  I  could  not  keep  from  looking  at  those  eyes ; 
they  fascinated  me  so,  I  wonder  where  in  the  world  they  found 
him  or  it  ?"  I  said,  "God  only  knows ;  but  those  eyes  haunt  me 
as  I  walk  along  the  street. 

When  we  arrived  at  the  hotel  we  met  Mr.  Forrest  and  an 
actor  who  went  by  the  name  of  Dolly  Davenport.  He  was  a 
very  fascinating  actor  upon  the  stage.  He  had  a  fine  form — a 
perfect  Apollo  in  shape.  He  dressed  superbly  in  the  height  of 
fashion.  He  was  a  great  ladies'  man,  and  the  boys  nicknamed 
him  Dolly  Davenport.  Mr.  Wallack  addressed  Mr.  Forrest, 
saying,  "I  saw  one  of  the  most  beautiful  children  tonight,  I 
think,  that  I  ever  saw  during  my  life.  His  eyes  haunt  me  still." 
I  said,  "Mr.  Forrest,  I  am  in  the  same  boat."  Mr.  Forrest  gave 
one  of  his  boisterous  loud  laughs,  saying,  "What  men  you  must 
be  to  become  fascinated  so  by  a  child."  Mr.  Wallack  said,  "But 
those  eyes,  Mr.  Forrest !  Tthose  eyes !"  Mr.  Forrest  said,  "Oh, 
pshaw,  gentlemen,  you  have  been  taking  too  many  nips  on  the 
road.  Now,  get  to  bed  and  sleep  it  ofif.  If  you  don't,  you 
will  see  your  grandmother  before  morning."  We  bade  one 
another  good  night  and  went  to  our  rooms. 

September  19,  1901. 

Well,  sir ;  you  have  another  beautiful  morning  and  I  see 
the  light  of  life  in  every  sunbeam  as  it  dances  to  the  Gods  of 
appellation.  C)h,  how  the  outworkings  and  ministrations  are 
called  into  life  through  the  inner  consciousness  of  God  expressed 
in  nature.  The  rustling  of  the  leaves  gives  the  expression  of 
\-itality  in  life,  and  as  your  beautiful  mountain  flowers  nod  to 
the  breeze  gives  a  perfect  acknowledgment  of  the  great  ruling 
power  in  nature.  Oh,  why  do  we  not  understand  this  great 
power  called  God  better  than  we  do?      The  cause  is  that  we  are 
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locked  up  in  our  conceit.  Until  we  can  unfold  our  lives  and 
come  in  rapport  with  nature's  God,  to  understand  the  infinitude 
of  man,  we  must  dwell  in  Love,  Peace  and  Harmony  with  each 
other,  so  that  we  can  ])ay  adoration  to  the  rising  sun  and  cry 
out,  "Thou  art  the  living  light  of  God.  Without  thee  and  thy 
great  power  all  would  become  chaos  and  a  dead  blank,  for  thou 
art  the  living  truth  personified  in  human  nature,  and  out  of  thy 
inner  consciousness  comes  health  and  the  life-giving  power  to 
humanity.  If  we  abide  in  the  groove  of  disease  and  live  in  vital 
organs  that  have'  been  destroyed  by  trying  to  work  against  the 
law  of  nature,  we  have  to  pay  the  penalty.  Oh,  sun !  Thou 
mother  of  all  life  ;  we  must  come  back  to  thee  humiliated  and 
broken  down  in  consequence  of  kicking  against  the  pricks  of 
revelry.  They  are  sharp  thorns  to  attack  the  constitution  of 
men  and  women  and  their  banquets  are  a  diseased  lock,  only  to 
be  opened  by  the  key  of  sufi^ering  and  the  decimation  of  a  dead- 
ly drug  called  wine.  Oh,  sun!  thou  mother  God  of  eternity-, 
embellish  us  with  thy  sunlight,  that  we  may  walk  the  true  path 
of  morality  and  come  back  to  thee  purified  and  taken  under  thy 
wing,  nursed  by  thy  inspiration  of  light  and  heat,  brooded  in 
thy  consciousness  that  constantly  radiates  from  thy  power.  I 
pray  thee  take  us  under  thy  wing,  as  an  old  hen  would  her  little 
chicklings,  and  croon  us  to  sleep,  that  when  we  wake  up  again 
we  may  ha^"e  all  thy  life-giving  power  moving  throughout  our 
whole  spiritual  existence  and  with  thy  gentle  grace  submit  con- 
ditions to  our  spiritual  and  physical.  Thou  great  spirit  of 
emanation  we  are  the  atoms  of  thy  creation  seeking  perfect 
manhood  and  womanhood  throughout  all  eternity. 

Now,  to  the  Little  One  and  his  life  :  The  next  time  I  met 
Mr.  Jones  I  said,  "How  is  it  about  the  Little  One's  clothing,  that 
he  tears  ofif  his  little  body  when  he  becomes  so  wild  in  the 
dance?  Can  you  fix  them  up  so  that  he  can  wear  them  on  the 
next  evening?"  He  said,  "The  first  duty  that  the  wardrobe 
woman  performs  in  the  morning  is  to  examine  his  little  clothes 
and  see  what  part  of  them  can  be  fixed  up  fit  to  wear.  There 
are  always  new  ones  kept  on  hand  in  case  the  others  are  torn 
too  much."  The  manager  says  he  would  not  miss  that  ex- 
hibition of  wild  Highland  dancing  for  all  the  plaid  cloth  and 
white  muslin  there  is  in  the  citv:  that  is  the  Sfreat  feature  of  the 
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playing.  So  you  see,  Davenport,  I  only  come  in  second  in 
question  .  It  is  a  wonderful  exhibition  and  I  am  afraid  it  will 
break  down  the  Little  One's  constitution  if  it  is  kept  up  much 
longer ;  but  I  suppose  the  manager  will  keep  this  bill  so  long  as  it 
draws.  1  only  hope  the  Little  One  will  come  out  all  right ;  but 
I  fear  it."  I  told  him  that  Mr.  Forrest  had  decided  to  change  the 
opening  bill  to  "Gladiator,"  as  he  could  not  find  any  one  to  play 
the  page  in  "Julivis  Caesar,"  according  to  his-  ideas  of  the  part. 
"I  am  going  to  try  to  impress  it  on  his  mind  that  the  Little  One 
would  suit  the  part,  even  if  he  is  small.  I  think  possibly  the 
'W^arlock'  will  have  its  run  before  we  produce  'Ji-^^ii-^s  Caesar,' 
and  if  so,  do  you  think  Mr.  Purdy  would  rent  us  the  Little  One  ?" 
^Ir.  Jones  said,  "I  think  possibly  he  would;  I  will  speak  to  him 
to  that  effect."  During  the  time  we  played  the  "Gladiator,"  and 
"William  Tell." 

One  afternoon  Air.  Forrest  and  I  took  a  walk  down  to  Bow- 
ling Green  to  sit  and  sniff  the  air  from  the  water.  While  sit- 
ting there  I  said,  "Forrest,  Mr.  Jones  tells  me  this  week  closes 
the  Warlock.  Now,  I  think  we  can  produce  'Julius  Caesar.' 
Jones  says  they  will  rent  the  Little  One  to  you,  if  you  wish  to 
try  him  for  the  page."  He  looked  around  to  me  and  smiled,  say- 
ing, "Davenport,  you  are  in  love  with  that  baby,  and  I  know 
it.  See  that  rehearsal  is  called  for  tomorrow  morning  for 
'Julius  Caesar.'  Send  for  your  little  prodigy  and  see  that  he 
gets  there  on  time.  I  have  already  secured  Miss  Hathaway; 
she  joins  my  company  at  the  end  of  the  Warlock.  I  saw  her 
play  in  Philadelphia.  She  is  a  beautiful  actress  and  a  scholarly 
woman."  I  told  him  I  would  see  that  some  one  had  the  Little 
One  there  in  time. 

Rehearsal  w^s  called  for  ten  o'clock  the  next  morning.  Miss 
Livingston  of  our  company,  to  do  me  a  favor,  went  to  the  home 
of  the  Little  One  and  produced  him  at  the  theater  on  time.  When 
the  company  had  assembled  on  the  stage  in  the  morning,  Mr. 
Forrest  walked  on,  saying,  "Good  morning,  ladies  and  gentle- 
men ;  we  have  a  long  rehearsal  before  us  today."  It  was  the 
custom  then  in  those  days  for  all  the  company  to  assemble  on 
the  stage  before  rehearsal.  When  Mr.  Forrest  had  finished 
addressing  the  company  he  turned  around  to  me  and  said, 
"Davenport,   where   is   this  youthful   prodigy   of  yours?"      Miss 
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Livingston  then  walked  to  the  center  of  the  stage,  where  Mr. 
Forrest  stood,  leading  the  Little  One  by  the  hand.  When  she 
had  presented  him  to  Mr.  Forrest  she  said,  "Mr.  Forrest,  this 
is  the  child  who  is  going  to  play  the  part."  Mr.  Forrest  gave 
one  of  his  boisterous  laughs,  saying,  "Child?  Infant,  you  mean." 
When  ]\lr.  Forrest  said  that  the  Little  One  struck  a  position  and 
planted  out  one  of  his  feet  with  a  red-legged  boot  on,  and  the 
expression  on  his  face  told  that  if  Mr.  Forrest  called  him  that 
again  he  would  kick  him.  Mr.  Forrest  addressed  me,  saying, 
"Davenport,  do  you  think  I  am  an  idiot?"  As  quick  as  light- 
ning the  Little  One  said,  "You  are  a  darned  fool,"  which  sent 
the  whole  company  off  into  a  roar  of  laughter,  which  was  looked 
upon  as  a  crime  by  ]\Ir.  Forrest  at  his  rehearsals.  I  saw  For- 
rest's face  take  on  a  grave  look.  He  turned  around  and  looked 
at  me,  saying,  "The  little  thing  has  ginger  in  it.''  All  the  while 
the  Little  One  stood  there  with  a  defiant  look  on  his  face — 
enough  to  say,  "If  you  want  war  I  am  ready."  Mr.  Forrest, 
wiping  his  forehead,  said,  "Oh,  pshaw !  take  it  away,  so  that 
it's  mother  can  nurse  it  and  put  it  to  sleep."  The  Little  One 
looked  up  in  his  face,  saying,  "You  old  duffer,  I  don't  want  to 
go  to  sleep;  you  'aint  got  sobered  up  yet,  you  old  bilk."  Mr. 
Forrest  said,  "By  God,  he  has  got  the  slang  down,  if  he  is 
little."  The  Little  One  said,  "I  come  here  to  play,  and  I  am  go- 
ing to  play.  I  don't  care  whether  you  do  or  not ;  we  can  get 
along  without  you — such  an  old  ttirnip  as  you  are,"  which  sent 
the  company  off  into  another  big  roar  of  laughter.  When  the 
laughing  had  subsided,  Forrest  said,  "The  little  thing  has  got 
metal  in  it."  The  Little  One  stepped  right  up  to  him  and 
looked  up  to  him  with  a  saucy  grin  on  his  face,  said,  "Get  off  this 
stage,  you  old  galoot ;  you  are  stopping  rehearsal."  He  turned 
around  and  said  to  me,  "Uncle  Davenport,  let's  go  on  with  re- 
hearsal and  don't  mind  that  old  bloat."  The  laughing  of  the 
company  then  knew  no  bounds.  After  we  had  pretty  much 
quieted  down  Forrest  stood  in  the  center  of  the  stage,  his  face 
very  pale.  He  spoke  to  me,  saying,  "Davenport,  if  that  little 
pigmy  can  learn  to  sing  the  music  in  the  tent  scene,  by  God, 
he  shall  play  the  part,  whatever  it  is.  It  looks  more  like  a  little 
girl  than  a  boy,  but  he  has  got  the  grit  of  all  hell  in  his  com- 
position.      Did  you  see  how  those  eyes  defied  me?       God,  but 
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they  are  beautiful.  Daveuport."  I  stepped  up  to  liim  and  said, 
"]vlr.  Forrest,  I  think  you  have  been  taking  too  many  nips  on 
the  road  to  rehearsal  this  morning".  I  think  you  had  better  go 
home  and  sleep  it  off.  If  you  don't,  you  will  see  your  grand- 
mother before  morning."  He  said,  "Quit  your  fooling  and  let 
us  get  to  rehearsal  now."  He  didn't  like  to  take  the  same  medi- 
cine he  prescribed  for  others,  being  the  king  of  actors. 

Orders  were  given  for  the  stage  to  be  cleared  and  rehearsal 
would  begin.  Everything  went  on  very  well  until  it  came  to 
the  tent  scene,  where  Brutus  is  lying  down  and  the  page  is  sing- 
ing for  him.  When  the  tent  scene  was  all  prepared  and  Mr. 
Forrest  had  taken  his  position  lying  on  a  couch,  Miss  Livings- 
ton entered  with  the  Little  One,  placed  him  on  a  campstool,  put- 
ting a  lyre  into  his  hands.  She  knelt  down  beside  him  saying, 
"Xow,  dear,  I  will  sing  the  music  with  you."  The  position  in 
which  she  placed  him  didn't  suit  Mr.  Forrest.  He  said,  "Miss 
Livingston,  place  the  Little  One  so  he  will  look  more  at  me  than 
he  does  at  the  audience."  The  Little  One  got  mad  and  said, 
"You  old  duffer,  you  attend  to  your  own  business  and  we  will  at- 
tend to  ours.  If  you  don't  I  will  hit  you  with  this."  He  was 
just  in  the  act  of  throwing  the  lyre  at  Mr.  Forrest  when  Miss 
Livingston  grabbed  it,  saying,  "Oh,  dear,  that  won't  do.  Mr. 
Forrest  is  the  star  of  the  piece  and  must  have  things  to  suit  him." 
The  Little  One  said,  "Star!  He  looks  more  like  an  old  mule." 
Mr.  Forrest  says,  "God,  Little  One,  but  you  are  game."  Miss 
Livingston  then  placed  the  Little  One  so  that  he  would  face 
Mr.  Forrest.  When  this  had  been  accomplished  he  turned 
around  and  said,  "Auntie,"  to  Miss  Livingston.  I  discovered 
by  this  time  that  everyone  was  "auntie"  and  "uncle"  to  him. 
He  said,  "Auntie,  just  look  at  him,  with  his  legs  crossed  that 
way.  He  is  the  damnedest  looking  actor  that  I  ever  saw," 
which  made  several  of  us  who  stood  near  by  laugh.  Miss  Liv- 
ingston said,  "Now,  dear,  we  will  sing  the  music."  She  had 
been  teaching  it  to  him  previous  to  coming  on  the  stage.  She 
had  at  one  time  played  the  part  and  was  thoroughly  acquainted 
with  the  music  and  the  business  the  Little  One  had  to  do.  They 
sang  the  music  and  when  it  was  finished,  Mr.  Forrest  lay  there 
as  if  in  a  trance,  and  it.  was  some  minutes  before  he  spoke. 
When    he   did   s])eak.   he   said,   "Miss    IJvingston,   let   the    Little 


E.  L.  DAVENPORT  307 

( )ne  sing  alone."  The  Little  One  then  started  in  and  sang  the 
music  through.  \\'e  discovered  he  had  a  wonderful  memory  to 
commit  that  tune  and  words  to  memory  in  so  short  a  time.  When 
he  had  finished  singing,  Mr.  Forrest  said,  "Come  here.  Little 
One."  When  the  Little  One  approached  to  the  side  of  the 
couch  and  stood  in  front,  Mr.  Forrest  lifted  him  up,  saying, 
"Kiss  me,  baby;  you  are  only  a  baby  in  size,  but  a  lion  in  cour- 
age. I  want  you  to  learn  to  love  me,  for  I  love  you  now." 
]\Iiss  Hathaway  burst  out  crying,  saying,  "He  has  won  the  heart 
of  Brutus,  as  he  wins  every  heart."  Mr.  Forrest  said,  "Pet,  will 
you  love  L'ncle  Forrest,  like  you  do  the  others?"  The  Little 
One  said,  "^laybe  I  will,  if  you  buy  me  some  figs  and  right  now." 
I  discovered  in  time  that  he  wanted  everything  done  on  the 
spur  of  the  moment.  I  will  show  you  how  he  won  the  heart 
of  Mr.  Forrest.  The  call  boy  was  sent  for  immediately.  Mr. 
Forrest  gave  him  a  dollar,  saying,  "Boy,  go  and  get  me  a  dollar's 
worth  of  figs,  as  quick  as  your  feet  will  carry  you."  That  is 
something  that  I  do  not  believe  ever  happened  before  or  since 
at  Mr.  Forrest's  rehearsals.  He  allowed  no  interruptions  what- 
ever. I  wondered  why  ]\Ir.  Forrest  did  not  proceed  with  his 
lines  when  Aliss  Livingston  stepped  up  to  my  side,  saying, 
"Davenport,  look  there;  isn't  that  a  beautiful  picture?"  She 
pointed  towards  the  couch  in  the  tent  whereon  lay  Mr.  Forrest 
playing  with  the  Little  One,  and  running  his  fingers  through  his 
curls.  I  heard  his  say,  "God,  Little  One,  I  wish  you  belonged 
to  me.  I  would  make  a  pet  of  you  all  my  life.  Whom  do  you 
belong  to,  anyhow?"  The  Little  One  said,  "I  belong  to  grand- 
father ;  he  lives  away  across  the  big  water  in  the  mountains,  and  I 
am  going  to  go  back  some  day  when  I  am  big,  like  you."  But 
alas,  he  never  grew  big  like  Mr.  Forrest.  He  always  remained 
a  little  one  and  was  called  "Our  Puss."  for  he  belonged  to  every- 
body in  the  theater.  I  stepped  to  the  entrance  of  the  tent  and 
said,  "Mr.  Forrest,  the  stage  is  waiting."  He  said,  "Bless  my 
heart,  that's  so;  I  forgot,  I  was  entertaining  the  little  baby."  I 
said,  "Mr.  Forrest,  the  nips  you  took  this  morning  must  have 
been  strong."  He  said,  "Quit,  Davenport :  who  can  help  lik- 
ing the  Little  One." 

After  rehearsal  was  over  and  I  was  giving  some  orders  to 
the  property  man  Miss  Hathaway  approached  me  laughing,  say- 
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ing.  "Mr.  Davenport,  just  go  and  take  a  peep  into  the  green 
room."  The  property  man  and  I  walked  towards  the  green 
room  door;  w-e  looked  in  and  there  sat  ]\Ir.  Forrest  on  a  sofa 
with  the  Little  One  on  his  knee,  feeding  him  figs  and  talking 
baby  talk  to  him.  The  Little  One  looked  up  in  his  face  and 
said.  "Uncle  Forrest,  I  'aint  no  baby."  "That's  so,"  said  Mr. 
Forrest,  "you  are  the  making  of  a  big  man."  The  Little  One 
said.  "You  won't  call  me  baby  any  more,  will  you?"  ^^^e  dis- 
covered that  he  couldn't  tolerate  anyone's  calling  him  "baby." 
Mr.  Forrest  looked  around  and  discovered  me  laughing  in  the 
door.  He  said,  "Davenport.  I'm  damned  if  I  'aint  going  to  take 
him  home  to  dinner  with  me.     We  are  good  friends  now'." 

We  walked  down  Broadw'ay  towards  the  Astor  House,  with 
the  Little  One  walking  between  us,  holding  onto  our  hands. 
AA  hen  we  came  to  where  there  was  a  gutter  and  a  crossing. 
]\Ir.  Forrest  wanted  to  pick  the  Little  One  up  and  carry  him 
across,  but  he  rebelled  and  would  not  have  it,  saying,  "Uncle 
Forrest.  I  ain't  no  baby.  I  can  jump  over  that;  just  see,"  and 
with  that  he  sprang  and  landed  in  the  middle  of  the  crossing. 

When  we  arri\ed  at  the  Astor  House,  ^Ir.  Forrest  said, 
"Come  Davenport,  dine  with  me  today."  We  went  up  to  his 
apartments  and,  when  the  meal  was  served  by  the  waiter  in  at- 
tendance, we  sat  down  to  dine,  ]\Ir.  Forrest  taking  the  Little 
One  on  his  knee  and  supplying  him  with  food  before  he  partook 
of  any  part  of  it  himself.  After  we  had  partaken  of  the  food 
we  felt  much  better.  ^^Ir.  Forrest  and  myself  had  a  glass  of 
wine  and  v^fhen  we  had  finished  that  indulged  in  a  cigar.  While 
Mr.  Forrest  was  smoking  he  had  the  Little  One  come  up  and  sit 
on  his  lap.  He  pressed  the  Little  One's  body  as  close  to  his 
own  as  he  could  possibly  get  it.  Then,  the  Little  One  com- 
menced to  run  his  fingers  through  the  rings  of  smoke  that  came 
from  Mr.  Forrest's  cigar.  ]\lr.  Forrest  looked  at  me  and  smiled 
saying.  "Davenj^ort.  I  must  own  this  Little  One,  if  money  can 
buy  him." 

I  kit  alas,  he  had  to  part  with  him,  like  all  others  in  life  that 
he  came  in  rapport  with.  Mis  course  was  laid  out  and  he  had 
to  follow  it  to  the  letter.  There  was  greater  power  back  of  him 
than  Mr.  Forrest  could  control  with  all  his  will  power. 

The  piece  was  ])rofluced  :  it  was  a  great  success,  and  so  was 
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the  Little  One  as  the  page.  His  singing  was  the  admiration 
of  the  people.  When  he  had  finished  singing  the  page  music, 
the  people  would  call  for  a  Scotch  ballad.  He  would  sing, 
"Coming  Through  the  Rye"  for  them, 'and  another  one,  "My 
heart's  in  the  Highlands ;  my  heart  is  not  here."  There  was  a 
picture  painted  of  Edwin  Forrest  in  the  character  of  the  Roman 
Brutus,  the  Little  One  sitting  at  his  feet,  as  the  page,  playing  on 
a  lyre.  It  was  a  masterpiece  of  art.  The  picture  was  beau- 
tiful, and  admired  by  all  who  saw  it.  It  was  painted  by 
that  great  artist,  Stuart,  and  unfortunately  was  burned  uj) 
where  it  hung  in  the  Salon,  on  exhibition  with  other  pictures 
during  that  great  fire  in  New  York.  They  did  not  take  photo- 
graphs then,  or  even  daguerreotypes,  or  it  might  have  been  cop- 
ied. There  was  a  lady  who  visited  the  gallery  who  claimed  to 
produce  a  water  color  sketch  of  the  picture.  Twenty  years 
afterwards,  while  I  was  playing  an  engagement  in  New  York,  I 
heard  of  this  water  color  sketch.  I  asked  permission  to  bring 
my  wife  to  look  at  the  picture.  I  almost  laughed  aloud,  it  was 
such  a  mockery  and  a  travesty  on  the  original.  It  looked  like 
it  had  been  produced  under  the  halucination  of  a  nightmare.  It 
looked  a  little  like  Mr.  Forrest,  but  nothing  like  the  Little  One. 
It  would  take  a  great  artist  like  Mr.  Stuart  to  produce  on  canvas 
the  expression  of  those  beautiful  eyes  that  penetrated  into  your 
very  soul  when  they  looked  at  you. 

September  20,  190L 

My  generous  friend,  we  have  another  beautiful  morning"  for 
our  work.  I  hear  the  larks  singing  in  the  meadow  and  the 
mocking  bird  singing  among  your  trees  on  the  mountain  side. 
This  is  one  of  nature's  ideals.  On  such  occasions  as  these  she 
gives  forth  all  the  life-giving  properties  that  she  holds  in  her 
realm.  The  children  of  earth  need  not  ask  for  it;  it  is  there  if 
they  will  onh^  accept  it.  The  divinity  in  all  nature  is  constant- 
ly expressing  itself  to  the  human  race.  Oh,  were  the  children 
of  earth  only  wise  enough  to  understand  there  is  a  crown  of 
health  that  hangs  over  each  life,  would  they  but  wear  it.  How 
it  adorns  the  manly  and  womanly  brow  of  those  who  do  not 
disobey  nature's  laws.  To  those  who  do  disobey  these  laws 
in  nature  a  downward  course-of  disease  is  there  reward.  Now, 
let  us  to  the  Little  One's  life  again. 
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^Ir.  Forrest  became  so  infatuated  with  the  Little  One  that 
he  gave  out  his  whole  soul  of  love  to  the  child.  Why,  sir,  I 
have  seen  him  and  the  Little  One  skip  across  the  stage  hand  in 
hand,  like  two  children,  before  rehearsal  commenced.  I  have 
heard  the  Little  One  say,  "Uncle  Forrest,  let's  play  'ring  a 
rosv'  "  and  they  would  swing  around,  to  the  amusement  of  the 
companv.  Just  imagine  the  dignified  king  of  actors  coming 
down  to  the  level  of  childhood  again.  The  Little  One  won 
all  the  hearts  of  the  company.  When  the  company  went 
traveling  through  the  principal  cities  of  our  nation,  Mr.  Forrest 
had  the  Little  One  travel  with  him  and  play  several  parts  in 
the  repertoire  of  his  plays.  Mr.  Forrest  thought  he  owned  the 
Little  One  body  and  soul ;  but,  alas  !  he  was  grasped  from  him 
or  snatched  away  by  some  other  condition,  as  he  has  been  all 
through  life.  \\'hen  parties  would  fall  in  love  with  him  and 
they  thought  he  belonged  to  them,  there  would  be  a  condition 
brought  to  bear  in  which  he  would  be  snatched  away  from  them 
to  commence  it  all  over  again  with  someone  else.  Such  has 
been  his  life.  Now,  I  see  through  it  all.  A  band  of  spirits 
had  a  work  laid  out  for  him  which  he  must  follow  to  the  end 
while  he  or  she  lived  in  that  little  body. 

Now,  I  am  going  to  describe  to  you  a  peculiar  instance  that 
happened  in  New  Orleans,  while  the  company  was  there  playing 
an  engagement.  Mr.  Forrest  produced  "King  Lear."  He  had 
the  Little  One  educated  to  play  a  part  which  had  always  been 
played  by  a  larger  person.  One  of  the  scenes  in  King  Lear  is  a 
forest  scene  where  a  terrible  storm  takes  place — the  wind  howl- 
ing, the  thunder  is  pealing  and  the  lightning  is  flashing.  From 
the  front  it  has  a  great  eflfect  and  was  so  realistic  that  it  would 
cause  some  of  the  audience  to  shudder.  During  this  terrible 
storm  away  back  on  the  stage  the  Little  One  is  discovered 
leading  the  crazy  king  through  the  forest  trees  in  the  storm. 
When  they  reach  the  center  of  the  stage  the  applause  always 
became  great,  for  it  seemed  dreadful  to  the  people  to  see  such  a 
little  child  leading  a  great  big  crazy  king  in  such  a  storm.  In 
this  scene  one  of  the  actors  meets  them  in  the  forest  during  the 
storm,  then  it  commences  to  grow  quite  dark  and  the  lightning 
flashes  terribly.  This  man  hollers  out  at  the  top  of  his  voice, 
'Who  comes  there?"     The  Little  One  screams  out  with  all  the 
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power  in  his  little  body.  "A  wise  man  and  a  fool." 

One  night  the  actor  who  played  this  part  was  taken  sick 
very  suddenly  and  could  not  appear.  An  actor  who  was  in 
New  Orleans  doing  nothing  was  secured  to  play  the  part  until 
the  other  man  would  become  well  again.  This  young  actor's 
starred  engagement  was  short,  which  I  am  now  going  to  describe. 
I  will  not  give  his  name,  as  he  became  a  famous  actor  afterward. 
When  it  came  to  this  scene  in  the  play  and  the  child  had  led  the 
king  to  the  center  of  the  stage  in  the  forest  the  actor  walked  on 
to  play  his  part.  He  stood  there  and  became  speechless.  What 
was  the  matter  with  him?  We  could  not  tell.  The  Little  One 
became  excited  and  hollored  out,  "You  old  duffer,  why  don't 
vou  speak  your  lines?  Now  is  the  time.  Can't  you  see  I've 
got  the  old  crazy  king  here  and  he  might  go  mad  any  minute. 
Holler  out,  'AA'ho  comes  there?'  I  say,  'A  wise  man  and  a  fool.' 
You  are  the  dashedest  old  actor  I  ever  saw."  The  man  swooned 
and  fell  to  the  stage.  Whether  the  scene  was  so  realistic  to 
him  or  he  felt  badly  at  seeing  the  little  child  leading  the  crazy 
king  in  such  a  storm,  w^e  never  could  tell.  T4ie  Little  One  be- 
came furious  w^ith  passion,  and  yelled  out  with  all  his  might : 
"]\Ir.  King,  you  stay  here  and  I  will  go  over  and  kick  him  in 
the  belly  and  make  the  damned  fool  get  up  on  his  feet.  This 
'aint  no  place  to  fall.  These  Orleans  actors,  I  guess,  'aint  no 
good."  The  audience  roared  with  laughter  and  Mr.  Forrest 
stood  there  laughing  fit  to  kill  himself,  hanging  on  to  the  Little 
One  to  stop  him  from  going  over  to  kick  the  man.  The  curtain 
was  rung  down  and  the  applause  became  tremendous.  The 
people  called  for  the  Little  One  to  be  brought  in  front  of  the 
curtain  and  the  applause  for  five  minutes  was  so  great,  as  the 
saying  goes,  "You  could  not  hear  yourself  think." 

When  Mr.  Forrest  led  the  Little  One  off  I  saw  he  was  ex- 
cited, and  when  he  was  excited  he  talked  very  rapidly  and  stut- 
tered a  little.  He  came  to  me  and  catching  hold  of  my  hand, 
said,'  "Oh,  Uncle  Davenport,  the  old  duft'er  ruined  us  stars  to- 
night. My  name  is  ruined  in  New  Orleans."  I  said,  "Pet,  the 
man  is  sick."  He  said,  "Do  you  think  when  he  is  well  that  you 
could  lick  him?"  I  said,  "I  think  I  could,  pet."  I  turned  around 
and  discovered  the  beautiful  ]\liss  Hathaway  holding  on  to  a 
scene,  and  laughing  with  the  tears  running  down  her  face.       She 
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was  laughing  so  hard  I  thought  she  would  go  into  a  fit.  I 
looked  on  the  other  side  of  me  and  discovered  Mr.  Forrest  had 
collapsed  into  a  chair,  laughing  fit  to  kill  himself.  Mr.  Mur- 
dock  spoke  up  and  said,  "Great  Caesar's  ghost,  the  Little  One  is 
the  star  tonight."  An  old  English  lady,  by  the  name  of  Mrs. 
Wilson,  who  played  the  old  lady  in  the  company,  came  up  and 
said,  "I  believe  that  Little  One  would  raise  the  dead  out  of  their 
graves  with  laughter.  He  ought  to  study  for  burlesque  acting. 
Of  all  the  experience  I  ever  came  across  during  my  stage  life 
tonight  beats  anything  I  ever  saw."  We  all  adjourned  to  the 
green  room  to  rest  awhile  before  the  curtain  would  be  rung  up 
again.  We  found  the  man  lying  there  quite  sick.  Miss  Liv- 
ingston and  others  of  the  company  attended  to  his  wants.  They 
were  bathing  his  head  and  patting  his  hands.  Would  you  be- 
lieve it,  sir,  in  about  ten  minutes  after  we  entered  the  green  room 
the  Little  One  had  his  arms  around  that  man's  neck,  kissing 
and  hugging  him.  telling  him  not  to  feel  bad.  He  was  going 
to  come  out  all  right.  So,  you  see,  the  disposition  the  Little 
One  possessed.  After  he  got  over  his  mad  or  angry  feeling,  you 
could  have  everything  that  he  had.  He  commanded  me  to 
send  for  brandy  for  the  man.  He  turned  around  and  spoke  to 
Miss  Hathaway,  saying,  "If  he  gets  drunk  and  goes  to  sleep, 
he  will  come  out  all  right."  She  said,  ''I  don't  know  about  that, 
Pet,  I  am  afraid  that  is  a  hard  remedy."  He  said,  "Well,  then, 
you'll  have  to  let  him  die,  that's  all."  He  turned  around,  went  to 
his  dressing-room  just  as  if  nothing  had  occurred  out  of  the 
way. 

After  the  curtain  had  rung  down  in  the  last  act,  a  note  was 
handed  by  a  messenger  to  Mr.  Forrest  which  said,  "Messrs.  For- 
rest and  Davenport — Gentlemen,  you  are  invited  with  the  prin- 
cipal members  of  your  company  to  attend  a  banquet  at  our  club 
in  honor  of  your  most  excellent  performance  of  'King  Lear'  to- 
night at  the  theater.  We  present  you  our  compliments  and  ex- 
pect you  all  to  appear  in  person  on  this  occasion.  Do  not  fail  to 
bring  the  .star  of  your  company  whose  lordship  must  stand  about 
four  feet  high.  We  have  our  wives  and  sweethearts  waiting 
for  your  arrival,  especially  the  comet  of  the  present  day,  which 
means  his  little  highness.  Music  will  be  furnished  by  the  band. 
They  are  practicing  the  tune  'Hail  to  the  Chief.'       Do  not  fail 
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to  put  in  an  appearance.  Your  friends  in  Truth  and  Lo\e,  mem- 
bers of  the  New  Orleans  CUib."  We  all  went  in  a  body  and  were 
received  in  a  courteous  manner,  which  I  call  true  Southern  hos- 
pitality. We  enjoyed  the  hours  very  much  while  there.  The 
ladies  and  gentlemen  vied  with  each  other  in  having"  the  pleas- 
ure of  the  Little  One  sitting  on  their  laps.  I  saw  by  the  ex- 
pression of  Mr.  Forrest's  eyes  that  he  was  becoming  a  little 
jealous.  He  called  the  Little  One  over,  saying,  "Now,  pet,  come 
and  sit  on  my  lap  a  little  while."  The  Little  One  did  so  and 
went  fast  asleep.  I  don't  think  he  realized  anything  that  took 
place  after  that.  He  was  carried  home  in  the  arms  of  Mr.  For- 
rest and  myself,  fast  asleep,  and  never  knew  anything  until  he 
woke  up  in  the  morning,  as  he  was  undressed  and  put  to  bed 
while  asleep.  I  gave  a  description  of  that  scene  wherein  you 
will  discover  what  a  high-strung,  nervous  little  being  he  was. 
\\'hen  we  returned  to  New  York  city  Mr.  Forrest  disbanded  the 
company  for  the  summer  months,  as  it  was  growing  very  hot. 

I  never  saw  the  Little  One  again  until  he  had  become  a 
member  of  the  Buckley  Sereuaders.  They  found  him  one  adapted 
for  the  burlesques.  I  was  a  married  man  by  this  time  and  pos- 
sessed one  of  the  most  lovely  wives  that  ever  lived  in  a  physical 
body.  She  made  me  one  of  the  happiest  men  in  the  world.  She 
was  a  loving  wife,  a  gentle  mother ;  kind  and  true  to  her  hus- 
band and  children.  I  think  she  had  one  of  the  most  even  tem- 
peraments that  any  human  being  could  possess.  She  was  a 
jewel  in  our  profession  and  starred  it  with  me  for  many  years. 
I  think  her  Portia  in  the  "Merchant  of  Venice"  was  the  greatest 
the  stage  ever  saw.  Her  conception  of  "Camile"  was  of  a  high 
moral  quality  and  when  the  curtain  fell  on  the  last  act.  the  peo- 
ple felt  they  had  looked  upon  a  highbred  woman  who  had  com- 
mitted an  error  in  life  from  which  she  was  redeemed  onto  a  higher 
plane.  Her  great  love  for  a  man  awoke  the  true,  virtuous 
womanhood  in  her  nature.  We  lived  a  long  and  happy  life.  I 
think  she  gave  me  some  of  the  most  beautiful  daughters  a  man 
ever  possessed.  I  pray  God  that  my  son  may  l)ecome  an 
honor  to  his  mother's  love  and  his  father's  name.  We  were  a 
happy,  united  family,  and  I  think  assisted  in  elevating  the 
stage. 

One   dav,   while   in    New   York   citv,   I    was    strolling   along 
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Broadway  in  company  with  Mr.  Conway — a  gentleman  and  a 
very  fine  actor  who  was  noted  for  his  high  scholarship.  While 
at  college  he  carried  off  the  high  honors  of  his  class.  While  we 
were  strolling  along,  a  door  of  a  dry  goods  establishment  opened 
and  out  came  little  Puss,  with  his  arms  full  of  bundles.  When 
he  discovered  me  he  dropped  his  bundles  on  the  sidewalk,  made 
a  spring  tow^ard  me  and  caught  me  around  the  waist,  saying, 
"Oh,  Uncle  Davenport,  it's  you,  'aint  it?"  I  said,  "Yes,  it's  me; 
but  see  all  your  parcels  lying  on  the  sidewalk  there,  Puss."  He 
turned  around,  grabbed  them  up  and  shoved  them  into  Mr.  Con- 
way's arms,  who  looked  at  the  Little  One  in  astonishment.  He 
grabbed  Air.  Conway's  gold-headed  cane  out  of  his  hand,  say- 
ing, "I  will  take  care  of  this;  now  you  walk  behind  us,  we  are 
actors."  which  made  me  laugh  so  on  the  sidewalk  I  got  a  pain 
in  my  side.  He  did  everything  on"  the  impulse  of  the  moment. 
I  said,  "Look  here.  Puss,  this  is  Mr.  Conway,  a  brother  actor." 
"Oh.  is  he?"  he  said.  I  thought  he  was  your  servant,  dressed 
up  in  your  clothes,  putting  on  airs  with  your  gold-headed  cane." 
Previous  to  this  time  I  was  the  owner  of  a  gold-headed  cane, 
presented  to  me  by  my  Boston  friends,  and  the  Little  One 
thought  that  was  my  cane  he  was  carrying. 

By  this  time  a  number  of  people  had  collected  around  us 
and  Mr.  Conway  said,  "For  Heaven's  sake,  Davenport  let's  move 
on  and  get  to  some  restaurant  as  quick  as  we  can  and  order  the 
Little  One  something  to  eat,  so  that  I  can  get  rid  of  these 
bundles  and  his  lordship,  too.  In  the  name  of  God,  who  is  it, 
and  where  did  you  get  acquainted  with  it?  He  has  no  respect 
for  man's  dignity."  Mr.  Conway  was  a  very  dressy  man  and 
made  a  fine  appearance  in  the  street,  and  rather  on  the  order 
of  a  lady's  man  but  the  Little  One  paid  no  attention  to  that, 
and  Mr.  Conway  carried  the  bundles,  while  the  Little  One 
stamped  the  cane  on  the  sidewalk  until  we  reached  Taylor's 
restaurant  on  the  corner  of   Broadway  and  Franklin  street. 

When  we  had  entered  the  restaurant 'and  taken  our  seats 
at  a  table,  Mr.  Conway  slammed  the  Ijundlcs  down  on  an  ad- 
Joining  table,  his  face  pale  with  rage.  I  ordered  some  lunch  to 
be  served.  He  looked  at  the  Little  One.  as  if  he  could  do  him 
u]),  when  all  of  a  sudden  he  said.  "Cod,  Davenport,  but  those 
are  beautiful  eyes  he  has  got."     just  then,  John  W.  McCullough. 
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a  promising  young  actor,  came  into  the  restaurant  in  company 
with  Dolly  Davenport.  John  looked  our  way  and  discovered 
as  sitting  at  the  table.  They  both  joined  us  and  we  all  dined 
together. 

While  we  were  partaking  of  the  food,  Mr.  Conway  said, 
"John,  what  do  you  think  this  urchin  took  me  for  today?"  He 
said,  "Well,  that  would  be  hard  for  me  to  say.  A  masher  like 
you  would  be  taken  for  most  anything,"  which  made  us  laugh. 
"He  took  me  for  Davenport's  servant,  forced  those  bundles  into 
my  arms,  snatched  my  gold-headed  cane  out  of  my  hand  and 
told  me  to  walk  behind,  as  they  were  actors,"  which  caused  a 
big  laugh.  Dolly  Davenport  said,  "I  think  I've  heard  of  that 
Little  One  before."  John  McCullough  said,  "  'aint  this  the  Little 
One  that  Edwin  Forrest  thinks  so  much  of?"  I  said,  "The  very 
same." 

Just  then  Mr.  Conway  got  a  kick  on  the  shin  and  jumped  up 
saying,  "Jesus,  what's  that?  Something  hit  me  on  the  ankle 
then."  I  had  nothing  to  say;  I  had  been  there  before.  When 
I\Ir.  Conway  sat  down  John  ^IcCullough  said,  "Your  lordship, 
what  would  you  take  me  for?"  The  Little  One  said,  "A  property 
man  and  a  bad  one  at  that,"  which  caused  a  laugh.  Dolly 
Davenport  said.  "Now,  your  highness,  what  would  you  take  me 
for?"  The  Little  One  looked  him  over,  and  then  said,  "I  would 
take  you  for  a  damn  fool,  and  a  weak-minded  one  at  that,"  which 
brought  a  roar  of  laughter  from  the  adjoining  tables,  as  well  as 
ourselves.  Conway  said,  throwing  up  his  head,  "Gentlemen, 
this  lunch  is  on  me  today,  and  I  never  paid  for  anything  more 
willingly  in  my  life." 

As  we  were  going  towards  the  cashier's  desk  there  was  a 
young  lady  stood  behind  a  confection  counter.  I  stepped  up 
and  said,  "Do  up  a  dollar's  worth  of  your  fine  confections  for 
this  Little  One."  John  McCullough  said,  "Throw  in  a  dollar's 
worth  for  me;  the  Little  One  has  earned  it  today."  Mr.  Mc- 
Cullough took  all  the  bundles,  passed  them  over  the  counter  to 
the  young  lady,  saying,  "Take  those  and  do  them  all  up  with 
the  confections  in  one  bundle."  He  received  the  large  bundle 
from  the  young  lady  and  said  to  the  Little  One,  "Xow,  I  am 
going  to  take  you  and  your  big  bundle  and  put  you  aboard  of 
the  stage  on   vour  road   for  home.        Xow.   which    \\a\-   do   vou 
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go,  up  or  down  Broadway?"  The  Little  One  said,  Up  Broadway, 
of  course,  where  all  the  tony  people  go."  He  turned  around  and 
said  to  us,  "That  is  Mr.  McCullough,  Gentlemen,  I  will  bid  you 
good  morning,  my  way  lays  that  way,  too."  I  said  to  myself, 
"Ha-ha.  those  eyes  have  done  their  work ;  another  slave  added 
to  the  list."  McCullough  took  the  bundle  under  his  arm,  while 
with  his  other  hand  he  held  the  Little  One's  hand.  They 
walked  out  onto  the  sidewalk,  we  following.  In  a  few  minutes 
John  ]\IcCullough  hailed  a  stage.  He  opened  the  door  and  put 
the  Little  One  in  ahead  of  him,  following  himself  with  the 
bundles  under  his  arm.  A\'hen  the  door  was  shut  the  Little 
One  put  his  head  out  of  the  window,  hollering,  "Uncle  Daven- 
port, when  I  grow  up  to  be  a  big  man,  I'm  going  to  be  your 
leading  actor."  I  said,  "All  right,  pet,  "I'll  hold  you  to  your 
promrse."  Then  he  threw  kisses  to  us  as  the  stage  was  driving 
off. 

Next  day  at  the  Astor  house  I  met  John  McCullough.  I 
said,  "John,  how  far  did  you  go  on  the  way  with  the  Little  One  ?" 
He  said,  "Davenport,  we  got  out  at  Bond  street  and  Broadway. 
Then  we  crossed  Bond  street  to  the  Bowery;  then  he  led  me 
on  a  second  street,  perhaps  a  block  and  a  half  to  the  door  of  the 
house  where  he  lived.  AA^hen  we  got  in  front  of  the  house,  he 
said,  'Jack,  this  is  where  I  live.  Now,  I  will  take  my  bundle. 
I  think,  Jack,  you  are  better  than  you  look,  for  I  think  you  have 
been  very  kind  to  carry  my  bundle  all  the  way.  Now,  I  will 
say  good-bye.'  'P'ut,'  I  said,  'Little  One,  'aint  you  going  to  give 
me  a  kiss  for  all  this  trouble?'  He  said,  'AVhy,  of  course,  I  am. 
Jack;  just  throw  the  bundle  down  there,'  and  as  soon  as  I  had 
laid  the  bundle  down  he  jumped  up  and  straddled  me  around 
the  waist  with  Iiis  logs,  threw  his  arms  around  my  neck  and 
kissed  me,  as  I  had  never  been  kissed  before.  Davenport,  old 
man,  those  were  sweet  kisses.  They  came  from  the  lips  of  a 
girl,  not  a  boy,  or  I  am  mistaken.  Oh,  those  eyes  and  that 
beautiful  head  of  hair.  They  haunted  me  all  night."  I  said, 
"John,  you  are  not  the  first  one  that  those  eyes  have  haunted. 
I  was  rmce  in  llic  same  condition  llial  you  arc  now.  Remember 
the  wfjrds  of  tlie  ojcl  English  ballad,  'She  is  fooling  thee,  she  is 
fr)f>ling  three:  irnst  her  not.  trust  her  not.'"  AA^hy,  he  got  as 
argry  in  tlie  face  as  could  be,  and  said,  "1  believe  in  that  little 
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creature,  and  would  go  through  hell  with  it.  if  so  it  desired  nie 
to  do."  I  told  him  I  would  leave  it  to  the  Little  One  and  hi.s 
own  conscience  to  work  out  the  problem  in  the  best  way  pos- 
sible.      Then  I  went  to  dinner. 

Six  years  afterward  John  McCullough  came  to  Boston  to 
play  with  Edwin  Forrest.  AX'hen  we  met  and  partook  of  a 
sociable  glass  of  wine,  I  said,  "John,  how  is  the  Little  One?" 
He  said,  "God  only  knows.  He  or  she,  wdiatever  it  is,  is  now 
in  England  with  the  Buckley  Serenaders,  rolling  those  eyes  at 
the  English  dufifers.  I  tell  you,  E.  L.  Davenport,  that  is  a 
strange  creature,  and  I  do  not  believe  that  anyone  understands 
such  a  being.  \\hen  I  thought  he  was  going  to  be  mine  for- 
ever and  commenced  to  feel  that  I  had  him  secure  and  was  pic- 
turing out  myself  sitting  under  a  tree  and  that  creature  sitting 
on  my  lap  singing  for  me  away  in  some  beautiful  shady  part 
of  our  stmimer  home,  alas,  it  failed  and  vanished.  He  went  to 
play  an  engagement  with  Alenken  at  Albany.  There  came  in 
the  person  of  a  young  military  captain  who  bore  the  name  of 
\\^arren.  He  captured  my  treasure  and  bore  it  away,  built  a 
nest  of  his  own  making  and  there  defied  the  world  to  touch  his 
flower  if  they  dared.  The  nest  that  I  had  imagined  to  form  and 
had  it  all  conjured  up  in  my  brain  turned  out  to  be  an  illusion 
and  a  bubble  that  burst  when  the  true  light  of  sun  struck  it. 
God  knows  where  that  Little  One's  life  will  end,  Davenport.  I 
love  it  yet,  and  would  go  through  a  good  deal  to  win  it  back.  I 
do  not  think  that  any  one  will  ever  understand  it." 

September  2L1901. 

Good  morning,  sir,  we  come  again  in  rapport  with  each 
other,  while  the  sun  is  bathing  us  in  its  mellow'  light.  It 
teaches  one  that  they  should  understand  the  law^  of  wisdom.  If 
the  infinitude  of  life  comprehended  the  law^  of  wisdom  and  w^ould 
commence  with  a  child  when  it  is  ushered  in  through  a  mortal 
birth  the  physical  body  would  not  know  disease.  The  infinitude 
would  become  the  guardian  of  every  life  and  all  life  through  the 
law  of  wisdom.  All  life  means  the  human  and  the  brute:  also 
the  mineral  and  vegetation.  Life  is  a  span,  stretching  across  a 
world  of  thought  wherein  lies  a  ministration  that  causes  execu- 
tive thought.  The  outworkings  of  that  executi\-e  thought  it 
would  teach  the  just  judgment  of  all  life,  bringing  to  the  earth 
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condition  a  high  record  of  truth,  which  in  time  would  build  up  a 
natural  religion  in  the  human  race.  As  the  wind  soughs 
through  the  pines  it  comes  as  the  herald  of  invigoration  which 
builds  up  the  constitution  of  earth's  children,  b}'  scenting  its 
odors.  There  is  nothing  like  the  mountain  invigoration.  It 
is  the  soothing  balm  to  the  nerves  of  the  human  race.-  Oh,  that 
more  of  the  people  would  revel  in  its  luxury,  such  as  you  people 
do  here  in  your  beautiful  mountain  glade  under  the  live  oaks  and 
the  stalwart  pines,  the  mountain  cedars  and  the  spruce,  and  is 
constantly  impregnating  your  entire  home  with  its  odors.  The 
combination  of  the  cedar  with  Cyprus  and  pine  is  worth  millions 
to  the  human  race.  This  place  should  be  called  the  Vale  of 
Cashmere,  as  it  is  one  of  the  healthiest  spots  I  ever  came  in 
contact  with.  It  is  a  great  delight  for  your  spirit  band  to  at- 
tend each  of  your  circles.  Their  happiness  knows  no  bounds 
when  they  are  revelling  in  the  luxury  of  this  atmosphere. 

Now,  sir,  we  will  take  up  some  of  the  facts  of  the  medium's 
life.  The  next  time  I  met  the  medium  he  was  playing  Ariel  in 
"The  Tempest,"  under  Mr.  Wheatley's  production.  The  next  time 
I  saw  him  was  in  company  with  Mr.  Forrest,  Lester  Wallack, 
G.  L.  Fox  and  a  gentleman  whose  name  I  have  forgotten ;  but  I 
think  he  bore  the  name  of  Brower,  James  Buckley  and  Bishop 
Buckley  of  the  old  Buckley  Serenaders.  We  met  in  the  dining- 
room  of  the  St.  Nicholas  Hotel,  when  it  was  first  built  on  Broad- 
way, below  Spring  street.  While  we  were  dining,  Lola  Montez 
came  into  the  dining-room,  accompanied  by  her  maid.  When 
she  was  seated  at  her  table  she  discovered  Puss,  and  beck- 
oned for  him  to  join  her.  He  excused  himself  to  the  gentle- 
men and  joined  her  at  her  table.  In  about  half  an  hour  they 
left  the  dining-room,  while  the  gentlemen  remained  much 
longer. 

Then  the  Buckleys  took  a  trip  through  the  entire  south.  I 
did  not  meet  the  little  Puss  again  until  the  Buckleys  were  play- 
ing in  Boston.  My  wife  and  myself  attended  the  performance 
one  evening,  which  we  enjoyed  very  much,  the  burlesque  being 
"Cinderilla." 

1  did  not  meet  him  again  until  one  day  1  was  walking  down 
Brr^adway,  .\'ew  ^'ork.  in  com])any  with  Ivlwin  Forrest.  We 
were  walking  toward  the  St.  Xicliolas  ilotel  when  we  discovered 
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a  tall,  military-looking-  gentleman  walking  up  the  street,  holding- 
little  Puss  by  the  hand.  Mr.  Forrest  said,  "Davenport,  there 
comes  the  Little  One  and  his  guardian.  By  the  way,  Davenport, 
did  you  know-  the  Little  One  was  a  medium?"  I  said,  "What 
kind  of  a  medium?"  He  said,  ''A  spiritual  medium,  of  course." 
I  said,  "I  always  thought  he  was  a  strange  creature  of  some 
kind." 

By  this  time  the  gentleman  and  the  Little  One  came  up  to 
where  we  were,  when  ]\Ir.  Forrest  said,  "Allow  me,  Mr.  Warren 
to  introduce  you  to  'Sir.  Davenport,  a  brother  actor."  We  shook 
hands  cordially  all  around  when  'Sir.  Warren  said,  "Mr.  Daven- 
port, I  have  heard  my  Little  One  speak  of  you  quite  frequently." 
Then  ]\Ir.  Forrest  said,  "Come,  friends,  I  want  you  to  dine  with 
me  today  and  I  shall  see  that  the  meal  is  served  in  my  private 
rooms,  for  I  want  to  have  a  long  talk  with  baby."  The  Little 
One  spoke  up  and  said,  "Uncle  Forrest,  don't  you  see  I  have 
grown  some ;  I  "aint  a  baby  any  longer."  ]Mr.  Forrest  said. 
"Perhaps  a  few  inches,  but  you  shall  always  be  a  baby  to  me, 
Little  One."  The  Little  One  said,  "Uncle  Forrest,  if  I  didn't  love 
you  so  I  would  kick  you,"  which  made  us  laugh. 

Then  we  accompanied  Mr.  Forrest  to  his  apartment  in  the 
hotel.  After  we  had  all  been  comfortably  seated  Mr.  Forrest 
went  to  one  of  his  trunks  and  brought  out  a  beautiful  Spanish 
lace  scarf,  embroidered  in  high  colors,  which  made  it  look  very 
beautiful,  and  I  judge  was  quite  expensive.  He  held  it  up  be- 
fore the  Little  One,  and  I  wish,  sir,  you  would  have  seen  that 
expression  of  those  eyes.  The  Little  One  screamed  out,"  Oh, 
L'ncle  Forrest,  isn't  that  beautiful."  Where  did  you  get  it?" 
Mr.  Forrest  said.  "I  purchased  that  from  a  Spanish  lady  for  you, 
baby.  You  see.  Uncle  Forrest  always  thinks  of  you  and  his  love 
for  you,  baby,  can  never  die."  The  Little  One  said,  "And  I  love 
you,  too.  Uncle  Forrest."  Mr.  Forrest  said,  "Well,  come  and 
sit  on  my  lap  and  hug  and  kiss  L'ncle  Forrest.  Let  me  see, 
\\'arren,  how-  long  it  is  since  I  had  him  on  my  lap."  Mr.  War- 
ren said,  "I  think  it  is  about  eighteen  months,  Forrest,  since  you 
had  him  on  your  lap  last.  That  is  about  the  time  since  we  made 
you  a  visit  at  your  home  in  Philadeli)hia."  Mr.  Forrest  said, 
"So  it  is."  Then  he  said,  "Gentlemen,  it  is  al)out  two  hours  and 
a  half  to  dinner.     Suppose  we  have  a  glass  of  wine  and  a  cigar." 
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He  called  his  servant,  who  furnished  us  with  said  articles.  While 
we  were  sipping  our  wine  I  noticed  the  Little  One  went  to  sleep 
as  usual,  with  his  head  lying  on  ]\Ir.  Forrest's  breast  and  his  little 
hand  inside  his  vest.  After  a  little  while,  Mr.  Warren  said, 
"Forrest,  just  lay  Pet  on  your  bed  there  in  the  adjoining  room, 
where  he  can  take  a  nap."  Mr.  Forrest  said,  "No,  W^arren  I  can't 
give  baby  tip  yet.  It  is  so  long  since  he  has  been  in  my  arms." 
When  he  had  said  "that,  a  very  peculiar  noise  came  all  around  on 
the  wall.  I  said,  "Just  listen  to  the  mice  or  rats  in  the  wall 
making  that  peculiar  noise."  Mr.  Forrest  said,  "No,  Mr.  Daven- 
port, those  are  spirit  raps."  I  said.  "Spirit  raps?"  "Baby  is  a 
medium."  Well,  sir,  that  was  my  first  introduction  to  Spiritual- 
ism. The  raps  grew  louder.  I  said,  "Why,  listen,  they  seem  to 
grow  louder  than  they  were  before."  Just  as  I  spoke  those 
words  an  unseen  hand  seemed  to  take  a  book  from  ofif  the  table 
and  throw  it  into  my  lap.  I  used  the  word  "seemed."  I  felt  a 
little  dazed  when  I  saw  the  book  coming  from  the  table  and 
was  thrown  into  my  lap.  Right  after  that  something  seemed  to 
pull  the  Little  One's  curls  when  Mr.  Warren  said,  "Now,  be 
gentle  with  my  Little  One."  Just  then  a  chair  that  sat  near  the 
table  was  shoved  up  in  front  of  it  and  several  newspapers  slid 
ofif  the  table  on  to  the  chair.  Then,  cold  chills  commenced  to 
run  down  my  back,  for  I  had  never  seen  anything  like  this  be- 
fore. Mr.  Warren  addressed  me,  saying,  "Mr.  Davenport,  on 
your  honor  as  a  gentleman,  do  not  speak  to  any  one  of  this.  My 
Little  One  is  afflicted  with  a  curse  that  follows  his  Highland 
race."  I  said,  "Mr.  Warren,  I  would  like  to  be  afflicted  with 
some  of  this  power,  for  I  really  think  it  is  wonderful.  I  have 
heard  of  something  like  this  before,  but  never  had  the  pleasure 
of  witnessing  it  until  today.  I  should  think  you  would  be  proud 
of  this  wonderful  gift  manifested  through  your  Little  One.  I 
assure  you,  Mr.  Warren,  this  is  no  curse,  but  a  wonderful  power 
manifesting  itself  in  life."  He  said,  "1  do  not  like  it  and  I  wish 
they  would  let  him  alone.  I  am  afraid  some  day  it  will  unbalance 
his  reason.  Then  1  should  want  to  kill  him  and  myself,  too." 
Mr.  Forrest  .said,  "Warren,  when  baby's  reason  is  unbalanced 
by  this  great  power,  give  him  io  nie,  and  I  will  take  care  of  him 
the  rest  of  his  days.  1  can  see  you  do  not  imderstand  the  treas- 
ure that  has  been  placed  in  your  keei)ing."     I  s])oke  up  and  said. 
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"Mr.  Warren,  if  1  had  such  a  power  in  my  family  I  would  not 
exchange  places  with  the  greatest  king  that  ever  sat  on  a  throne. 
Just  then  it  seemed  to  me  as  if  a  breeze  of  wind  passed  through 
the  room.  Then  the  Little  One  woke  up  and  the  first  thing  he 
said  was,  "Papa  Warren,  I  want  a  drink  of  milk,  and  I  want  it 
right  now,"  which  made  us  laugh,  for  it  sounded  so  natural  for 
he  ahvays  wanted  everything  that  he  asked  for  right  there  and 
then. 

Mr.  Forrest  sent  his  man  servant  down  to  get  a  pitcher  of 
milk  and  a  glass  and  to  come  right  back  as  quick  as  possible, 
for  he  knew  how  impatient  the  Little  One  was  until,  he  got  what 
he  had  asked  for.  The  milk  was  brought  and  the  Little  One 
drank  two  glasses  of  it,  then  he  rubbed  his  stomach,  saying, 
"L'ncle  Forrest,  Papa  Warren  and  Uncle  Davenport,  I  will  play 
circus  with  you  now,  if  you  want  to."  He  always  wanted  some- 
one to  lie  down  on  the  floor  and  play  circus  with  him.  He  was 
a  great  one  for  walking  on  his  hands  and  standing  on  his  head 
and  would  you  believe  it,  sir,  the  king  of  actors  removed  his 
coat  and  vest  then  stretched  himself  on  the  floor,  saying,  "Come 
on  baby,  I  haven't  played  circus  in  some  time.  The  Little  One 
said  to  Mr.  Warren,  "Now,  Papa  Warren,  you  be  the  ring  master 
and  Uncle  you  be  the  clown,  and  Uncle  Forrest  and  me  will  be 
the  great  acrobats  and  tumblers  in  the  ring." 

Mr.  Forrest  put  out  both  his  hands.  The  Little  One  stepped 
upon  them.  Previous  to  this  he  had  taken  ofT  his  shoes.  When 
he  had  got  his  proper  position  standing  on  Mr.  Forrest's  hands, 
the  tragedian  raised  the  Little  One  up  in  the  air,  which  made  him 
scream  with  delight.  He  said.  "Now,  Papa  Warren  and  you, 
L'ncle  Davenport,  pound  on  the  table,  make  all  the  racket  you 
can.  That's  th^  band  playing."  While  we  were  making  all  this 
noise  and  racket  he  jimiped  from  ]\Ir.  Forrest's  hands,  turned 
a  summersault  in  space,  landed  with  his  feet  on  the  floor,  then 
we  had  to  applaud  and  make  a  big  racket  to  represent  the  people 
in  the  circus.  Then  Mr.  Forrest  stood  up,  took  the  Little  One  by 
the  hand  and  bowed  to  the  tremendous  applause. 

W'hile  we  w^ere  making  this  terrible  racket  there  must  have 
been  a  knock  at  the  door,  but  we  did  not  hear  it.  We  were  sur- 
prised to  see  the  door  open,  when  in  walked  -Mr.  Couldock  and 
Madam  Ponisi,  ]\Ir.  Forrest's  leading:  lad^■.       Thev  called  to  see 
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him  on  business.  \Mien  they  discovered  us  in  our  different  situ- 
ations, they  laughed  so  that  ]\Iadam  Ponisi  had  to  sit  down  on 
the  sofa,  while  Mr.  Couldock  shut  the  door  to  keep  other  in- 
truders from  walking  in.  When  the  door  was  shut  the  Little 
One  screamed  out,  "Walk  up,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  this  is  where 
you  get  your  money's  worth.  Now,  I  will  perform  the  great 
feat  of  standing  on  the  rhinocerous"  head."  Just  about  as  quick 
as  I  can  tell  it,  he  mounted  to  Mr.  Forrest's  shoulder,  from  that 
to  his  head,  where  he  stood  on  one  foot,  with  the  other  foot 
poised  in  the  air,  then  we  had  to  give  him  big  applause  and  make 
another  racket,  in  which  Madam  Ponisi  grabbed  the  poker  and 
pounded  on  the  grate  and  fender,  which  made  us  all  laugh,  so  that 
some  of  our  sides  got  stitches  in  them.  When  we  had  quieted 
down,  Mr.  \\'arren  said,  "Now,  Pet,  that  will  do  for  today. 
Uncle  Forrest  is  tired."  It  was  wonderful  how  the  Little  One 
could  get  the  great  tragedian  to  play  all  kinds  of  pranks  with 
him. 

In  about  half  an  hour  dinner  was  served  in  the  apartment, 
Mr.  Forrest  inviting  Madam  Ponisi  and  Mr.  Couldock  to  join 
us.  We  all  relished  the  viands  that  were  put  before  us,  for  we 
were  both  tired  and  hungry.  We  all  spent  the  remainder  of  the 
afternoon  with  Mr.  Forrest,  listening  to  many  interesting  anec- 
dotes of  his  early  life.  He  described  to  the  company  that  scene 
in  "King  Lear"  that  took  place  at  the  New  Orleans  Theater, 
which  was  the  cause  of  all  of  them  laughing  very  heartily.  That 
evening  we  accompanied  Mr.  Forrest  to  the  theater.  He  placed 
a  box  at  the  service  of  Mr.  Warren,  the  Little  One  and  myself,  in 
which  we  had  the  pleasure  of  witnessing  the  performance  of 
"Richard  HI."  On  several  other  occasions  in  Philadelphia,  I 
became  a  thorough  believer  in  spirits'  return,  as  it  was  utterly 
impossible  for  any  fraud  to  be  performed  or  committed  on 
those  occasions.  The  medium  was  too  young  and  innocent  and 
had  a  nature  void  of  all  hypocrisy,  which  the  profession  and 
those  that  came  in  contact  with  him  through  life  knew.  I 
never  knew  him  to  flatter  any  one  during  my  life,  while  I  knew 
him.  It  was  always  the  other  way,  he  would  tell  you  what  he 
thought  of  you,  let  it  be  good  or  bad. 

The  last  time  that  I  came  in  contact  with  the  Little  One 
was  when  1  was  lessee  of  the  Chestnut  Street  Theater.     W^e  had 
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met  on  many  occasions  before  that  on  which  I  am  going-  to 
speak  of  took  place.  There  was  a  banquet  given  to  me  at  the 
Continental  Hotel  in  honor  of  my  long  life  and  connections 
with  the  dramatic  profession,  amongst  many  of  the  guests  who 
were  present,  Mr.  Warren  and  the  Little  One  were  there  after 
his  hard  night's  work  at  the  theater.  I  noticed  along  about  one 
o'clock  in  the  morning  there  was  a  group  of  professional  people 
sitting  talking  together.  Mrs.  John  Drew,  one  of  the  finest  ladies 
and  actresses  that  ever  walked  the  boards,  arose  from  the  group 
and  approached  the  Little  One,  who  was  talking  with  my  lead- 
ing man,  Charles  Thorne,  who  was  also  one  of  the  finest  lead- 
ing men  that  the  American  stage  ever  had.  Mrs.  Drew  said, 
"Justin,  come  over  here,  your  friends  want  to  talk  with  you," 
which  meant  this  group  of  professional  people.  I  discovered 
that  on  that  night  the  people  had  made  an  arrangement  to  give 
me  a  benefit  at  my  ovv^n  theater,  and  they  were  asking  the  Little 
One  if  he  would  play  on  that  occasion,  to  which  he  willingly 
consented.  The  benefit  took  place  both  afternon  and  evening, 
which  was  quite  a  help  to  me  in  a  financial  way,  thanks  to  my 
many  friends.  Justin  played  in  one  of  the  comedies  that  after- 
noon the  part  of  Mrs.  Florence,  while  Charles  Thorne  played 
the  husband,  Peter  Florence  ;  a  ]Miss  Sinclair  played  Pauline,  the 
housemaid,  who  stood  up  on  all  occasions  for  her  mistress. 
A  man  by  the  name  of  Brower,  I  think  his  name  was  Frank 
Brower,  he  was  a  comedian  from  some  minstrel  company,  which 
one  I  do  not  remember,  played  the  low  comedy  part,  which  was 
a  negro  servant. 

I  sat  in  the  box  with  my  family  that  afternoon  and  wit- 
nessed a  fine  piece  of  high  comedy.  Justin  was  in  his  high  ele- 
ment that  afternoon.  In  the  scene  where  Mr.  and  ?ilrs.  Flor- 
ence quarrel,  he  rose  from  comedy  to  tragedy.  In  the  scene 
when  the  husband  cannot  get  the  best  of  her  in  c<jn\-ersation 
he  declares  he  will  sue  for  a  divorce.  She  bursts  out  in  a  mock- 
ing laugh  and  says,  'A\'hat  court  in  our  nation  would  grant  you 
a  divorce  on  any  evidence  that  y(ni  could  procure,  you  old 
Muffin?'"  PTe  becomes  so  enraged  he  commences  to  kick  tlie 
chairs  over,  knocking  things  around  in  general,  throwing  the 
bric-a-brac  ofif  the  shelves  while  she  stands  there  laughing  fit 
to  kill  herself.     W'lien   liis  passion  has  ])layed  itself  out  and  he 
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has  simmered  down  to  a  cool  condition,  he  throws  himself  down 
on  to  the  sofa,  hating  himself  and  the  whole  world.  He  looks 
up  and  sees  her  smiling'  one  of  her  sarcastic  smiles  which  she 
could  produce  with  great  facial  expression,  so  much  so  that  it 
would  send  the  house  ofif  into  a  roar  of  laughter.  Now  I  will 
explain  to  you  the  comedy  acting.  She  walks  forward  toward 
the  sofa  whereon  he  is  lying.  She  commences  to  tell  him  anec- 
dotes about  a  man  she  is  acquainted  with.  She  tells  it  in  such 
a  way  that  she  keeps  the  audience  in  a  constant  titter.  She 
imitates  this  man  so  perfectly  that  the  audience  can  see  it  is 
her  husband  she  means.  Tl^ey  can  hold  in  no  longer,  but  burst 
out  into  a  roar  of  laughter.  By  this  time  her  husband  discovers 
it  is  he  she  means.  He  jumps  from  the-  sofa  in  a  furious  pas- 
sion, crosses  the  room  to  the  other  side,  strikes  a  position,  says 
in  a  commanding  voice,  which  Mr.  Thorne  was  noted  for, 
"]\Iadam,  I  will  stand  this  no  longer.  If  I  cannot  get  a  divorce 
from  you  I  will  thrust  you  bodily  from  this  house,  where  you 
no  longer  can  remain  in  the  capacity  of  my  wife."  When  he 
has  finished,  she  gives  a  loud,  hilarious  laugh  like  that  of  a  mad 
woman  trying  to  burst  the  bars  of  her  cell.  She  calls  on  the 
colored  servant  to  come  to  her  immediately.  She  shrieks  it  out 
so  that  her  voice  rings  in  every  part  of  the  theatre.  She  com- 
mands him  to  place  a  chair  in  front  of  his  master.  Now  here 
is  where  the  tragedy  comes  in.  Her  husband  does  not  want  to 
remain  alongside  of  that  chair.  He  makes  a  movement  as  if 
to  cross  the  room.  She  yells  out,  "Remain  where  )'ou  are,  or 
I  will  kill  you."  She  says  it  in  such  a  way  that  he  trembles. 
She  walks  down  the  stage  in  a  fjueenly  manner.  She  sits  upon 
the  chair,  then  she  arranges  her  train  to  look  graceful  and  show 
off  to  the  best  advantage.  All  the  while  the  fire  is  flashing 
from  those  eyes.  When  she  has  arranged  her  train  to  her  own 
satisfaction  she  looks  up  at  him  with  the  hatred  of  a  tiger  in 
those  eyes.  She  says,  "Mr.  Florence,  allow  lue  to  acquaint  you 
with  the  fact" — and  oh,  how  bitter  she  can  hiss  out  the  words — 
"the  law  of  our  land  says  that  which  belongs  to  the  husband 
also  belongs  to  the  wife.  You  thrust  me  out  if  you  can."  Then 
she  jumps  ujj  from  the  chair,  faces  him  with  all  the  malignant 
look  of  hell  exj^ressed  ii])on  her  face,  and  says,  "You  drive  me 
forth    if  you   dare,  you   curly   headed    brute."     She   does   it   with 
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such  vim  and  fire  in  her  nature  that  the  applause  becomes  tre- 
mendous. I  only  relate  this  scene  to  you,  for  to  describe  the 
other  scenes  would  take  up  too  much  valuable  space. 

Oh,  think  that  all  the  fire  and  passion  that  this  little  body 
once  held  has  burned  so  low,  but  the  embers  are  commencing 
to  grow  cold.  The  once  beautiful  face  shows  the  traces  of 
wrinkles,  the  beautiful  head  of  hair  that  at  one  time  was  the 
admiration  of  the  people,  is  covered  with  flakes  so  white.  It 
looks  like  the  fallen  snow  had  blown  from  the  north  and  rested 
on  his  head  in  the  sunny  south ;  and  those  eyes  that  look  so 
dim  now  once  held  the  glow  and  fire  that  made  men  quail  be- 
fore them.  Alas,  alas,  time  has  told  its  tale.  The  infinitude 
of  time  is  waning  for  this  physical  body,  but  it  will  arise  again, 
like  Phoenix,  from  the  ashes,  it  will  light  into  a  flame  and  then 
l)urn  so  bright  it  will  make  men  and  w'omen  quail  when  they 
read  the  production  of  its  pen  in  the  next  embodiment.  The 
big  life  that  lived  in  the  little  physical  body  during  your  rebel- 
lion played  the  part  of  a  hero,  commanded  by  a  voice  and  led 
by  a  power  that  carried  out  the  condition  that  the  world  must 
make  up  to  understand  that  band  of  spirits  bring  their  will 
power  to  bear  to  carry  out  such  as  this  and  all  other  conditions 
that  they  may  undertake,  spirit  of  God  ;  God  is  spirit ;  spirit  is 
the  human  intellect  fashioned  and  formed  through  the  soul  ac- 
tion; spirit  is  the  unfoldment  and  highest  perfection  of  all  life 
in  eternity.  I  could  describe  many  other  situations  in  his  life, 
but  I  leave  that  for  space  and  others  that  will  follow  me. 

I  thank  you,  sir,  for  your  gracious  kindness  in  taking  down 
my  communication  and  praise  God  for  the  opportunity  that  I 
have  to  give  it  to  the  world  through  the  publication  of  a  book. 

I  leave  my  love  for  one  that  I  held  dear  in  my  memory  and 
my  highest  estimation  was  that  the  world  w^ould  hear  from  him 
some  day,  even  if  they  did  not  understand  him — that  under- 
standing belongs  to  God  and  himself.  Once  more  I  thank  you, 
and  bid  vou  good  dav.    God  bless  the  work  vou  are  undertaking. 


Joseph  Nagle 

Chapter  XXII 


Alonday,  September  23rd.  1901. 

I  bid  you  a  gracious  good  morning.  Will  you  allow  a 
ghost  to  come  on  this  dark,  dreary  day?  If  so,  perhaps  I  could 
find  something  to  tell  you.  At  one  time  I  inhabited  a  physical 
body  and  bore  the  name  of  Joseph  Nagle.  I  was  never  ashamed 
of  that  name,  as  the  Nagles  were  looked  upon  as  a  pretty  good 
class  of  people.  On  one  side  of  the  family  we  were  of  French 
genealogy;  on  the  other  side  of  good  old  English  stock. 

But  I  did  not  come  here  to  tell  you  of  the  good  points  and 
qualities  of  our  race.  I  was  advised  to  come  here  by  E.  L. 
Davenport,  who  preceded  me.  I  want  to  tell  you,  sir,  that  I 
was  an  actor  of  the  old  school,  and  had  considerable  reputation 
as  such.  In  my  day  and  time  I  supported  many  of  the  bril- 
liant actresses  of  the  old  school.  On  the  stage  I  understood  the 
art  of  making  up  and  looked  presentable  as  a  young  man  on 
many  occasions.  I  played  with  Edwin  Forrest,  E.  L.  Daven- 
port, Edwin  Booth  and  other  lights  of  the  stage.  John  Ellsler, 
of  Cleveland,  Ohio,  thought  I  looked  young  enough  on  the 
stage  to  become  his  leading  man  and  play  with  the  younger 
actresses  of  more  modern  days  than  the  school  that  I  was 
brought  up  in. 

While  I  was  playing  for  John  Ellsler,  there  was  a  young 
girl  playing  in  the  same  company  whose  name  was  Clara  Mor- 
ris. I  think  she  was  the  most  natural  actress  of  any  young  girl 
that  I  ever  had  the  pleasure  of  playing  with.  The  conception 
of  character  laid  great  in  her  comprehension  and  fulfillment  of 
such.  She  would  so  rise  to  the  natural  condition  of  the  con- 
ception of  character  that  I  said,  "One  day  she  will  become  a 
great  actress."     The   prediction   was   fulfilled.      She   became   the 
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queen  of  all  emoticmal  actresses  and  was  an  honor  to  all  so- 
ciety plays,  in  which  she  sustained  the  leading  part.  I  lived 
long  enough  in  the  physical  body  to  feel  proud  of  little  Clara 
and  her  great  success.  She  became  the  leading  light  of  Daly's 
Fifth  Avenue  Theatre,  New  York  City. 

Now,  sir,  I  will  speak  of  the  Little  ]*^Iedium  whom  I  con- 
trol. One  time  I  was  starring  it  at  the  old  Green  Street  The- 
atre in  the  city  of  x\lbany,  state  of  New  York.  La  Tour  de 
Xelle  was  on  the  bill.  ]\Iy  leading  lady,  Sally  Sinclair,  was 
taken  sick,  violently  sick,  after  eating  a  dish  of  raw  oysters. 
It  was  utterly  impossible  for  her  to  make  her  appearance  that 
night.  I  was  worried  very  much  and  in  a  quandary  what  to 
do.  I  had  appealed  to  the  other  ladies  of  the  company  to  un- 
dertake reading  the  part  of  Margaret  of  Burgundy,  which  none 
of  them  would  do.  I  had  just  telegraphed  to  New  York  to  the 
theatrical  agency  to  send  me  some  lady  by  the  first  train  that 
came  to  Albany,  to  become  leading  lady  of  my  company.  I 
was  afraid  ]\Iiss  Sinclair  would  be  an  invalid  for  some  time,  as 
her  condition  had  thrown  her  into  convulsions.  The  doctors 
and  a  nurse  were  in  attendance  upon  her.  I  came  down  stairs 
to  go  to  the  dining  room.  I  stepped  into  the  office  of  the  hotel 
first  to  see  if  there  was  any  answer  to  my  telegram.  WHiile  I 
was  talking  a  telegraph  boy  entered  the  office  and  handed  me 
an  envelope  in  which  was  my  answer.  It  read  thus,  "Mr.  Jos- 
eph Nagle — Sir :  No  lady  can  be  found  at  the  present  time  who 
is  capable  of  playing  the  leading  roles  in  your  company;  will 
look  further."  I  crushed  the  message  and  shoved  it  into  my 
pocket,  walked  into  the  dining  room  in  a  disconsolate  mood. 

After  I  had  been  sitting  at  my  tal)le  about  ten  minutes  a 
tall,  military  looking  gentleman  walked  into  the  dining  room, 
holding  a  little  girl  by  the  hand,  whom  I  think  had  the  hand- 
somest head  of  hair  I  ever  saw.  It  was  dark  brown,  almost 
black ;  it  hung  in  long  waves  down  on  her  dress.  All  over  the 
top  of  her  head  and  on  her  forehead  were  little  ringlets  hanging 
in  every  which  way  you  could  think  of.  Her  hair  was  caught 
back  by  a  blue  ribbon  and  tied  in  a  bow  on  top  of  which  was 
stuck  a  handsome  gold  comb  whereon  were  set  rubies  and  dia 
monds,  which  gave  forth  a  brilliant  light.  As  they  walked  to 
the  table  assigned  them  by  the  head  waiter  I  noticed  the  girl's 
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dress  was  made  of  dark  brown  moire  antique  material.  As  she 
took  her  seat  the  tall  military  gentleman  placed  her  chair  sat- 
iffactorily  to  her  and  himself,  as  I  judged  by  the  manner  in 
which  they  laughed  to  each  other.  He  seemed  to  be  very  proud 
of  her,  and  I  said  to  myself,  "There  is  a  happy  father  and 
daughter."  When  their  food  was  brought  by  the  waiter  I  no- 
ticed as  she  handled  her  fork  and  knife  what  a  beautiful  little 
hand  she  had,  while  her  father's  was  large  and  muscular.  She 
raised  her  face  and  looked  over  to  where  I  was  sitting.  I  at 
once  became  fascinated  with  those  eyes  and  could  not  tell  why 
I  could  not  eat  any  more,  but  sat  looking  at  this  girl.  \Mien 
thev  had  finished  their  meal  and  were  about  to  arise  she  fas- 
tened her  eyes  on  me.  which  gave  them  a  very  peculiar  look. 
The  waiter  had  drawn  their  chairs  back  so  that  they  might  walk 
away  from  the  table,  but  she  stood  there  and  gazed  at  me.  I 
discovered  that  the  military  gentleman  had  turned  pale — so 
much  so  that  I  felt  bad  for  him  and  wondered  what  was  the 
matter  with  his  daughter — when  he  raised  one  of  her  hands,  say- 
ing, "Come.  Pet,  we  will  go  to  our  rooms."  I  noticed  as  he 
raised  her  little  hand  her  fingers  were  covered  with  diamonds 
and  in  her  ears  were  large  solitaire  diamond  earrings.  She  did 
not  seem  to  pay  any  attention  to  what  he  said,  but  kept  staring 
at  me.  I  said  to  myself.  "This  poor  girl  has  crazy  spells  and 
now  she  is  going  into  one  of  them."  While  I  was  making  up 
my  mind  she  left  the  table  and  came  direct  to  where  I  was  sit- 
ting. I  said,  "Oh,  Lord ;  I  am  in  for  it  now.  Trouble  never 
■comes  single-handed."  Her  father  followed  her  up.  When  she 
got  in  front  of  the  table  where  I  was  sitting  she  looked  at  me 
and  smiled.  Cold  chills  commenced  to  run  down  my  back  and 
I  shook  as  if  I  had  the  ague.  I  felt  as  if  I  was  just  going  to  be 
paralyzed.  I  tried  to  rise  from  the  chair,  and  could  not.  Then 
she  smiled  again  and  spoke  these  words  in  such  a  musical  voice 
that  it  brought  me  back  to  my  senses.  She  said,  "Joseph  Nagle, 
I  will  play  the  part  for  you  through  this  little  body.  The  body 
may  be  small,  but  the  voice  will  be  powerful.  I  have  played 
the  part  before  when  I  lived  in  a  physical  body.  You  will  ask 
the  lady  of  your  company  to  loan  her  dresses  to  the  Little  One 
on  this  occasion.  I  will  play  the  part  three  nights  for  you. 
After  that  we  have  work  elsewhere  for  the  Little  One."     I  no- 
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ticed  by  this  time  that  a  number  of  the  guests  in  the  dining 
room  were  looking  at  us,  motionless.  Some  were  standing,, 
while  others  were  sitting.  Her  father's  face  looked  so  pale  you 
would  think  the  pallor  of  death  had  siezed  it.  She  turned  to 
him,  laughing  in  a  musical  way,  and  said,  "Come,  dear  Papa 
Warren,  we  will  now  go  to  our  rooms."  As  they  walked  out 
of  the  dining  room  I  jumped  up  from  my  chair,  shook  myself 
like  a  water  dog  and  ran  after  them  like  a  lover  that  had  become 
a  slave  to  his  ideal  fair  lady.  I  went  up  the  stairs  three  steps 
at  a  time  and  caught  up  with  them  just  as  they  were  about  to 
enter  their  rooms.  I  said,  "Oh,  sir,  will  you  please  explain  to 
me  what  all  this  means?"  He  said,  "I  will  if  you  will  step 
into  our  apartments."  I  did  so  and  closed  the  door  behind  me. 
He  motioned  me  to  be  seated  while  he  threw  himself  down  into 
a  large  arm  chair.  He  spoke  to  the  girl,  saying,  "Pet,  draw 
your  chair  up  close  to  me,  so  that  I  can  hold  your  hand  while  I 
am  giving  this  gentleman  an  explanation  of  your  conduct  to- 
day." He  said,  "It  is  like  this,  sir,  my  little  wife  here  is  a  me- 
dium, and  quite  frequently  plays  under  control.  That  is,  some 
other  spirit  controls  her  body  during  her  professional  work." 
I  said,  "Your  wife,  sir?  Why,  I  thought  it  was  your  daughter. 
Beg  pardon  for  being  so  rude,  she  looks  so  young."  He  laughed 
a  loud  laugh  and  seemed  to  be  his  natural  self  again.  Then  he 
said,  "Yes,  my  little  pet  is  twenty-seven  years  younger  than  I 
am,  so  you  see  I  am  both  husband  and  father."  He  drew  her 
beautiful  head  down  on  his  breast,  kissed  her  and  said,  "Don't 
you  think  I  look  quite  fatherly?"  By  this  time  the  perspiration 
was  breaking  out  all  over  me,  as  I  had  intended  to  propose  for 
her  hand.  I  had  become,  as  it  were,  mad  with  love  for  that 
little  creature,  and  wished  to  own  her  so  that  I  might  protect 
her  and  keep  the  cold  blasts  of  life  from  blowing  on  that  beau- 
tiful head.  I  was  fascinated  by  those  e3'es  like  a  snake  fasci- 
nates a  bird,  but  when  he  told  me  he  was  her  husband,  I  awoke 
from  my  dream  and  shook  myself  again  like  a  water  dog.  I  saw 
him  sit  and  look  at  me  and  smile  sarcastically  and  then  draw  her 
closer  to  him.  He  gave  me  a  look  which  said,  "Come  no  far- 
ther or  I  will  annihilate  you." 

When  I  had  gathered  together  what  little  sense  I  had  left, 
I  addressed  him,  saying,  "Sir,  my  sorrow  has  been  great  today. 
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Mv  leading  lady  has  been  stricken  down  and  lies  nigh  onto 
death.  I  can  find  no  one  to  fill  her  place  and  when  your  wife 
came  to  my  table  and  said  she  would  play  the  part  for  three 
nights,  I  thought  I  had  commenced  to  lose  my  reason.  There- 
fore, you  must  overlook  the  embarassment  of  my'  condition,  if 
I  have  said  anything  or  acted  strangely  in  your  presence — that 
is,  in  the  presence  of  your  wife  and  yourself.  I  beg  your  par- 
don with  all  the  humiliation  of  one  that  does  not  understand 
himself  today.  You  spoke  of  your  professional  hours.  Was  she 
ever  an  actress?  She  could  not  have  played  leading  parts,  for 
she  is  too  small."  He  said,  "She  is  a  burlesque  artist,  but  when 
under  influence  she  can  rise  to  tragedy.  She  is  supported  by  a 
powerful  influence  who  calls  herself  Rachel.  I  think  tonight, 
sir,  she  will  play  the  part  satisfactorily ;  if  not  to  you,  it  will  be 
to  the  audience."  "I  assure  you,"  I  said,  "What  was  your  wife's 
professional  name?"  He  said,  "She  is  called  the  'Dashing 
Blanchard.'  "  I  told  him  I  had  seen  that  name  frequently  in 
the  newspapers,  but  never  had  the  pleasure  of  seeing  her  per- 
form. He  said,  "Now,  sir,  with  the  lady's  long  trains,  she  will 
look  somewhat  taller.  She  has  no  wardrobe  here  with  her,  as 
we  are  on  a  visit  and  I  am  attending  to  some  of  my  grandfather's 
business  matters.  Now,  you  go  to  your  room  and  take  a  good 
afternoon  sleep,  and  do  not  let  the  matter  keep  you  awake." 
I  bade  them  good  day  and  was  about  to  leave  the  room  when 
Mr.  Warren  said,  "I  believe  your  name  is  Nagle."  I  told  him 
my  name  was  Joseph  Nagle.  He  said,  "Let  me  give  you  a  little 
French  brandy  with  some  peppermint  in  it ;  that  is  my  remedy." 
He  took  a  flask  out  of  a  satchel  and  did  so.  I  once  more  bade 
them  good  day  and  left  their  room.  I  was  in  a  dazed  condition 
and  went  directly  to  my  room,  locked  the  door,  went  to  bed 
and  slept  all  the  afternoon  like  a  child  on  its  mother's  breast. 
I  woke  up  at  six  o'clock,  refreshed  and  rested,  with  no  anxiety 
on  my  mind  whatever. 

When  I  arrived  at  the  theatre  that  evening  I  thought  I 
should  wait  in  the  green  room  and  sec  if  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Warren 
made  their  appearance.  About  half  past  seven  a  carriage  from 
which  they  both  alighted,  drove  up  to  the  stage  entrance.  She 
came  in  and  took  no  notice  of  me  whatever,  but  spoke  to  the 
call-boy,  saying,  "Send  the   wardrobe   lady  to   me  immediately. 
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I  occupy  the  leading  lady's  dressing-room  tonight."  I  stepped 
forward,  bowing,  and  said,  "Airs.  Warren,  I  will  show  you  the 
leading  lady's  dressing-room."  She  tossed  her  head  into  the  air 
in  a  haughty  manner,  saying,  "You  need  not  do  that,  sir,  I  know 
where  it  is."  I  thought  to  myself;  "She  is  commencing  to  look 
the   cjueen   already." 

The  wardrobe  woman  came  towards  me,  saying,  "Mr. 
Nagle,  what  in  heaven's  name  is  the  matter?  I  am  ordered  to 
attend  immediately  to  some  one  that  is  to  occupy  the  leading 
lady's  room  tonight."  I  said,  "There  is  a  Airs.  Warren  there 
who  is  to  play  the  leading  lady  in  the  tragedy  and  I  judge  you 
will  have  to  do  some  altering  to  the  waists  as  she  is  much 
smaller  than  our  leading  lady.  She  is  to  wear  her  dresses  on 
this  occasion."  She  went  to  the  dressing  room  and  they  were 
closeted  together  for  over  half  an  hour. 

The  house  was  crowded  and  the  orchestra  had  played  the 
overture  and  the  gallery  had  become  impatient.  They  were 
stamping,  whistling  and  applauding,  as  the  gallery  gods  usually 
do.  I  stepped  to  the  door  and  knocked,  saying,  "Mrs.  Warren 
are  you  ready?  The  people  are  becoming  very  impatient."  I 
heard  her  commanding  the  woman  to  open  the  door.  She 
looked  at  me  with  a  peculiar  look,  and.  Oh,  that  smile !  It 
was  the  smile  of  a  liend  in  human  shape.  She  threw  her  head 
back  and  said,  "Captain  Buridon,  I  am  not  ready;  that  is  the 
way  it  should  be  when  the  people  expect  to  see  a  real  cjueen — 
they  should  become  impatient  and  compelled  to  wait  when  they 
expect  to  see  Her  Royal  Highness  make  her  appearance." 

The  wardrobe  woman  said  in  a  low  voice  to  me  on  the  side. 
"She  is  little  ;  but.  Oh,  God  !  she  will  play  the  queen,  or  my  name 
is  not  Alar}^  Wilkes.  I  never  dressed  such  a  firebrand  in  my 
life."  I  looked  at  her  and  bowed,  with  mock  gravity,  saying, 
"Your  Highness,  when  it  is  your  wish  to  appear,  notify  us  and 
we  will  ring  the  curtain  up."  She  w-aved  her  hand  in  a  majestic 
way,  saying,  "Her  Royal  Highness  will  be  ready  in  ten  minutes ; 
see  that  my  court  is  in  waiting."  She  turned  to  the  wardrobe 
woman  and  said,  "Lady  of  the  bedchamber,  arrange  my  purple 
robe  and  see  that  you  do  it  well,  as  your  life  depends  upon  it." 
I  left  the  room,  informed  the  stage  manager  that  we  had  a  Tar- 
tar to  deal  with  tonight.       She  notified  us  in   ten   minutes  thai 
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she  was  ready  for  the  ordeal  and  to  see  to  it  that  the  ladies  and 
gentlemen  of  her  court  were  in  waiting,  ready  to  receive  her 
highness. 

We  rang  up  the  curtain.  I  was  walking  backward  and 
forward  on  the  stage  to  see  that  the  guards  were  drawn  up 
properly  in  line  when  the  trumpet  sounded  the  approach  of  the 
queen.  A  herald  walked  onto  the  stage  carrying  a  banner 
with  the  arms  of  Burgundy  upon  it.  He  cried  in  a  loud  voice, 
"The  queen  approaches'"  and  then  falls  into  line.  Her  high- 
ness appeared  in  the  center  of  the  archway,  at  the  back  of  the 
stage.  She  walked  down  until  she  reached  the  center  of  the 
stage,  attended  by  two  pages,  holding  up  her  long  train.  It 
seemed  to  me,  sir,  that  she  had  grown  a  foot  during  the  time 
since  I  last  saw  her.  She  stood  there  and  threw  her  head  up 
with  all  the  queenly  bearing  of  any  royal  personage  you  ever 
saw  on  the  stage.  She  said,  "So  my  subjects  await  my  com- 
mands. They  shall  have  them,  as  it  is  the  pleasure  of  Her 
Highness  to  see  that  her  subjects  wants  are  attended  to."  She 
turned  to  me  and  said,  "Captain  Buridon,  thou  walkest  like  a 
laggard  today,  which  is  an  insult  to  the  queen.  See  to  it,  in 
the  future,  that  her  commands  are  quickly  obeyed,  or  by  the 
gods  thy  life  shall  pay  the  forfeit.  I  am  queen  of  the  realm  that 
I  command,  and  all  that  is  connected  with  my  household  and 
others  attached  to  my  realm  shall  see  that  the  queen's  com- 
mands are  executed,  should  they  disobey  them,  by  all  the 
gods  and  saints  they  shall  lose  their  heads.  That  is  the  pen- 
alty Her  Royal  Highness  puts  upon  it."  She  spoke  the  lines 
in  such  a  highly  tragic  manner  that  I  wondered  where  the  high 
powerful  voice  came  from.  Her  appearance,  when  she  came 
upon  the  stage  in  such  a  regal  manner,  seemed  to  hush  the  au- 
dience into  quietude.  At  the  end  of  the  act,  when  the  curtain 
was  wrung  down,  the  people  called  for  her  in  such  a  manner,  it 
seemed  as  if  they  could  not  wait  until  I  led  her  before  them. 

When  she  entered  the  dressing-room,  all  her  queenly  man- 
ner left  her  and  she  commenced  to  joke  with  the  company, 
tickeling  old  Mr.  Mitchell  in  the  side,  saying,  "I  am  going  to 
keep  an  eye  on  you,  for  I  want  you  for  my  next  husband," 
which  started  us  all  to  laughing.  She  said,  "Mrs.  Wilkes,  for 
God's  sake,  come  here  and  take  some  of  this  toggery  off  of  me 
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before  I  collapse  entirely."  1  said  to  myself,  "In  the  name  of 
Heaven,  what  kind  of  a  creature  is  this !  She  comes  from  the 
sublime  down  to  the  ridiculous."  She  said,  "Papa  Warren,  I 
want  a  sandwich  and  a  glass  of  milk  right  now.  I  am  one  of 
the  kind  of  queens  that  can't  live  on  air  and  wind  pudding  all 
the  time,"  which  sent  the  company  off  into  a  laugh  again. 

Xow,  sir,  before  I  proceed  any  further,  I  wish  to  explain 
to  you  that  I  created  a  new  La  Tour  de  Nelle,  which  suited  my 
ideas  and  brought  the  play  up  to  my  way  of  thinking.  I 
changed  many  of  the  lines  and  created  others  in  their  place 
which,  I  think,  was  much  superior  to  the  original.  Aly  La 
Tour  de  Xelle  had  very  little  in  it  like  the  original. 

The  wardrobe  woman  told  me  after  the  play  was  over  that 
when  ]\Irs.  Warren  went  to  her  dressing-room  to  adorn  herself 
in  other  cjueenly  robes  for  another  act,  that  immediately  after 
she  had  adorned  her  body  in  those  queenly  dresses  you  heard  no 
more  frivolity ;  she  became  the  queen  immediately  and  com- 
manded her  to  obey  her  orders,  as  if  she  was  a  real  queen, 
and  she  one  of  her  subjects  waiting  on  her  highness. 

Xow;,  sir,  I  will  describe  a  scene  in  another  act  of  the  play. 
She  has  me  condemned  to  die  for  some  offense  that  she  thinks 
I  have  grievously  committed  ;  yet  I  do  not  know  at  the  time  why 
I  am  incarcerated  in  a  cell.  She  loves  me  with  the  love  of  a 
tigress  and  comes  in  disguise  to  pay  me  a  visit  in  my  cell  during 
my  incarceration.  She  is  covered  with  a  mantle  and  wears 
a  mask — she  making  believe  she  is  the  wife  of  one  of  the  of- 
ficers of  the  queen's  guard.  She  taunts  me  wif.h  my  love  for 
the  queen,  which  I  repudiate  by  saying  I  do  not  love  her,  I 
hate  and  despise  her  for  she  is  cruel  and  vindictive  and  has  no 
love  for  any  one  but  herself.  If  she  were  not  a  queen  she 
would  be  looked  upon  as  a  wanton.  Xow,  here  is  where  she 
arose  to  the  highest  part  of  her  tragic  acting.  Oh,  sir,  it  was 
grand,  to  see  the  revenge  working  up  in  that  body  and  brain. 
It  is  utterly  impossible  for  me  to  describe  it  to  you.  Her  hands 
commence  to  twitch  at  the  mantle.  She  tugs  at  the  folds  and 
commences  to  sway  to  and  fro  and  shake  like  an  aspen  leaf. 
Then  she  hisses  out  words  that  seem  to  come  from  a  demon 
in  hell.  She  says,  "Captain  Buridon,  would  you  like  to  look 
upon   your   assasin?"      I    tell    her    I    would,    with    all    mv    heart. 
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Then  she  throws  off  the  mantle,  snatches  off  the  mask,  stands 
there  in  all  her  royal  robes.  She  says,  (Oh,  God !  if  I  could  only 
express  it  to  you).  "Captain  Buridon,  I  love  you.  You  in- 
sulted me  and  the  tiger  has  awoke  in  my  nature ;  behold  your 
assassin  in  Margaret  of  Burgundy,  queen  of  France,  a  La  Tour 
De  Xelle." 

\Miere  all  the  power  came  from  I  cannot  tell  you,  sir ;  that 
is,  I  could  not  tell  then,  but  learned  afterwards. 

The  curtain  fell  to  a  storm  of  applause.  I  led  her  in 
front  of  the  curtain,  where  she  was  presented  with  a  beautiful 
basket  of  tlowers.  She  walked  to  the  box  and  received  them, 
came  back  to  where  I  was  standing,  saying,  "Jimmy,  you  take 
care  of  those,  as  you  are  an  old  bachelor,  and  require  something 
to  sweeten  you  up."  She  threw  off  the  royal  mantle  and  let  it 
drop  on  the  stage,  unfastened  the  court  train  and  stepped  out 
of  it.  I  thought  to  myself,  "Now,  she  has  gone  clean  mad." 
There  she  stood  in  a  white  silk  petticoat  with  lace  flounces  on  it, 
which  only  came  a  little  below  the  calf  of  her  leg.  She 
stepped  down  to  the  footlights  and  said  to  the  leader  of  the  or- 
chestra, "]\Iike,  fiddle  'Biddy  McCann.'  "  To  my  amazement, 
and  also  that  of  the  audience,  she  commenced  to  sing  and  dance 
"Biddy  McCann,  I  Belong  to  an  Irishman."  I  said  to  myself, 
"God,  almighty,  what  kind  of  a  creature  is  this?"  The  audience 
commenced  to  roar,  laugh  and  applaud.  The  boys  in  the  gal- 
lery sang  the  tune  with  her,  which  was  a  popular  one  at  that 
time.  She  danced  off  the  stage,  throwing  kisses  back  at  the 
boys.  The  applause,  stamping  and  whistling  became  some- 
thing terrific.  I  stood  there  speechless  and  could  not  move. 
It  seemed  to  me  I  had  lost  all  locomotion  or  command  of  my 
limbs.  The  people  yelled  for  her  to  come  back.  She  came 
tripping  on  the  stage  like  a  regular  burlesque  artist.  She  came 
up  to  me,  tickled  me  in  the  side,  took  hold  of  my  hand,  saying, 
"Come,  Joey,  your  mother  wants  to  wipe  your  nose ;  she  hates 
to  see  you  wiping  it  so  much  on  your  sleeve,"  which  made-  the 
people  scream  with  laughter  again.  She  led  me  off  the  stage 
as  if  I  were  a  child,  all  the  time  throwing  kisses  to  the  people. 
They  kept  hollering  for  us  both  to  come  on  again.  When  I  recov- 
ered my  senses  I  led  her  before  the  people.  I  addressed  them 
by  saying,  "Friends  of  Albany,  I  am  walking  in  a  dream."    With 
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that  she  sprang  on  to  ni\-  l)ack  Hke  a  cat,  hollering  out,  "Wag 
vour  ears,  you  old  donkey,  and  get  out  of  here  or  we  will  be  too 
late  for  supper."  ^^'ith  that  she  gives  me  a  kick  with  both  her 
feet.  You  can  imagine,  sir,  Joseph  Nagle,  one  of  the  leading 
tragedians  of  the  American  stage,  carrying  on  his  back  a  bur- 
lestjue  actress  and  could  not  help  himself.  After  she  had 
played  her  three  night's  engagement  in  which  she  was  the  queen 
of  tragedy  and  the  queen  of  burlesque,  I  presented  her  with  her 
salary  and  also  with  a  beautiful  diamond  ring  that  contained 
seven  first-water  stones  in  it.  She  thanked  me  in  such  a  way, 
as  if  it  were  a  common  thing  for  her  to  receive  diamonds  every 
day.  I  told  her  I  would  like  to  produce  Hamlet  and  have  her 
play  Ophelia.  She  said,  "Excuse  me;  I  am  near  enough  to 
mad  houses  now.  Come,  Papa  Warren,  I  want  to  get  home. 
I  am  hungry  as  a  hog  and  want  something  to  eat."  They  left 
the  theater  and  I  stood  there,  like  a  fool.  I  turned  and  said  to 
'Sirs.  Bradshaw,  "That  is  a  queer,  extraordinary  creature." 
She  said,  "Air.  Nagle,  if  you  can  name  it  properly,  you  can 
ha\'e  it."  I  bade  her  good  night  and  went  to  my  dressing- 
room.  That  will  do  for  today,  sir,  we  will  carry  it  over  to 
another  time. 

Monday,  September  30,   1901. 

I  bid  you  good  morning,  sir.  Your  air  is  sweet  and  balmy 
this  morning.  Shall  you  welcome  the  ghost  or  shall  the  ghost 
welcome  you,  seeing  that  we  are  ghosts  on  both  sides  of  life? 
That  is,  you  and  me.  We  will  bring  in  all  that  is  sweet  in 
life  so  that  it  will  overrule  that  which  is  sour  in  our  nature, 
through  our  spiritual  growth  and  the  possibility  of  obtaining 
Nirvana  so  that  we  can  bridge  what  the  ignorant  call  death. 
We  will  reach  the  standard  of  equality  finding  lodgment  in  the 
law  of  wisdom.  We  will  bring  the  power  of  reason  into  ac^-Ion 
which  will  carry  us  through  the  metempsychosis  of  life  through 
which  we  will  build  up  and  work  out  the  divinity  in  our  natures, 
life  is  the  unmasking  of  the  inner  consciousness  of  God.  When 
thoroughly  unmasked  we  find  we  are  the  equal  of  that  great 
power  called  God,  because  we  have  solved  the  riddle  and  the 
enigma  which  is  the  causation  of  life ;  that  makes  us  gods 
amongst  men.  The  womb  is  no  longer  the  hidden  recess  of 
the  dark  ages,  but  is  the  spring  of  morning,  and  at  love's  awaken- 
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ing  the  mother  becomes  glorified  through  the  light  of  truth, 
Avhich  makes  her  the  queen  of  all  living  ages.  She  is  the  true 
life  and  the  unfoldment  of  the  huamn  race.  All  gods  must 
bow  before  her.  as  she  is  the  talisman  through  all  eternity  and 
only  through  her  condition  can  we  reach  perfection.  Through 
her  condition  we  will  understand  the  true  sunlight  of  nature. 

Now,  we  will  take  up  the  life,  or  part  of  the  life  line  of  the 
Medium,  which  in  our  profession  was  called  "Puss."  Professor 
Van  Ame,  a  noted  physician  and  somewhat  of  a  dramatist,  a 
highly-gifted  medium — one  of  the  best  I  ever  met  in  life — a 
true  gentleman  and  a  generous-hearted  soul.  All  cultured  and 
elevated  minds  received  a  true  welcome  to  the  home  of  spiritual 
power,  which  he  had  built  up  to  receive  his  spirit  and  earthly 
friends.  In  that  home  spirit-power  was  daily  manifested.  A 
truer  friend  man  or  woman  never  had.  He  dramatized  a 
farce  comedy  of  high  order  called  '-The  Florance  Family."  He 
selected  a  fine  company  for  the  new  production.  The  Medium 
played  the  part  of  Mrs.  Florance,  a  high-strung  woman,  with 
a  sensitive  nature  and  a  streak  of  mirth  and  comedy  all  through 
her  composition,  or,  in  other  words,  her  natural  make-up.  She 
was  a  woman  who,  when  the  time  and  place  required  it,  could 
become  a  serious  soul  and  arise  to  the  height  of  tragedy  almost 
in  the  same  breath.  She  could  laugh  and  cry.  It  was  a  pe- 
culiar part  to  play  and  required  peculiar  conception  to  play  the 
part.  Mrs.  Florance  was  a  strange  individual  and  it  was  a 
strange  part  to  play.  Her  makeup  constituted  a  high-strung 
mind  of  versatility.  You  could  not  tell  when  she  would  burst 
out  into  a  torrent  of  passion  or  a  fit  of  laughter,  or  possibly 
would  burst  out  into  a  passion  of  tears,  through  which  you 
would  think  her  heart  would  break.  It  was  a  strange  character, 
played  by  a  sensitive,  high-strung  nature,  such  as  this  Medium 
held  in  her  little  body.  Part  of  the  time  through  the  conception 
of  this  character  and  her  high  art  she  would  have  her  audience 
either  laughing  or  crying.  Friend,  it  would  be  impossible  for 
me  to  do  justice  and  properly  describe  her  actions  in  this  part. 
Professor  Van  Ame  after  her  engagement  was  up  secured  the 
services  of  four  diiYerent  women  to  play  the  part,  but  all  were 
a  failure.  They  could  not  understand  wherein  Puss  made  such 
a  hit.       They  tried  to  discover  the  different  points  wherein  she 
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produced  such  an  effect  on  her  audience.  During  the  run,  while 
the  Little  One  was  playing  Mrs.  Florance,  it  was  a  paying  in- 
vestment for  Professor  Van  Ame.  It  was  a  creation  of  her  own 
that  none  seemed  to  understand.  The  spirits  advised  Professor 
Van  Ame  to  select  her  to  play  the  part.  I  played  Peter  Flor- 
ance, her  husband.  Before  the  piece  was  produced  I  was  ad- 
vertised as  the  star,  being  somewhat  of  a  leading  tragedian  and 
supporter  or  leading  man  of  some  of  our  most  fascinating  ac- 
tresses of  that  day,  whose  names  I  will  not  take  up  space  hero 
to  designate.  When  the  curtain  fell  on  the  first  night's  per- 
formance it  was  decided  Puss  was  the  star  of  the  comedy.  In 
her  emotional  playing  and  comedy  acting  she  carried  off  the 
laurels  of  the  piece.  She  threw  me  so  far  in  the  shade  that  I 
looked  like  an  inferior  person  playing  the  part  of  the  husband. 
I  was  a  good-sized  man  in  stature,  made  a  good  stage  appear- 
ance and  had  a  commanding  voice.  While  she  was  little  and 
almost  diminutive  in  size  alongside  of  me,  she  not  being  quite 
five  feet  in  height,  but  her  acting  arose  in  such  volume  to  the 
height  of  a  queenly  woman,  and  with  the  conception  of  that 
emotion  that  laid  in  her  nature  she  blossomed  out  above  me 
in  ever3-thing  she  did  during  the  evening,  so  that  I  had  to  ad- 
mit she  was  the  star  of  the  evening. 

Professor  A'an  Ame  tried  to  secure  her  service  through 
a  contract  for  three  months  on  the  road,  but  found  it  impossible 
as  she  was  under  contract  to  play  with  Mr.  Hooley's  Comedy 
Company.  We  went  on  the  road  to  satisfy  Professor  Van  Ame's 
curiosity,  as  the  piece  had  made  a  hit  in  the  city  of  Philadelphia 
he  thought  it  would  do  the  same  on  the  road  ;  but  when  he  had 
paid  out  about  $15,000  he  commenced  to  think  it  was  time  to 
call  us  back.  Then  he  made  the  discovery  that  the  conception 
of  Mrs.  Peter  Florance  was  a  peculiar  character.  While  wn'r- 
ing  it  up  he  no  doubt  thought  he  would  find  many  to  ])lay  the 
part,  but  alas,  he  found  he  had  made  a  wonderful  mistake,  and 
those  forthcoming  actresses  were  not  to  be  found  to  get  the 
proper  conception  of  such  a  woman,  so  he  shelved  the  manu- 
script, or  in  other  words,  put  it  away  for  safe  keeping,  went  to 
work  dramatizing  a  new  play  called  "All  for  Love,"  which  was 
produced  at  the  Saratoga  Opera  House  the  next  season,  wiih 
Puss  and  myself  in  the  leading  role,  supported  l)y  a  fine  com- 
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pany  selected  by  Professor  A'an  Ame.  He  only  rented  the 
Opera  House  for  two  weeks,  but  we  remained  ten  weeks,  as  the 
piece  was  drawing  crowded  houses.  At  the  finish  of  the  en- 
gagement Professor  Van  Ame  had  a  desire  to  take  it  on  the 
road  to  play  only  in  good-sized  cities.  ]\Ir.  Warren,  who  was 
the  husband  of  Puss — she  being  of  both  sexes,  the  female  pre- 
dominating, of  which,  I  now  understand  there  are  thousands 
distributed  throughout  the  world.  It  was  Air.  Warren's  desire 
to  have  a  new  contract  drawn  up,  as  he  was  her,  or  his,  business 
manager.  In  this  new  contract  his  demands  were  that  she 
should  receive  twenty-five  cents  on  every  dollar  that  came  in  the 
house,  or  he  would  take  Puss  back  home.  Van  Ame  had  to 
submit  to  the  demands,  and  it  turned  out  profitable  for  all 
parties.  That  is  the  last  engagement  I  ever  played  with  Puss. 
I  met  him  and  ]\Ir.  A\"arren  frequently  at  Professor  Van  Ame's 
when  in  Philadelphia.  Puss  had  endeared  himself,  or  her- 
self to  all  our  hearts.  Professor  Van  Ame  loved  that  little 
creature  very  dearly  and  often  said  to  ]Mr.  AA^arren,  "You  have 
a  wonder  in  the  person  of  the  Little  One."  My  wife  and  I 
lived  for  a  long  time  at  the  Van  Ame  home,  through  the  cour- 
tesy and  generosity  of  the  professor.  On  Sunday  evenings  a 
large  number  of  invited  friends  would  assemble  in  the  parlors, 
where  a  seance  would  be  held.  Frequently,  some  of  the  prom- 
inent mediums  would  be  present  on  those  occasions.  We  were 
always  delighted  when  we  had  the  presence  of  ]\Ir.  Warren  and 
the  Little  One.  ]\Iy  wife  would  always  say,  "Now,  we  will 
have  a  good  circle  tonight.  Puss  is  here.  Between  the  professor 
and  Puss  the  spirits  will  make  things  lively."  Those  days  Puss's 
mediumship  consisted  of  physical  manifestations,  but  now  I  see 
he  has  developed  unto  a  higher  plane  of  elevation,  and  the 
spirits  through  his  organization  teach  the  mental  and  higher 
qualities  of  the  grand  spiritual  philosophy. 

The  next  time  I  saw  Puss,  that  is,  in  a  professional  way,  he 
was  playing  at  Hooley's  Comedy  Theater  in  Chicago,  while  I 
was  starring  it  at  McVicker's.  On  a  Wednesday  morning 
Frank  Mayo,  an  actor,  called  to  see  me  at  the  theater,  we  being 
old  friends.  He  said,  "Xagle,  I  was  passing  through  Chicago 
and  discovered  by  this  n-iorning's  paper  that  this  afternoon 
Hooley's  company  gives  a  matiricc.  and  I  thought   I  would  kill 
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two  ])irds  with  one  stone — that  I  wonld  call  on  you  this  morn- 
ing- here  at  the  theater  and  attend  the  matinee  this  afternoon. 
Tliey  give  a  big  bill  this  afternoon.  'The  Florance  Family'  and 
'That  Husband  of  ]\Iine.'  There  is  a  little  friend  of  mine  in 
both  the  casts  this  afternoon.  Oh,  but  she  is  a  harnesser," 
(meaning  she  is  a  fine  dresser.)  I  said,  "Frank,  come  and  take 
lunch  with  me,  and  then  we  will  both  attend  the  matinee.  That 
little  friend  you  speak  of  is  also  a  friend  of  mine.  Mr.  Hart, 
the  comedian  boards  at  the  same  hotel  that  I  do,  and  is  also  an 
old  friend  of  many  years'  standing".  Come,  Frank,  attend  me 
and  I  will  introduce  you,  as  I  know  you  like  to  meet  old 
actors." 

~S1y.  Mayo  accompanied  me  to  lunch.  I  asked  the  head 
waiter  to  place  us  at  the  same  table  with  Mr.  Hart,  as  I  saw  he 
w^as  in  the  dining-room.  When  he  had  done  so  I  made  the  dis- 
covery that  Mr.  Hart  and  Mr.  Mayo  were  old  friends,  too,  which 
made  it  pleasant  all  around.  During  the  conversation,  Mr. 
Mayo  said,  "Hart,  I  stopped  ofT  to  call  on  Mr.  Nagle  and  also 
to  attend  the  matinee  of  your  performance.  I  see  by  the  caste 
you  have  a  little  friend  of  mine  in  the  company."  Air.  Hart  said, 
"To  whom  do  you  refer?"  Air.  Alayo  said,  "Little  Puss."  Mr. 
Hart  said,  "Oh,  you  know  her,  do  you?  Well,  let  me  tell  you, 
old  man,  she  is  a  daisy,  and  don't  you  forget  it.  She  is  a  strange 
being,  and  knows  how  to  represent  strange  characters.  She 
plays  in  the  'Florance  F'amily"  this  afternoon.  Mrs.  Florance 
is  one  of  the  most  peculiar  characters  that  I  ever  saw  represent- 
ed on  the  stage.  Mr.  Morehead  plays  the  husband,  Peter  Flor- 
ance, and  sometimes  gets  afraid  of  her,  her  acting  becomes  so 
real  that  it  makes  him  shudder.  Mayo,  old  boy,  I  have  seen 
that  man  come  ofT  the  stage  and  tremble.  He  would  say  to 
me  'That  woman  'aint  an. actress;  she  is  a  devil  in  reality.  God, 
how  I  would  hate  to  be  left  alone  in  a  room  with  her  and  do 
something  to  offend  her.  Hart,  you  ought  to  see  how  she 
hisses  her  words  at  me  and  the  fire  flashes  from  her  eyes.  She 
can't  live  long  if  she  goes  on  acting  like  this.  \\'h}\  il  will 
wear  her  physical  body  out  in  no  time.  Don't  you  see,  wdien 
she  comes  off  the  stage  how  she  collapses  into  Mr.  Hooley's 
arms.  He  is  always  there  waiting  to  catch  her  in  case  she 
should   fall   to   the    floor.'  "     He   turned   to   me   and    said,   "You 
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must  come  and  see  her  play  that  part,  and  then,  gentlemen,  after 
the  performance  is  over,  come  to  my  dressing-room  and  I  will 
see  that  you  are  introduced  to  her  in  her  green  room."  I  said, 
"'Sir.  Hart,  I  am  acquainted  with  that  person.  When  Mr.  Van 
Ame  first  produced  the  piece  she  created  the  part  of  Mrs.  Flor- 
ance,  and  I  played  the  husband,  Peter  Florance,  but  after  she 
left  the  company,  the  piece  was  a  dead  failure.  That  is  a  great 
piece  of  character  acting  that  she  does  in  that  play,  and  I  am 
in  doubt  if  there  is  another  one  on  the  stage  at  present  who 
could  assume  that  peculiar  role."  Mr.  Hart  then  said,  "She 
plays  an  entirely  opposite  role  in  'That  Husband  of  Mine'  this 
afternoon.''  He  said  then,  in  a  low  whisper,  "Gentlemen,  I  am 
told  that  that  individual  is  a  spiritual  medium,  and  plays  under 
the  influence  of  spirits.  Let  it  be  whatever  it  is,  she  is  a  strange 
creature.  You  see,  in  the  day  time  she  dresses  in  male  attire, 
but  I  am  told  for  a  number  of  years  she  lived  in  female  attire. 
A  general  in  the  Union  Army  was  her  husband.  Old  Mrs. 
^loore  tells  me  when  she  first  met  her  she  had  the  most  beauti- 
ful head  of  hair  she  ever  beheld.  This  arm}^  ofificer  had  her 
hair  cut  ofif,  dressed  her  in  boy's  clothing,  put  her  through 
the  manual  of  arms  and  drilled  her  in  such  ways  that  she  might 
get  a  man's  walk  on  her.  But  I'm  afraid  it  is  a  good  deal  of  a 
failure,  as  her  shape  and  voice  give  her  away.  Mrs.  Moore  says 
that  she  talks  a  good  deal  coarser  than  she  used  to.  The  last 
time  that  she  met  her  in  Liverpool,  England,  she  was  still  quite 
effeminate  in  her  walk  and  manners.  Gentlemen,  I  wish  you 
could  see  her  as  the  Goddess  of  Liberty,  in  the  Centennial  play 
produced  by  Mr.  Hooley,  she  displays  a  beautiful  form,  so  much 
so  that  I  do  not  blame  the  men  for  falling  in  love  with  her. 
George  Knight,  whom  you  all  know,  represented  Washington 
in  the  piece,  said  he  thought  it  was  the  finest  makeup  of  that 
kind  he  ever  saw.  Now,  gentlemen,  we  have  half  an  hour  be- 
fore the  performance  commences,  that  is,  half  an  hour  before  I 
commence  to  dress  for  said  performance.  Come  to  my  room 
and  we  will  all  have  a  sciable  glass  of  wine  and  cigar.  We 
will  drink  to  the  health  of  little  Puss.  Hers  is  an  old  body 
with  a  young  face." 

When  we  had  adjourned  to  Mr.  Hart's  room  and  were  par- 
taking of  a  sociable  glass,  Mr.   Hart  said,  "\\y  the  way.  gentle- 
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men,  I  should  judge  Mr.  \'an  Ame's  royalty  from  'The  Florance 
I'amily'  must  be  a  good  one.  We  commence  rehearsal  tomor- 
row morning  of  another  of  his  comedies,  'All  for  Love,'  which 
Mr.  Van  Ame  claims  was  a  big-  success."  I  said,  "Mr.  Hart,  I 
know  that  to  be  a  fact  for  I  played  the  leading  male  role  when 
it  was  first  produced  at  Saratoga  during  part  of  the  fashionable 
season.  Then  we  went  oit  the  road  with  it  and  coined  money 
for  the  manager.  The  Little  One's  husband,  demanded  twenty- 
five  cents  on  every  dollar  that  came  into  the  house.  Then 
she  was  in  the  hey  dey  of  her  life,  with  lots  of  vim  and  fire  in 
that  little  body."  Mr.  Hart  said,  "You  will  see  this  afternoon 
she  has  not  lost  all  that  vim  and  fire,  which  was  fully  realized 
with  a  great  deal  of  pleasure.  She  is  living  now  with  a  man 
b}'  the  name  of  Meyer,  who  runs  a  hotel.  His  first  name  I  do 
not  know  and  do  not  remember  that  I  ever  heard  it."  After 
we  had  smoked  our  cigars  we  went  to  the  theater,  met  Mr. 
Hooley,  who  was  glad  to  see  us.  He  placed  a  box  at  our  ser- 
vice. The  performance  we  enjoyed  very  much  and  discovered 
the  Little  One  had  some  of  the  old  vim  and  fire  left  yet,  which 
made  us  feel  we  had  been  paid  for  our  trouble  in  attending  the 
performance.  I  should  not  call  it  a  trouble,  but  that  is  a  way 
we  have  of  speaking  in  our  profession.  I  must  say  it  was  a 
great  pleasure  and  a  big  success. 

After  the  performance  we  met  Mr.  Moreland,  the  leading 
man.  I  said,  "How  do  you  like  playing  with  little  Puss?"  He 
said,  "If  a  man  ever  learns  to  act  it  will  be  in  playing  with  her. 
If  you  do  not  step  up  to  the  mark  and  pay  attention  to  your 
business,  God  !  you  will  think  a  cyclone  has  burst  over  you.  I 
had  rather  go  out  and  clean  up  the  streets  than  have  her  temper 
break  loose  on  me.  Of  all  the  firebrands  I  ever  met  in  the  pro- 
fession she  wears  the  medal,  but  outside  of  stage  business  she 
becomes  as  gentle  and  as  playful  as  a  kitten.  Old  man  Hooley 
thinks  she  controls  the  planet  and  all  that's  on  it.  She  has 
played  for  him  ofif  and  on  for  a  good  many  years.  What  I 
mean  by  off  and  on,  she  has  played  at  his  stationary  theater 
for  a  number  of  years  and  also  on  the  road.  When  the  old  man 
is  going  to  produce  anything  new,  if  she  is  only  in  it  he  thinks 
it  is  safe  and  good  for  some  time." 

As   we   were  leaving  the   green   room    we   met    iMr.   Hoolev 
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in  the  lobby  of  the  theater.  I  said,  in  the  way  of  a  joke,  "]\Ir. 
Hooley,  you  will  have  to  let  me  have  Puss  for  a  little  while,  as 
I  am  going  to  produce  a  new  play."  He  said,  "Not  much,  if  the 
old  man  knows  himself,  and  I  think  he  does  just  about  this  time. 
She  opens  in  a  new  Comedy  next  week,  that  is  new  for  Chicago. 
Excuse  me,  gentlemen,  I  mean  he  ;  it  wears  pants  now  in  the 
daytime  and  thinks  he  is  the  biggest  man  in  the  theater.  You 
would  think  so,  gentlemen,  if  you  heard  him  some  morning 
hauling  me  over  the  coals,  and  red,  hot  ones,  at  that,  for  a  bad 
manager  and  a  bad  second  violin  player.  You  see  it  is  this 
way,  gentlemen,  when  I  first  came  to  America,  I  was  a  musician 
and  the  leader  of  an  orchestra,  when  the  Little  One  gets  mad, 
that  is,  when  things  don't  suit  him  and  he  want's  lots  of  room 
to  fire  ofT  in,  if  I  should  happen  to  interfere  and  try  to  adjust 
things  to  their  proper  place,  and  it  doesn't  happen  to  strike  him 
right,  that  is  the  advice  I  get,  gentlemen,  he  turns  on  me  with 
all  the  fury  that  has  been  put  up  in  that  little  body.  He  cries 
out,  'You  God  forsaken  bad  violin  pla3^er,  what  do  )^ou  know 
about  it,'  and  orders  me  ofif  the  stage,  telling  me  to  go  to  my 
office  and  pick  my  teeth  and  try  and  get  some  sense  in  my  old 
head,"  which  sent  us  off  into  a  big  roar  of  laughter.  Mr.  Hart 
said,  "Gentlemen,  Oh,  she  is  a  daisy  when  she  starts  out  to  do 
things  up,  but,  God  bless  her,  we  all  love  her.  She  has  a  little 
body  but  a  big  soul."  That  was  the  last  time  I  ever  saw  your 
little  Aledium  while  I  lived  in  a  physical  body.  She  w^as  a 
strange  creature  to  me  and  all  those  who  came  in  contact  with 
her.  You  couldn't  help  loving  her  for  her  generosity  knew  no 
bound: 

When  we  left  the  theater,  Frank  Mayo  said  to  me,  "That 
strange  creature  makes  lots  of  money,  but  she  will  never  be- 
come wealthy.  I  feel  that  there  is  other  work  for  her  outside 
of  the  theater  and  a  hard  road  to  travel  it  will  be.  1  cannot 
tell  why  it  is,  Xagle,  but  I  feel  there  is  another  field  for  her 
to  work  in,  in  which  she  will  become  one  of  the  leading  lights. 
Be  it  he  or  she,  her  ])ath  is  marked  out.  Mark  what  I  say,  'She 
will  be  a  picjneer  in  this  work  in  a  western  home,  wherever  that 
may  be.'  When  I  held  her  hand  today  there  came  over  me  a 
peculiar  feeling,  and  it  was  a  sad  one.  I  said  to  myself,  'This 
creature's   suffering   is   not   over.      She   must   go  on   to   the   end 
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before  she  lays  down  her  physical  body.'  But  the  greatest  sur- 
prise of  all,  sir,  is  that  she  has  lived  almost  to  the  age  of  seventy- 
three.  When  I  looked  at  her  body  lying  on  this  couch  and  I 
controlling  her  organ  of  speech,  to  me  it  is  one  of  nature's 
wonders  wrought  out  by  a  spiritual  condition,  through  which 
I  manifest  in  giving  a  communication  for  your  valuable  book. 
Where  is  the  luster  and  fire  that  those  dim  eyes  once  held? 
Where?  Would  you  ask  me.  It  is  held  by  the  spirit  for  an- 
other embodiment  in  which  she  will  give  to  the  world  that 
fire  through  the  production  of  her  pen.  It  will  stab  and  go 
to  the  heart  like  a  dagger  of  cold  steel.  There  it  will  cause  a 
friction  to  light  up  a  flame  of  human  reason  that  will  set  the 
pendulum  of  thought  agoing,  wherein  the  human  mind  will 
reason  out  things  for  itself.  She  will  teach  it  to  defy  all  super- 
stition and  rise  above  it,  on  the  plane  of  spiritual  thought, 
wherein  true  reasoning  power  is  found.  Her  work  will  elevate 
the  mind,  and  bring  to  bear  the  kingdom  of  God  through  the 
natural  law  of  love  to  the  human  family.  Anyone  who  shall 
read  her  works  will  wake  up  to  a  new  life  and  a  new  way  of 
thinking.  She  will  work  out  the  unfoldment  of  that  which  is 
within  the  power  of  reason.  She  will  bring  to  the  soul  a  true 
living  God — not  the  dead  issue  of  a  man  God — wherein  has 
laid  for  centuries  the  distinction  and  higher  growth  of  the 
spiritual  mind.  All  will  be  inculcated  in  the  living  truth. 
There  is  no  man-made  religion  that  can  compare  with  the 
highest  truth  of  a  natural  existence.  Those  old  legends  and 
fables  called  "the  word  of  God"  in  that  superanuated  book 
called  the  Old  Testament,  that  is  hung  around  the  neck  like  a 
dead  lock  to  human  reason,  will  quail  and  pass  away  before  the 
work  of  her  pen. 

Oh,  destiny!  destiny!  Thou  hast  a  worl.;  in  store  for  this 
creature.  See  to  it  that  she  does  it  well.  Let  her  burst  the 
last  buckle  off  the  belt  of  superstition  that  has  held  the  girt  of 
the  human  body  under  a  pall  of  delusion.  Let  the  scales  of 
the  human  body  open  up  in  order  that  the  mind  may  force  out 
the  gangrene  of  rotten  religion.  May  her  pen  purify  both 
mind,  soul  and  body  that  it  will  become  elevated  and  live  on  a 
normal  plane  of  vitality  and  common  reason,  which  is  within 
the  grasp  of  all  human  nature.       I  leave  my  love  for  little  Puss 


344        THE  LIFE  OF  LITTLE  JUSTIN  HULBURD 

who  looks  old  in  body  and  yet  is  young"  in  spirit,  which  the 
future  will  testify.  I  thank  aou,  sir,  for  taking  down  my  com- 
munication, and  will  bid  you  good  day.  We  do  not  say  good- 
bye, for  their  is  no  such  thing.  I  think  you  live  "in  a  beautiful 
spot. 


Prof.  William  Van  Ame 

Chapter  XXIII 


Tuesday,  October  1,  1901. 

Good  morning-,  friend.  I  would  say  that  day  is  young  yet. 
Would  you  like  to  know  my  opinion  of  this  planet?  Well,  sir, 
it  is  a  hospital — a  home  of  correction  and  a  sanitarium  for  the 
human  race.  The  human  race  is  placed  on  this  planet  to  pass 
through  a  condition  in  which  it  must  take  on  all  the  ills,  sor- 
rows and  joys  of  life.  It  is  a  school  wherein  the  human  in- 
tellect develops  and  becomes  educated.  They  are  placed  on 
this  planet  to  build  up  a  Karma  in  the  growth  of  human  sense. 
If  they  wish  to  reach  Nirvana  they  must,  through  the  divinity 
and  self-satisfaction  of  their  own  lives,  grow  to  perfection,  or, 
in  other  words,  the  angelhood  of  men  and  women.  Life  is  a 
bark  on  which  all  must  sail  along  from  childhood  until  they 
reach  old  age  in  the  physical  body.  The  human  entity  they 
learn  to  spread  out  with  all  the  vigor  of  wonaanhood  and  man- 
hood. During  the  voyage  some  become  weak-minded  and  im- 
beciles, while  others  take  on  the  strong  vigor  of  nature's  man- 
hood and  womanhood.  They  are  only  children  of  a  day's 
growth,  and  that  day  consists  of  each  embodiment.  Through 
these  embodiments  we  are  educated  so  that  we  may  understand 
there  is  a  force  in  nature  called  the  law  of  reason  which  brings 
the  human  race  out  of  the  depths  of  superstition  and  humiliation. 
^\'hen  they  thoroughly  understand  this  power  and  husband  it. 
then  they  commence  to  think  for  themselves.  They  find  there 
is  a  rational  condition  located  in  the  lobe  cells  of  the  brain 
which  is  a  minister  to  all  the  vital  actions  of  their  manhooil 
and  womanhood.  Then  they  understand  the  origin  of  human 
growth  and  by  nature's  laws  and  the  higher  elements  and  i)rin- 
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ciples  of  these  laws.  \Mien  they  have  learned  to  divine  and 
control  these  laws  in  nature  they  become  the  masters  of  the 
situation.  They  discover,  then,  that  they  had  been  living  in  the 
midst  of  a  problem  and  to  solve  that  problem  they  had  to  com- 
mence to  think  for  themselves.  In  so  doing  they  had  to  lay 
dside  all  visionary  conditions  of  a  miraculous  element  that  seem 
to  impregnate  the  human  mind.  They  discover  through  their 
six  senses  there  is  no  such  thing  as  a  miracle.  When  they  are 
fully  aware  that  there  is  a  seventh  sense  awaiting  development 
then  they  are  reasoning  out  that  the  kingdom  of  the  so-called 
God — I  mean  by  that,  the  controlling  power  of  the  universe — 
unified  in  all  life,  that  kingdom  lies  in  the  soul  of  the  children 
of  earth.  AMien  they  have  outgrown  the  superstition  that 
preaching  priesthood  and  .parrots  of  pulpit  oratory  had  laid 
the  foundation  of  long  ago,  through  this  higher  growth  of  the 
soul,  they  will  throw  all  such  bosh  to  the  winds.  They  will 
build  their  foundation  on  true  science,  the  science  that  conveys 
all  human  intellect.  They  will  throw  to  the  winds  this  delusion 
of  a  nightmare  called  the  Christian  religion — the  bugbear  of 
human  progress.  No  man-made  religion  or  man-made  gods 
will  hold  part  of  their  intellect  then.  They  will  find  evolution 
is  a  beautiful  God  that  invites  them  forth  to  view  nature's 
beautiful  sunlight.  They  will  fortify  their  manhood  and 
womanhood  against  all  intruders  that  come  in  the  guise  of  so- 
called  preachers  of  the  gospel.  They  will  learn  to  drive  forth 
from  their  minds  the  low,  degrading  thoughts  of  this  Christian 
God  that  has  built  up  his  religion  through  the  filthy  condition 
of  Jewish  legends  where  the  beloved  characters  of  such  history 
are  degraded  Mormons  of  the  worst  kind.  Those  low,  filthy 
expressions  called  the  word  of  God  are  a  humiliating  disgrace 
to  manhc:)od  and  womanhood.  Out  upon  it  for  a  viper  of  incest 
that  no  moral  intellect  can  tolerate.  It  is  bestial  in  all  its  ex- 
pressions, and  if  these  words  and  thoughts  are  the  manufactur- 
ing of  this  Christian  God  he  is  only  fit  to  god  it  over  a  low 
brothel  house  of  prostitution. 

I  hope  the  day  is  not  far  distant  when  there  will  be  a  law 
in  our  nation  that  will  bring  to  bear  a  ])enalty  through  which 
there  will  ])q  an  incarceration  of  individuals  selling  or  giving 
away  this  filthy  book  called,  the  Old  Testament.       Any  father  or 
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mother  discovered  reading  said  filthy  book  to  their  children 
should  be  sent  to  prison  and  pay  a  fine  for  reading  this  demor- 
alizing book  called  "The  Word  of  God,"  which  has  been  the 
cause  of  more  prostitution  and  young  men  leaving  the  paths  of 
virtue  and  morality  than  any  other  publication  in  the  world. 
When  your  churches  shall  become  the  temples  of  science  then 
you  will  have  a  better  class  of  men  and  women.  By  studying 
ihe  heavenly  bodies  in  nature,  they  will  outgrow  the  curse  that 
has  been  hanging"  to  their  soiled  garments,  soiled  through  ig- 
norance and  superstition.  Science  will  produce  an  emetic  that 
will  tickle  the  palate  of  the  conscience  and  they  will  vomit  up 
the  corruption  that  priestcraft  had  planted  there  for  generations. 
Oh,  wisdom,  wisdom,  thou  king  of  laws;  make  men  and  women 
wise,  through  thy  power  of  wisdom.  Give  to  their  souls  a 
light  that  they  may  see  how  blindly  they  have  been  led  by  the 
cunning  devices  of  popery  and  priestcraft.  Those  shallow 
servants  called  Protestant  ministers  are  but  the  lackies  and 
outgrowth  of  this  cursed  popery.  Oh,  thou  sunlight  of  nature 
divine,  for  the  human  races  higher  walks  in  life,  that  they  may 
in  time  understand  how  to  throw  the  hoods  of  their  mantles  over 
their  heads  and  faces^  that  it  may  shade  them  from  the  past 
decreptitude  and  deformity  of  a  curse  called  man-made  religion, 
wherein  the  difl^erent  races  and  sexes  of  people  hate  each  other 
because  their  Gods  do  not  harmonize.  It  is  built  up  on  hy- 
pocrisy and  self-laudation.  Each  other  has  become  the  enemy 
of  their  condition  through  the  curse  that  has  been  placed  upon 
them. 

I  believe  and  have  faith  in  my  God.  The  world  is  not 
growing  worse,  as  many  say,  but  much  better  than  it  had  been, 
for  men  and  women  are  thinking,  now  since  the  gates  of  spiritual 
divinity  have  been  opened  to  them.  They  now  understand  that 
if  they  prepare  their  lives  for  their  condition  their  loved  ones 
can  communicate  with  them.  Oh,  it  is  a  glorious  thing  to  know 
that  life  eternal  and  death  is  wiped  out  by  the  law  of  common 
sense  and  the  bridge  between  earth  and  spirit  life  is  glorified 
by  the  communicating  spirits  that  come  to  earth's  children  who 
are  passing  a  day  in  an  embodiment.  Men  and  women  may 
in  theological  seminaries  and  colleges.  There  is  only  one  way 
]ireach  from   all  the  manuscripts  and  books  that  they  may  find 
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that  the  Hght  of  truth  comes  to  the  reasoning  mind  and  that  is 
because  our  loved  ones  are  holding-  the  spirit  gates  ajar.  When 
the  little,  tiny  rap  came  as  a  light  to  the  human  soul,  it  built 
up  a  tower  and  beacon  light  to  the  human  race.  Its  rays  have 
gone  forth  among  all  races  and  nations  telling  them  life  is  ever- 
lasting. The  only  way  to  salvation  is  through  the  power  of 
truth  sent  as  a  warning  to  the  human  race.  Beware  of  false 
teachers !  Beware~  of  false  prophets  in  so-called  servants  of 
God.  They  wear  masks  to  betray  the  human  race.  Beware  of 
neophytes  called  disciples  of  this  God.  Beware  of  everything 
that  cannot  give  you  a  truthful  manifestation,  satisfactory  to 
vour  own  intelect.  All  men  and  women  if  they  only  properly 
understood  their  is  a  law  that  governs  spiritual  intercourse,  or, 
in  other  words,  spiritual  communication  that  comes  in  rapport 
with  the  loved  ones.  It  is  the  law  of  truth.  Let  the  human 
family  understand  and  study  the  law  of  truth  and  perfection. 
Each  one  will  become  a  medium  and  a  law  unto  himself.  Then 
earth  will  become  beautiful  through  the  truth  of  spiritual- 
ity. AVe  are  working  hard  on  our  side  to  bring  this  law  and 
force  into  practice.  The  day  will  come  when  those  living  in  a 
spiritual  body  and  those  living  in  a  physical  body  will  sing  their 
songs  of  praise  together  and  each  voice  will  be  heard  distinctly 
by  the  listeners. 

Your  friends  walk  with  you  constantly,  side  by  side  through 
the  paths  of  life,  but  in  consequence  of  the  superstition  you  have 
taken  in  your  mother's  milk  through  that  curse  called  priest- 
craft and  religion  your  spiritual  sight  has  become  blinded,  and  only 
through  your  love,  charity  and  spiritual  development  will  it  be 
opened  up  to  your  age,  so  that  you  can  devine  and  communicate 
with  your  spiritual  friends.  Through  each  embodiment  you  are 
working  out  and  unfolding  that  which  holds  you  down  in  the 
lethargy  of  superstition.  The  vitality  in  the  human  race  and  in 
the  fatherhood  of  man  is  waking  up  to  a  higher  sense  through 
which  you  will  banish  the  curse  called  religion.  You  will  be 
educated  in  the  true  knowledge  called  the  perfect  God,  which 
is  the  manifestation  of  natural  life  senses.  The  coronal  region 
of  the  brain  shall  be  set  into  active  working  through  a  motive 
power  called  intelligence,  which  will  transmit  reason  to  the 
frfjntal    organ    and    from    there    will    communicate    with    speech. 
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A\'hen  you  have  collected  these  forces  and  refined  and  elevated 
them  through  a  true  sense  of  morality  commonly  called  intel- 
ligent reason,  then  you  have  generated  a  sensibility  through 
which  you  can  work  out  a  deification  that  will  become  satis- 
factory to  the  whole  human  race.  The  organ  of  speech 
through  its  vocal  powers  will  express  the  minor  consciousness 
of  the  God  of  Reason  which  means  Truth,  the  light  and  torch- 
bearer  of  the  futurity  of  the  coming  races  that  will  not  accept 
or  believe  in  anything  that  is  not  thoroughly  manifested  to 
their  reasoning  conscience.  All  humbuggery  and  priestcraft 
foppery  will-  be  cast  aside  with  the  delusion  and  ignorance  of 
past  antique  ages.  You  cannot  shut  up  truth  that  produces 
facts.  It  is  the  guiding  star  of  spiritual  intellect.  It  forms 
and  fashions  memory  from  the  outgrowth  of  the  higher  divinity 
in  nature  which  is  manifested  and  unfolded  to  men's  reason. 
You  may  try  to  dam  up  a  stream  but  it  will  force  its  way  through- 
out some  conditions.  It  is  the  same  with  the  law  of  wisdom  and 
reason.  You  may  hold  it  in  check  for  a  time.  It  will  burst  the 
bands  and  destroy  the  meshes  of  the  web  that  tries  to  hold  it 
in  check  through  the  teachings  of  superstition  and  unnatural 
government ;  it  will  awake  in  time  and  then  view  the  morning 
sun  in  all  its  glory.  It  will  sing  the  praises  of  freedom  and  kiss 
the  violet  breath  of  Heaven. 

The  philosophy  of  Spiritualism  has  become  to  some  a  mock- 
ery. Why?  Through  the  conditions  of  men  and  women  in- 
terviewing mountebanks  and  fakes  calling  themselves  spiritual 
mediums,  claiming  to  hold  communication  with  departed  spirits. 
The  worst  fraud  of  that  kind  that  I  ever  met  was  a  so-called 
servant  or  disciple  of  this  so-called  Christian  God.  He  was  at 
one  time  called  Rev.  Dr.  Fletcher,  and  claimed  to  hail  from  Eng- 
land. I  interviewed  him,  expecting  to  receive  some  communi- 
cation from  my  loved  one.  When  I  entered  his  apartment  he 
looked  me  all  over  and  finally  said,  "You  are  a  minister."  I  said 
I  was.  Then  he  said,  "You  do  not  believe  in  this  philosophv." 
I  said,  "What  philosophy?"  "In  the  philosophy  where  the  dead 
are  supposed  to  return."  I  said,  "But  I  do  believe  in  it."  He 
laughed,  and  said,  "You  are  a  bigger  fool  than  I  took  you  for." 
I  said,  "Sir,  are  you  not  a  spiritual  medium?"  He  said,  "No; 
and  you  know  it  too."     I  said,  "I  know  nothing  of  the  kind.       I 
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never  met  you  before."  He  said,  "Ah  !  here  let  us  understand 
each  other.  This  thing'  is  a  humbug.  Preaching  wasn't  pay- 
ing and  I  learned  a  few  tricks  of  legerdemain  and  practiced  ven- 
triloquism. This  humbuggery  pays  better  than  anything  I  ever 
got  out  of  Christian  preaching."  I  turned  on  him  and  thought 
I  would  strike  him.  I  had  already  caught  hold  of  his  coat  col- 
lar when  I  thought  better  of  it.  I  let  go  and  addressed  him 
thus.  "You  scoundrel  in  human  form.  You  fiend  dressed  up  in 
Ijroadcloth ;  you  are  a  viper  and  disgrace  to  your  Christian  be- 
lief and  now  profess  to  be  a  medium  holding  communication 
between  the  earth  life  and  the  spirit  life.  You  accursed  reptile, 
I  am  not  the  Christian  minister  you  take  me  for.  I  am  a  dis- 
tributer of  medicine  and  minister  to  the  sick  in  both  body  and 
soul.  I  am  Dr.  Van  Ame,  of  this  city,  a  medical  practitioner 
and  surgeon ;  also  a  professor  of  a  medical  college.  I  am  a 
spiritual  medium  and  live  in  the  realm  of  intercourse  that  be- 
longs to  that  beautiful  spirit  world.  I  came  here  hoping  to  find 
a  genuine  medium  in  the  person  of  this  male  wanton  that  stands 
before  me.  formed  and  fashioned  like  a  man ;  but  in  place  of 
finding  a  man  I  find  a  degraded  beast,  whose  whole  soul,  nature 
and  makeup  is  sensuality,  lusting  after  the  fleshpots  of  Egypt. 
You  are  like  many  of  the  scoundrels  that  have  worn  the  garb 
of  a  preacher.  All  your  manhood  seems  to  grovel  in  a  low 
base  plane  of  prostitution.  You  not  only  prostitute  in  the  po- 
sition you  held  in  Christianity,  but  now  you  prostitute  a  phi- 
losophy, or  would  do  so,  if  you  could,  called  spiritual  communi- 
cation ;  but  thank  the  true,  living  Power  of  Spiritual  reality,  it 
is  beyond  your  slimy  clutches.  You  low  Christian  dog.  I 
give  you  one  hour  to  leave  this  city,  or  I  will  hand  you  over  to 
a  police  court  to  deal  with  you,  as  you  should  be  dealt  with. 
P>ut,  upon  second  thought,  I  will  act  the  part  of  the'  good  Sa- 
maritan, and  ap])ly  to  your  demoralized  manhood  a  healing  balm 
which,  I  hope,  will  be  an  outward  application  as  well  as  an  in- 
ternal remedy.  Thou  Thing  that  bears  the  name  of  Fletcher — 
a  disgrace  to  your  family  and  race  that  you  came  from — now 
listen  to  me,  you  consecrated  piece  of  putrification,  whose  gan- 
grene is  poison  to  all  that  come  in  contact  with  you.  This  grand 
Si)iritual  i>hilr)sophy  is  a  'iVulh  higher  than  man-made  religion, 
and    will   be   a    messenger   of   ])cace   througliout    all   ages.        Our 
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loved  ones  do  return  and  communicate  with  us.  They  tell  us 
there  is  no  such  thing  as  death — it  is  only  the  laying'  down  of 
an  old  garment,  casting  it  aside  for  a  new  one  that  you  put  on 
in  the  New  Jerusalem.  True  genuine  mediums  are  the  chan- 
nel through  which  we  receive  these  true  Spiritual  manifstations. 
I  w'as  cast  in  one  of  the  molds  that  bear  the  channel  throughout 
this  embodiment.  I  see  by  the  spirit  power  that  surrounds  me 
that  your  grandfather  was  hung  on  a  scaffold  for  living  the  life 
of  a  low  criminal.  You  inherit  these  sad  conditions.  ]\Iay  the 
God  of  all  gods,  Truth,  have  mercy  on  you  and  try  and  kindle 
the  flame  of  true  manhood  in  your  soul.  Now,  go  your  way, 
and  I  hope  you  will  become  a  better  man.  Alay  some  elevated 
spirit  guard  and  protect  you  through  life,  you  unfortunate  atom, 
thrown  into  space,  who  has  become  a  curse  to  manhood.  Now, 
let  the  light  of  truth  awaken  what  little  reason  is  in  your  make- 
up. Remember,  if  you  do  not  change  your  ways,  the  doors  of 
the  state's  prison  w'ill  open  for  you,  then  close  behind  you, 
shutting  you  out  -from  the  world's  gaze,  but  not  from  that  All- 
seeing  Eye — the  eye  of  Truth —  the  greatest  God  we  know  of." 

Friend  Hulburd,  he  fell  at  my  feet,  weeping  like  a  child.  I 
stooped  down  and  picked  him  up.  Held  him  to  my  breast, 
clasped  my  arms  around  him  with  the  arms  of  motherhood,  say- 
ing. "Now,  my  unfortunate  brother,  there  is  a  light  of  Truth 
w-aiting  for  you ;  grasp  it  and  be  a  man.  He  laid  his  head  upon 
my  shoulder  and  cried  as  if  his  heart  would  break.  He  grasped 
my  hand,  saying,  "Doctor  Van  Ame,  you  have  brought  to  me 
the  light  of  Truth,  and,  so  help  me  God,  as  I  have  been  one  of 
his  weak  children,  I  wall  follow  that  light,  the  light  of  Truth,  and 
become  a  man.  From  that  minute  he  became  a  reformed  in- 
dividual and  was  one  of  the  grandest  workers  in  our  true  Spirit- 
ual Philosophy  that  I  ever  knew.  He  opened  a  school  for  the 
education  of  young  men  and  to  prepare  them  for  college.  I 
thank  God  of  all  Gods.  The  generator  of  life  creates  w-ell.  He 
creates  a  powxr  in  the  human  family,  teaching  them  that  Truth 
is  the  best  paymaster  at  last. 

Allow  me  to  tell  you,  friend  Hulburd,  before  w^e  enter  into 
part  of  the  medium's  life.  I  met  you  when  living  in  the  physical 
form  in  the  city  of  Cleveland,  Ohio.  I  was  called  there  in  person 
through   the   agency  of  the   telegraph   to   consult    with   another 
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physician  on  the  case  of  a  man  who  bore  the  name  of  Merwin. 
AMiile  there  in  the  city  of  Cleveland,  I  was  introduced  to  you 
in  person  by  a  gentleman  who  bore  the  name  of  Adams,  at  the 
establishment  kept  by  a  man  who  bore  the  name  of  Joseph 
Richards.  So  you  see  by  that  method  of  introduction  we  are 
not  entirely  strangers.  I  was  in  the  habit  of  being  called  by 
telegraph  to  appear  in  person  at  several  of  your  western  towns 
or  cities  for  the  purpose  of  holding  consultation  with  other 
physicians  when  their  medical  tuition  and  practice  could  not 
aid  in  helping  them  out  to  unravel  the  mystery  of  disease ;  they 
sent  for  me  and  we  laid  all  medical  education  one  side.  I  en- 
tered into  the  clairvoyant  state,  located  the  disease,  wrote  out 
the  prescription,  and  with  the  aid  of  my  strong  psychical  powers 
brought  in  rapport  with  spiritual  action,  in  which  I  threw  off 
the  disease  by  the  power  of  manifestation  over  the  physical  body 
I  brought  the  force  of  physical  magnetism  into  play  charged 
with  a  strong  current  of  spiritual  magnetism  that  acted  as  doc- 
tor. When  the  patient  had  fully  recovered  a  bill  was  presented 
for  renumeration  in  the  hard  work  of  consultation.  We,  in  the 
physical  body  shared  equal  of  the  proceeds  while  the  spirits  per- 
formed the  cure.  Do  you  forget,  friend,  I  always  gave  them 
the  credit  for  what  they  had  done ;  but  you  know  w^e  were  mor- 
tals and  lived  in  a  physical  body  and  that  physical  body  had 
wants  that  must  be  supplied.  Therefore,  we  required  money 
to  furnish  those  supplies. 

Now,  we  will  take  up  one  of  the  little  lines  that  played  a 
part  in  the  principal  lifetime  of  the  medium.  His  life  line  had 
many  little  branches  running  out  North,  South,  East  and  West. 
I  will  try  to  unravel  one  of  these  lines  so  specified,  that  the  hu- 
man intellect  can  comprehend.  Some  call  it  a  mystery  or  a 
mysterious  condition  in  life.  There  was  no  mystery  attached 
to  it  whatever.  Ft  was  all  a  reality  in  human  experience.  (Ra|3.) 
You  may  put  down  the  spirit  rap  acciuicsced  in  what  I  said,  that 
is  the  spirit  rap  you  just  heard.  The  ignorance  and  superstition 
of  the  human  race  ])revcnted  them  from  understanding  it  was 
one  of  the  natural  lines  in  life.  'I'hcre  is  no  such  thing  as  a 
miracle.  All  conditifjiis  lay — that  takes  place  in  life — within 
the  laws  of  nature.  If  it  were  not  so,  there  would  be  no  result 
from    this   great    cffccl    that    is    brought    to   bear   on    the    human 
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family.  When  conception  took  place  in  the  womb  of  tlie 
mother  placed  there  by  the  seed  of  the  father,  there  is  a  guardian 
spirit  selected  in  such  a  case  as  this  to  lead  this  individual 
through  life  that  is  going-  to  take  on  an  embodiment.  All  i)lan- 
ets  that  come  in  rapport  with  your  earth  planet  have  an  effect 
upon  the  child  in  the  mother's  womb,  as  it  came  to  pass  in  this 
case. 

The  child  called  Justin  by  the  people  of  the  world  was  a 
natural  born  medium,  looked  upon  by  the  human  race  as  a 
strange  being  and  an  uncanny  creature  to  hold  speech  with.  I 
remember  when  we  were  both  children,  my  parents  forbade  me 
to  hold  speech  with  him,  or  she.  At  that  time  it  was  dressed 
in  little  petticoats,  with  long,  curly  hair  hanging  down  its  back. 
It  had  little  frizzy  ringlets  all  over  the  top  of  its  head,  which  the 
people  called  devil's  knots,  and  when  he  became  angry,  or  she, 
as  some  people  called  it,  and  the  fire  snapped  from  those  eyes 
and  the  ringlets  shook  and  snapped  on  the  top  of  that  saucy  head, 
then  we  fled  in  terror,  for  we  thought  that  wicked  creature  was 
working  up  some  evil  spell,  so  we  had  been  t61d  by  our  devout 
Christian  parents,  wdiose  ignorant  ideas  were  many.  I  knew 
him  there  as  a  child  to  make  predictions  and  they  would  come 
to  pass,  or  in  other  words,  be  fulfilled  to  the  letter. 

I  remember  one  day  a  number  of  us  children  were  standing 
on  the  bank  of  the  ri\er  when  this  individual  came  toward  us. 
He  spoke  then  in  broken  English,  saying,  "Canna  ye  see  the  l)oat 
ganging  doon?"  pointing  to  a  boat  out  on  the  rix'er  which  con- 
tained a  number  of  people  singing  songs  and  playing  on  instru- 
ments. We  children  standing  on  the  bank  were  delighted  with 
their  music.  A\'e  listeed  to  their  singing  and  watched  the  boat 
glide  along  the  water,  when  all  of  a  sudden  it  was  drawn  into  a 
whirlpool  and  sank  out  of  sight.  All  the  people  were  lost,  that 
is  what  you  call  drowned.  We  fled  in  terror,  screaming.  ( )ur 
screams  brought  older  people  out  to  see  what  was  the  matter. 
W'e  told  them  that  the  witch  had  worked  a  spell  on  a  boat. 
There  was  a  boat  out  on  the  river  with  people  in  it.  singing, 
when  the  little  witch  pointed  at  it,  it  sank  out  of  sight  and  all 
were  drowned.  They  fell  to  and  beat  the  child  unmercifully. 
When   thev   had   finished   beating  him    he   stood   there    with   the 
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fire  of  a  tiger  in  his  eyes  and  damned  them  for  a  lot  of  low 
brutes,  saying,  "I  wish  I  was  back  hame  wi"  me  auld  grand- 
fayther.  He's  aw  that  loves  me  noo.  I  hate  ye  aw,  ye  dinna 
ken  the  truth  when  ye  see  it."  Little  then  did  I  think  that  I, 
too,  was  a  medium,  and  that  in  after  life  it  would  demonstrate 
itself  to  the  public  through  my  mediumship  as  a  physician. 

The  people  that  the  Little  One  lived  with  did  not  seem  to 
care  much  for  him,  so  their  actions  showed  to  other  people.  It 
was  a  whim  of  his  foster  mother  claiming  to  have  kept  a  prom- 
ise. To  a  certain  extent  she  blighted  his  little  life  by  bringing 
him  away  across  the  sea  from  the  love  of  an  old  grandfather  that 
the  child  yearned  to  go  back  to ;  but  fate  had  otherwise  decreed 
it.  He  had  to  come  to  those  shores  to  fulfill  a  part  in  the  up- 
building of  our  nation  by  bringing  the  black  race  out  of  bond- 
age. 

Xow,  I  will  describe  him  as  I  remember  him.  He  was  very 
small  of  stature,  moulded  in  what  I  would  call  a  perfect  mould. 
He  had  the  smallest  hands  and  feet,  for  a  child,  I  ever  saw.  His 
features  were  quite  small  and  regular.  He  had  long  hair  that 
fell  to  the  bottom  of  his  dresses.  We  children  would  often 
catch  a  hold  of  it  and  drag  him  around  this  way  and  that.  He 
was  only  a  witch  and  did  not  amount  to  anything,  as  the  cursed 
Christian  religion  had  taught  us.  He  had  a  mouth  full  of  pearly 
teeth,  such  as  you  seldom  ever  saw,  and,  oh,  such  eyes !  They 
seemed  to  look  you  through  at  the  first  glance.  The  people 
held  him  in  abhorance  and  hated  to  have  him  come  near  them. 
They  were  afraid  that  he  would  cast  a  spell  upon  them  and  that 
his  beauty  was  the  beauty  of  the  devil,  to  turn  people  to  de- 
struction, and  when  at  night  we  said  our  evening  prayers,  our 
parents  taught  us  to  pray  to  God  to  bring  some  terrible  disease 
upon  him  that  he  might  be  taken  out  of  the  body  and  go  to  hell 
with  the  devil  and  his  imps,  where  he  belonged.  ^^'e  will  dis- 
.continue  lor  a  time. 

Wednesday,  October  2,   1901. 

I  would  hold  speech  with  you,  brother,  not  only  a  brotherly 
acquaintance  in  earth  form  but  in  knighthood.  I  see  that  you 
can  drink  to  the  seventh  libation,  but  when  you  enter  our  spirit 
temple   we   will   drink  the  morning  dew  of  real   life.       We  will 
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not  cross  our  swords,  but  cross  our  thoughts,  and  when  we 
have  understood  the  true  sense  of  Sir  Knighthood,  we  will  look 
toward  the  morning  star  and  pronounce,  "It  is  finished."  Then 
we  become  true  knights  in  the  army  of  Truth. 

I  do  not  see,  brother  how  people  who  claim  to  be  enlight- 
ened can  accept  that  disgusting  abortion  called  the  "Old  Testa- 
ment" as  the  word  of  God.  I  believe  if  they  would  read  some 
parts  of  it  to  the  red  men  of  the  forest  he  would  give  command 
for  a  war  dance  and  scalp  every  last  missionary ;  but  you  know 
the  old  saying  is,  "There  are  tricks  in  all  trades."  And  the 
missionaries  have  a  trick  of  bringing  the  red  man  under  the  pale 
of  Christianity,  by  promising  him  everlasting  salvation  for  kill- 
ing all  his  white  brothers  that  he  possibly  could  get  hold  of. 
They  will  tell  him  to  believe  in  Jesus  and  he  will  be  saved.  No 
matter  how  many  murders  he  has  committed,  let  him  attend 
to  the  great  atonement ;  that  is  the  slaughterhouse  atonement 
where  they  take  a  bath  in  Jesus'  blood.  When  they  have 
passed  through  that  atonement,  or  that  great  laborious  ordeal, 
they  get  a  ticket  for  paradise  which  gives  them  a  chance  to 
whoop  it  up  on  the  way  to  the  white  throne. 

I  think  the  man  or  woman  wo  would  believe  the  Old  Testa- 
ment was  the  word  of  God  is  not  half  civilized.  I  was  brought 
up  under  the  jurisdiction  and  the  narrow-minded  education  of 
Presbyterian  parents.  They  had  dried  up  nearly  all  the  vital 
energy  of  my  little  body  and  when  they  saw  me  f-alter  by  the 
wayside  they  applied  an  outw-ard  application  and  gave  me  an 
internal  emetic  of  Calvin  and  Luther's  lubricating  oil,  which 
made  me  disgorge,  by  the  vomiting  process,  all  the  hell  that 
they  thought  was  located  in  my  bowels.  When  they  came  to 
the  thinking  part  of  it  and  thought  it  had  not  done  its  duty 
well,  they  forced  me  to  eat  Presbyterian  side  dishes  of  infant 
damnation,  sprinkled  with  sulphur  right  out  of  the  bowels  of  hell 
and  when  that  did  not  work  the  charm,  they  shook  old  Knox's 
rattling  bones  at  me  and  prayed  to  God  to  send  me  a  nightmare 
vision  in  which  I  would  behold  the  devil  and  all  his  imps  danc- 
ing the  can-can  in  hell  and  that  I  would  have  a  chance  to  hear 
the  old  man  call  out  to  his  principal  bartender,  "Set  them  up, 
damn  you."  Then  the  imps,  both  male  and  female,  would 
march  up  to  the  bar,  gollup  down  a  brimstone  cocktail  red  hot. 
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In  the  manner  you  see  children  in  my  day  frightened  into  the 
condition  of  calling  the  man  Jesus,  God.  Out  upon  such  a  re- 
ligion as  that,  that  is  forced  upon  the  human  mind  through  fear 
of  the  wrath  of  the  loving  God. 

Xow.  we  will  take  up  the  life  line  of  the  Medium.  I  re- 
member when  the  Medium  was  about  seven  years  of  age,  he  ^vas 
sent  on  an  errand  by  some  of  his  people  which  took  him  some 
little  way  into  the  town.  I  think  from  his  home  the  distance 
was  more  than  two  miles.  On  returning  after  he  had  per- 
formed the  errand  he  thought  he  would  ride  back  in  an  old  stage 
that  was  on  the  line.  Someone  had  given  him  a  sixpense  for 
that  purpose.  As  you  must  understand,  those  days  there  was 
no  nickel  in  circulation.  One  of  the  passengers  in  the  stage 
was  an  old  brute  of  a  ^Presbyterian  minister,  whose  name  was 
Taylor.  When  the  Little  One  climbed  the  steps  and  entered 
the  stage  some  of  the  passengers  threw  him  out  backwards  be- 
cause they  said  he  was  a  witch.  This  old  bloat  of  a  minister 
did  not  stay  their  hands  from  committing  that  atrocious  deed  of 
throwing  the  Little  One  out  upon  the  hard  ground.  He  struck 
as  he  fell  a  good-sized  stone  that  lay  on  the  road.  It  hurt  his 
spine,  whereby  he  was  confined  to  his  bed  for  the  space  of  three 
months.  His  foster  father  had  three  of  the  passengers  arrested 
recovering  damages  to  the  amount  of  $500.  One  of  them  tes- 
tified in  court  that  this  brute  of  a  preacher  told  them  to  throw 
the  little  witch  into  the  road.  So  you  see,  brother,  hov/  they- 
treated  the  little  Medium  nearly  seventy  years  ago.  His  mani- 
festations were  known  and  heard  of  long  before  the  raps  were 
produced  through  the  Fox  sisters  mediumship.  It  was  called 
in  those  days  witchcraft,  and  if  they  had  dared  they  would  have 
cremated  him  at  the  stake ;  but  they  were  living  in  a  semi- 
civilized  state.  They  had  just  passed  out  of  the  age  of  burning 
witches,  the  fad  had  lost  its  fashionable  effect  upon  the  people. 
Intellectual  advanced  minds  were  demanding  their  rights  and 
say  in  things  general.  The  little  Medium  removed  away  from 
our  neighborhood  in  his  ninth  year. 

The  next  thing  I  heard  about  him  he  had  entered  on  a  pro- 
fessional career.  He  had  ado])ted  the  i^rofession  of  the  stage 
whereljy  he  could  earn  a  living.  lie  was  only  a  little  baby 
then,  at  the  age  of  ten.       lie  was  little,  but  loud.       He  made  a 
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hit  on  his  first  night's  appearance.  He  won  the  hearts  of  a 
civiHzed  race  of  people.  I  remember  going  with  a  number  of 
youths  of  my  own  age  to  attend  a  performance  given  at  the 
old  Bowery  Theater.  The  play  was  called  "The  Phantom  Ship," 
and  Little  Puss  took  the  part  of  a  child  in  that  play.  My 
mother  thought  I  was  attending  a  church  lottery,  where  they 
lied  so  much  over  the  quality  of  the  goods  that  I  believe  if  there 
had  been  a  hell  that  the  church  and  all  its  members  would  have 
gone  down  to  join  the  can-can. 

I  saw  Puss  perform  at  different  theaters  in  New  York  dur- 
ing a  period  of  twenty  years  but  never  had  the  pleasure  of  speak- 
ing to  him.  During  part  of  my  young  manhood  I  made  Boston 
a  visit.  Puss  was  then  a  member  of  the  Buckley  Serenaders. 
I  attended  the  performance  one  evening  in  which  I  fovmd  my- 
self surprised  by  looking  on  the  dancing  and  singing  of  the  Little 
One.  My  surprise  was  a  glad  one  that  knew  no  bounds.  .Next 
day  I  bought  a  beautiful  basket  of  flowers,  which  I  had  conveyed 
to  the  Medium  with  a  note  in  which  I  asked  permission  to  call. 
A  Mr.  Warren  answered  my  note,  granting  said  permission. 
When  I  received  my  answer  I  lost  no  time  in  reaching  their 
apartments.  I  knocked  at  the  door  and  was  received  by  a  mil- 
itary-looking individual.  I  informed  him  my  name  was  \'an 
Ame.  He  said,  "Be  seated,  sir.  My  name  is  Warren."  I  told 
him  my  desire  was  to  see  Little  Puss.  He  said,  "He  is  taking 
his  afternoon  nap  just  now ;  in  about  an  hour  he  will  wake  up." 
He  said,  "Mr.  Van  Ame,  where  were  you  accjuainted  with  my 
Little  One  ?"  I  told  him  we  were  children  together  living  up  on  the 
East  river.  He  said,  "Ah !  but  those  were  sad  days  for  my  Lit- 
tle One."  I  said,  "Not  only  sad  but  hard  and  cruel  ones."  Then 
he  spoke  and  said,  "Mr.  Van  Ame,  why  should  people  persecute 
my  Little  One  for  a  curse  that  God  had  inflicted  him  with?" 
T  said,  "Mr.  Warren,  it  is  no  curse,  and  you  should  not  call  it 
that ;  some  day  it  will  be  a  revelation  to  the  people  through 
which  their  souls  and  eyes  will  look  upon  it  as  a  great  glory, 
abounding  with  spiritual  light,  holding  up  and  manifesting  to 
hungry  men  and "  women  famishing  for  some  truth  from  the 
spirit  side  of  life.  This  that  you  call  a  curse  will  become  a 
blessing  to  the  human  race.  It  will  teach  them  they  can  com- 
municate with  their  lo\ed  ones." 
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My  loud  talking'  woke  up  the  Little  One.  He  hollered  out, 
"Papa  ^^'arren,  what  is  the  matter?"  I  don't  want  to  play  any 
fnore  new  parts.  I  want  to  go  back  home  to  Philadelphia.  If 
Bishop's  there,  you  tell  him  so."  He  thought  I  was  one  of  the 
Buckleys.  Mr.  Warren  stepped  to  the  door  of  the  sleeping 
apartment,  saying,  "Little  Pet,  there  is  a  Mr.  Van  Ame  here 
waiving  to  see  you."  He  said,  "For  the  Lord's  sake,  what  old 
duffer  is  that  now  that  wants  to  see  me?"  Mr.  Warren  said, 
"Pet,  it  is  the  gentleman  that  sent  you  the  flowers."  He  jumped 
off  the  bed,  saying,  "I  wonder  if  it's  Joe  Van  Ame  that  I  met  in 
England."  He  came  out  with  one  shoe  on  his  foot,  while  he 
held  the  other  one  in  his  hand.  When  he  discovered  me  he  said, 
"Oh,  no ;  you  are  some  other  Van  Ame  chump,"  which  made  us 
laugh.  I  stepped  forward  and  held  out  my  hand,  saying, 
"Little  Justin,  don't  you  remember  me?"  He  said,  "Not 
even  -  a  ghostly  sight  of  you  do  I  remember."  Mr.  Warren 
said,  "Come  here.  Little  One,  and  let  me  lace  up  your  shoes, 
then  you  can  talk  with  the  gentleman  and  perhaps  discover 
where  you  made  his  acquaintance." 

We  entered  into  conversation  about  our  childhood  days.  I 
informed  him  or  her  that  I  lived  at  one  time  up  on  the  river  and 
that  part  of  our  childhood  days  had  been  passed  together.  I 
then  TDore  the  name  of  ^^^illie  Van  Ame."  He  said,  "I  do  not 
remember  any  such  name,  for  you  must  bear  in  mind  that  I 
spoke  but  very  little  English  then,  and  those  were  hard,  cruel 
days  for  me.  I  used  to  lie  down  and  cry  at  the  foot  of  a  tree 
and  wished  I  was  away  back  over  the  sea  with  my  old  grand- 
father, and  were  roaming  over  the  Highland  lea;  but  now  he 
has  passed  to  the  other  side,  and  I  will  have  to  wait  to  meet  him 
there.  Papa  Wirren  here  is  my  father  and  grandfather.  He 
is  all  that  is  dear  to  me  in  life  now."  He  looked  up  and  smiled 
at  Mr.  Warren.  Mr.  Warren  bent  down  and  kissed  him,  saying, 
"You  are  my  ])rccious  pet,  and  no  one  shall  harm  .you."  Ah, 
little  did  he  think  what  would  be  the  future  of  little  Justin.  A 
harfl  road  was  in  stf)re  for  him  during  the  rebellion  between  the 
north  and  south.  Mr.  Warren  invited  me  to  remain  for  dinner 
and  I  did  so.  The  dinner  was  served  in  their  apartments  and 
we  all  enjoyed  it  very  much.  Many  jokes  gave  expression  to 
fun.      About  seven  o'clock  I  Ijade  them  adieu  and  withdrew  from 
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the  room  feeling  that  I  was  much  better  for  my  visit  and  that  the 
world  would  hear  from  that  Little  One  some  day. 

We  did  not  meet  again  until  after  the  war  was  over.  I 
took  up  my  residence  in  the  city  of  Philadelphia  and  invited 
many  spiritual  friends  and  others  to  a  reception  given  in  my 
parlors.  Among  the  guests  it  pleased  me  to  see  Mr.  Warren 
and  little  Puss.  When  all  had  been  seated  and  quietness  per- 
vaded the  room,  we  were  waiting  for  some  spirit  to  manifest 
through  some  one  of  the  mediums  that  were  present  when  ]\Ir. 
Richards  said,  "Look  there  at  that  book  placed  on  that  little 
fellow's  head."  We  looked  and  discovered  an  old  city  directory 
had  been  carried  from  a  book  stand  by  unseen  hands  and  placed 
on  little  Puss'  head.  You  must  understand.  Brother  Hulburd, 
at  that  time  he  was  a  medium  for  physical  manifestations.  Sev- 
eral of  the  other  mediums  were  controlled  and  addressed  us  in  a 
beautiful  manner  explaining  to  us  that  there  was  a  great  spirit 
power  drawing  close  to  our  earth  condition  and  each  individual 
present  would  see  their  spirit  friends  walking  by  their  sides 
and  they  would  have  the  pleasure  of  communicating  with  them. 

After  we  had  sat  in  this  condition  for  about  two  hours  and 
a  half,  I  invited  them  into  the  dining-room  to  partake  of  light 
refreshments.  One  of  the  gentlemen  present  wore  a  wig.  It 
was  snatched  off  his  head  and  placed  on  little  Puss's  plate 
which  caused  a  big  roar  of  laughter,  and  also  a  discomfort  to 
the  bald-headed  gentleman,  which  was  the  cause  of  much  mer- 
riment. Miss  Bullene  said  to  Mr.  Nagle,  "If  it  had  been  kept 
up  much  longer,  I  believe  I  would  have  been  thrown  into  a  fit 
for  my  sides  ached  so  from  laughing."  ]\Irs.  Cortell  addressed 
me,  saying,  "Mr.  Van  Ame,  you  have  furnished  us  with  one 
of  the  most  enjoyable  evenings  I  think,  I  ever  passed  in  my  life." 
I  told  her  I  was  glad  to  hear  it  and  hoped  we  would  enjoy  in  the 
future  many  such  lovely  evenings,  for  this  had  really  been  a  love 
feast  tonight.  By  that  I  meant  a  spiritual  love  feast,  where  the 
denizens  of  the  spirit  world  communicated  with  those  living 
in  the  physical  body. 

At  my  home  many  such  evenings  were  indulged  in.  \\'e 
would  meet  in  spiritual  harmony  and  receive  spiritual  messages 
from  our  loved  ones.  I  remember  one  Sunday  evening  a  chair 
was  elevated  into  space  with  Little  Puss  sitting  on  it.       ^^'e  all 
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became  fast  and  dear  friends  to  each  other.  Of  all  the  friends 
tl;at  met  at  my  home  Puss  is  the  only  one  left  in  a  physical  body 
and  we  are  waiting  here  on  the  shore  of  eternity  to  greet  him 
and  his  friends  when  they  come  to  ns  to  make  us  a  loving  visit. 

He  plaved  in  two  dramatizations  produced  from  my  pen,  in 
both  of  which  he  made  a  hit.  He  endeared  himself  to  all  those 
who  met  him  in  my  parlors.  As  I  have  been  told  he  was  dear 
to  many  in  his  profession. 

Now,  I  would  like  to  acquaint  you  with  a  fact  that  I  have 
never  met  any  man  in  spirit  life  who  bears  the  name  of  Jesus 
of  Nazareth  ;  but  I  have  been  permitted  to  look  upon  a  lot  of 
old  superannuated  priests  and  ministers  wait'ng  for  this  man- 
made  God  called  the  Saviour  of  man  by  a  lot  of  credulous,  de- 
luded minds.  These  priests  and  ministers  in  question,  or,  I 
should  say,  those  imbeciles  in  religion  that  dwarf  the  mind  of  in- 
tellect by  forcing  upon  them  a  bugbear  of  corruption,  are  sitting 
there  in  their  location  in  the  spirit  world  accusing  each  other,  of 
lying  to  the  people  and  preaching  that  which  was  false.  They 
become  wrathful  and  demand  the  presence  of  this  Saviour  of 
men  in  their  midst,  but  they  only  hear  the  echo  come  back  to 
them  of  a  laughing  mockery  of  their  sordid  credulity.  Then 
they  kneel  down  and  cover  their  heads  with  a  mantle  of  shame 
and  lisp  like  slobbering  babes  that  require  bibs  of  common  reason 
placed  around  their  necks  and  across  their  breasts,  so  that  they 
may  slobber  upon  it  all  that  venom  that  the  serpent  stung  eve 
with  during  her  temptation.  Intellectual  and  governed  minds 
that  have  the  soul  desires  and  pity,  charity  and  love  in  their 
natures  they  try  to  cover  them  with  a  mantle  of  wisdom  hoping 
at  some  time  they  will  wake  out  of  this  dreadful  nightmare  called 
the  Godhead — three  persons  in  one — a  crude,  coarse  symbol  of 
Jewish  ignorance. 

Oh,  sir,  if  you  only  knew  the  pleasure  that  it  gives  to  us 
spirits  in  attendance  at  your  seance-room  to  hear  the  questions 
answered  so  clear  cut  by  elevated  spirits  that  are  teachers  mani- 
festing the  higher  truth  oi  life  through  your  little  Medium.  My 
joy  knows  no  bounds  since  my  prediction  has  been  realized  and 
come  to  pass  through  little  Justin's  organism.  Oh,  I  hail  it  with 
all  the  joy  of  my  soul,  and  long  to  see  the  books  produced  through 
a  manifestation   of  ])ub]ication.        Tic  has  been   brought  here  to 
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this  mountain  home  to  place  in  action  a  high  manifestation  of 
spirituahty  through  which  will  be  revealed  to  the  public  at 
large — there  is  no  such  thing  as  death.  That  which  is  called 
death  is  only  a  passage  through  which  all  must  pass  to  a  higher 
reality  of  spiritual  unfoldment.  The  soul  must  be  cleansed  of 
sin  bv  taking  on  the  banner  of  Truth  and  fighting  in  its  cause. 
The  watch-cry  shall  be,  "On  to  eternity  and  perfection." 

I  have  not  had  the  power  this  time  of  rising  to  the  height 
in  force  of  character.  AVhen  I  call  again  I  hope  there  will  be  a 
battery  attached  to  ni}-  mind  that  will  bring  out  force  of  power. 
This  time  I  have  been  mild  and  gentle  on  account  of  said  force 
not  being  at  my  command.  AVhy,  sir,  would  you  believe  it,  the 
Christian  hell  is  a  daisy  in  comparison  to  the  hell  of  the  cons- 
cience on  our  side  of  life.  I  thank  you  for  taking  down  my 
feeble  effort  through  which  I  tried  to  give  an  explanation  of 
man's  cousinship  in  connection  with  Christian  religion.  I  hope 
the  next  time  my  effort  will  be  supported  with  a  conscious  pres- 
ence of  mind  that  God  and  I  are  one;  that  is,  in  creating,  gen- 
erating and  probating.  I  will  once  more  thank  you  kindly, 
brother,  for  the  indulgence  that  you  have  displayed  in  allowing 
me  to  task  your  strength  through  your  finger-tips.  I  leave  my 
love  for  Justin  and  tell  him  I  have  nailed  the  flag  to  the  flag- 
stafif  and  will  run  it  up  on  all  future  occasions.  I  am  sorry  for 
your  nation  to  think  it  has  been  deprived  of  a  fellow  brother. 
a  great  statesman  and  a  gentleman  laid  low  by  the  assassin's 
bullet.  Brother  Hulburd  it  is  time  your  nation  woke  up  to  com- 
mon sense  and  banished  these  low  pirates  and  brigands  called 
anarchists  from  your  beautiful  shore  of  freedom.  All  hail  to 
the  day,  say  I,  when  your  laws  will  hold  in  check  all  such  vam- 
pires and  crawling  lizards  that  are  trying  to  destroy  the  life  of 
your  noble  men  and  women  that  they  cannot  give  back  and  you 
must  only  wait  the  replacement  of  another  intelligent  l)eing  to 
fill  the  place  of  the  one  that  has  been  assassinated  by  a  wretched 
criminal  who  stands  before  you  in  the  form  of  a  human  in- 
dividual. 

Hoping  my  next  visit  will  be  a  little  more  decided  than  the 
present  one  I  will  say  ta-ta,  and  bid  you  good  day. 


Charlotte  Cushman 

Chapter  XXIV 


Monday,  June  17,  1901. 

Good  morning,  sir.  You  have  a  lovely  place  here — a 
charming  home.  My  name  is  Charlotte  Cushman.  I  was 
known  in  the  world  as  an  actress  of  some  fame;  possibly  you 
miglit  say,  considerable  fame.  I  enter  your  beautiful  home  to- 
day, in  which  I  see  you  have  considerable  art.  Your  pretty 
valley  here  surrounded  by  the  mountains  and  the  stream  of 
water  coursing  through  it,  and  your  lovely  grove  of  large  live 
oaks,  with  the  abundance  of  wild  flowers  scattered  over  your 
mountains  and  valleys  makes  it  a  veritable  paradise  for  those 
who  have  romantic  natures.  This  would  be  a  beautiful  place 
for  literary  people  to  come  and  spend  their  summers.  Here, 
their  minds  would  become  filled  with  spirituality  and  the  con- 
ception of  character  would  reach  their  souls  every  hour.  I  think 
such  an  abiding  place  as  this  would  make  a  delightful  home  for 
poets.  Oh,  what  a  classic  conception  these  beautiful  groves 
and  rugged  hills  for  the  Druids  to  have  worshipped  their  Sun 
God  and  the  Greeks  to  worship  their  God  Ceres.  It  seems  to  me 
as  if  Hermes  must  have  lived  in  these  groves  attended  by  all  the 
other  Gods  and  Goddesses,  for  I  think  it  is  a  beautiful  place  to 
commune  with  nature.  I  am  glad  to  know  the  Little  One  can 
scent  the  breezes  here  from  the  ocean  and  desert.  Senara  must 
have  rode  past  here  in  her  chariot  of  light  that  gave  such  a 
climate  as  this  for  the  dwellers  of  earth  to  revel  in. 

I  came  here  today,  sir,  to  speak  of  Justin  and  his  medium- 
ship.  The  Little  One  made  his  first  appearance  at  the  old 
National  Theater  on  Chatham  street.  New  York.  I  remember 
him  as  a  child.  I  was  playing  at  the  Chambers  Street  Theater, 
between  Broadway  and  Center  street.  The  Chambers  Street 
Theater  faced  the  City  Hall  park.       I  was  leading  lady  of  the 
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company  and  a  good  deal  of  a  character  actress  at  that  time. 
I  played  both  male  and  female  parts.  One  time  we  produced 
a  piece  where  we  required  a  child  of  about  ten  to  eleven  years  of 
age.  The  Little  One  was  1)rought  up  to  the  theater  from  the 
National  Theater,  which  was  down  on  Chatham  street.  He 
came  to  the  theater  in  company  with  a  ]\Ir.  Jones,  an  actor  who 
afterwards  became  a  great  Bowery  favorite.  He  came  into  the 
stage  door  of  our  theater  holding  the  Little  One  by  the  hand. 
He  said  to  me,  "Good  morning,  ]Miss  Cushman,  I  have  brought 
you  this  little  chap  to  play  the  boy's  part  that  you  require  in  your 
piece."  I  looked  at  the  Little  One  and  smiled,  then  addressed 
^Ir.  Jones,  saying,  "My  dear  sir,  we  want  a  child  at  least  eleven 
or  twelve  years  old."  ]\lr.  Jones  said,  "This  child  is  twelve 
years  old."  I  then  said,  "Oh,  my  dear  sir,  you  must  be  mis- 
taken ;  wh}^  that  Little  One  can't  be  over  six  years  old,  and  is 
only  a  baby."  At  those  words  the  Little  One's  eyes  flashed 
like  fire  and  he  looked  up  into  my  face  and  said,  "J\Iadam,  I 
want  you  to  know  I  am  twelve  years  old."  I  said,  "If  you  are 
you're  the  smallest  creature  for  that  age  I  ever  saw."  Addres- 
sing Air.  Jones,  I  said,  "I  believe  it  will  be  a  dwarf,"  thinking 
that  the  Little  One  did  not  hear  me ;  but  I  discovered  that  he 
had  sharp  ears  and  his  eyes  flashed  fire  again  when  he  said, 
"I'll  be  as  big  as  you  are  some  day,  you  old  homely  thing."  Air. 
Jones  said,  "Puss,  that's  no  way  to  talk  to  a  lady,"  when  the 
Little  One  said,  "She  is  no  lady ;  she  is  too  ugh^  to  be  a  lady." 
I  came  to  the  conclusion  that  he  thought  ladies  consisted  in  good 
looks,  and  as  my  beauty  never  was  an  attraction  to  the  men  I 
thought  I  would  let  his  remarks  pass  and  say  no  more.  Air. 
Alarshall,  the  stage  manager,  came  along  just  then,  and  when 
he  got  to  where  we  were,  he  said,  "Good  morning,  Air.  Jones,  is 
this  your  little  girl?"  At  that  the  Little  One  said,  "Don't  you 
see  I've  got  pants  on;  what's  the  matter  with  you?"  which  made 
us  all  laugh. 

Just  then  a  beautiful  young  actress  by  the  name  of  Lizzie 
Weston  Davenport  came  up  to  where  we  were  standing,  and 
said,  "Why,  Air.  Jones,  what  a  beautiful  child  you  have."  At 
this  the  Little  One  fired  up,  and  said,  "I  'aint  no  child ;  I'm 
twelve  years  old."  "At  that,  Aliss  Davenport  stooped  down  and 
took  the  Little  One's  hands  and  said,  "Don't  be  angry  with  me. 


364        THE  LIFE  OF  LITTLE  JUSTIN  HULBURD 

dear,  I  love  beautiful  children."  The  Little  One  says,  "I  'aint 
beautiful,  I  am  homely,  like  that  old  thing  there,"  pointing"  at 
me.  I  discovered  then  that  he  wasn't  given  to  flattery.  He 
looked  up  at  Mr.  Jones  and  said,  "We  are  discharged ;  let's  go. 
You  know  you  said  you  were  going  to  buy  me  some  apples," 
which  made  us  all  laugh.  Mr.  Marshall  said,  "Hold  on,  pet, 
don't  be  in  such  a  hurry."  The  Little  One  said,  "We  don't  be 
in  a  hurry  for  anybody ;  I  don't  think  much  of  your  theater,  any- 
how, and  it  would  hurt  my  name  to  play  here,"  which  caused  a 
big  shout,  for  our  theater  then  was  the  leading  theater  of  the 
city,  where  all  the  elite  attended.  Mr.  Marshall  said,  "Miss 
Cushman.  I  think  we  will  give  him  a  chance."  Miss  Davenport 
spoke  up  and  said,  "Oh,  do ;  I  would  love  to  play  with  such  a 
baby."  At  that  the  Little  One  said,  "I  tell  you  I'm  not  a 
baby;  I'm  twelve  years  old,  and  I  am  the  star  of  our  theater. 
'Aint  I,  L^ncle  Jones?"  to  which  Mr.  Jones  said,  "Of  course,  you 
are,  pet."  I  afterward  discovered  that  everybody  was  aunt  and 
uncle  to  him,  for  it  seemed  that  he  belonged  to  nobody  or  any- 
where but  was  only  rented  out  to  the  different  theaters.  That 
was  long  before  I  became  a  tragic  star.  Mr.  Jones  said,  "Well, 
pet,  I  will  leave  you  here  for  rehearsal,"  when  the  Little  One 
said,  "No,  you  don't."  "But,"  Mr.  Jones  said,  "I'll  come  for  you 
again  when  rehearsal  is  over."  Then  Miss  Lizzie  Weston 
stepped  up  and  took  the  Little  One  in  her  arms,  saying,  "Dear, 
you  stay  and  go  home  with  me  to  dinner;  I'll  like  my  mama  to 
see  you."  He  said,  "Maybe  it's  too  far."  She  said,  "Oh,  no; 
it's  down  here  at  the  Astor  House,  a  few  blocks  on  Broadway." 
That  was  where  all  the  principal  actors  'and  actresses  in  those 
days  stopped. 

While  Miss  Lizzie  Weston  Davenport  was  talking  to  him 
Mr.  Jones  slipped  out  the  stage  door  and  when  the  Little  One 
turned  around  and  found  that  he  was  gone,  he  said,  "Darn  his 
hide,  "I'll  kick  him  next  time  I  see  him."  Then  Mr.  Marshall 
called  all  the  company  on  the  stage  to  rehearsal.  It  was  the 
custom  then  that  the  whole  company  should  appear  on  the 
stage  before  rehearsal  commenced^  so  that  the  stage  manager 
should  look  them  over  and  see  that  they  were  all  there.  The 
custom  is  different  now. 

We  had  a  very  handsome  leading  man  by  the  name  of  Mr. 
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Scott,  who  was  very  fond  of  children.  As  Miss  Davenport  and 
the  Little  One  stood  beside  him  while  I\Ir.  Marshall  was  looking 
us  all  over,  seeing  if  we  were  ready  for  work,  ]\Ir.  Scott  ad- 
dressing ]\Iiss  Davenport  said,  "What  beautiful,  curly  hair  your 
baby  has."  The  Little  One  spoke  up  and  said,  "If  you  say 
that  again  I'll  kick  you.  I  came  here  to' be  the  star  and  I  don't 
want  anyone  calling  me  'baby.'  "  ]\Iiss  Davenport  said,  "Of 
course,  you're  not  a  baby  and  you  will  be  just  as  big  as  any  of 
us  some  day."  The  Little  One  said,  "You  bet."  I  whispered  in  a 
side  speech  tp  Mr.  Scott,  "\\  e've  got  a  regular  little  firebrand 
here,  and  we'll  have  to  be  cautious."  He  said,  "What  relation 
is  the  Little  One  to  Miss  Davenport?"  I  said,  "No  relation  what- 
ever. He  was  brought  here  by  !\Ir.  Jones  to  play  the  child's 
part  in  the  coming  play."  He  said,  "What,  that  little  lump  of 
sweetness?  Why,  it  couldn't  remember  two  lines."  "Mr.  Jones 
says  it  has  got  a  pretty  good  memory."  Then  Mr.  Scott  said, 
"Why  do  you  dress  her  in  those  pants  and  boots?"  I  said,  "It  is 
suppsed  to  be  a  'he'  sir,"  which  made  ^Ir.  Scott  laugh  right  out, 
when  he  said,  "If  that  is  a  'he"  they've  got  to  making  boys  with 
prettier  hands  and  faces  than  they  used  to  do."  I  told  him  I 
thought  so  myself. 

Then,  Mr.  Marshall  said,  "Clear  the  stage,  ladies  and  gen- 
tlemen." In  the  first  scene  the  mounting  and  setting  was  that 
of  a  drawing-room  in  the  interior  of  a  manor  house  in  England. 
Mr.  Hilton,  who  played  our  first  old  man,  was  discovered  sit- 
ting in  a  large  chair  reading  a  book.  The  chair  sat  beside  a 
table  on  which  stood  an  old-fashioned  silver  candlestick  which 
had  projections  and  which  held  about  eight  candles.  At  night 
they  were  all  lit  up.  Miss  Davenport  and  myself  sat  off  on 
one  side  on  a  very  pretty  brocade  sofa.  W^e  were  the  daughters 
of  this  old  gentleman  and  the  Little  One  was  his  grandchild  who 
was  sitting  on  the  floor  looking  at  a  picture  book.  Mr.  Hilton 
inadvertantly,  while  crossing  his  legs  one  over  the  other,  hap- 
pened to  hit  the  Little  One  with  his  foot  when  the  Little  One 
flared  up  and  jumped  to  his  feet,  and  said.  "Look  a-here,  old 
man,  you  keep  those  canal  boats  of  yours  on  the  other  side.  I 
'aint  no  mule  to  be  kicked  by  you."  It  sent  us  all  off  into  a 
laugh  when  Mr.  Marshall  said,  "Oh,  Little  One,  that  won't  do ; 
you  mustn't  speak  like  that  at  night."       He  said.  "I'll  speak  my 
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lines  all  right,  but  I  ^vant  that  old  duffer  to  keep  those  hams  of 
his  to  himself  and  not  be  throwing  them  around  me  like  I  was 
a  dummy,"  which  sent  Mr.  Marshall  off  into  a  roar  of  laughter. 
\Mien  he  had  subsided  from  laughing,  he  said,  "Now,  Mr.  Hil- 
ton, you  must  keep  your  feet  within  bounds,  and  we  will  get 
to  work  at  this  scene."  When  Mr.  Hilton  discovered  the  blood 
running  down  the  Little  One's  neck  he  said,  "Oh,  my  little  pet, 
I  have  hurt  you  with  my  feet,  and  I  see  the  blood  coming." 
^^^ith  that  Mr.  Marshall  made  quick  steps  to  the  side  of  the 
Little  One  and  took  him  in  his  arms  and  said,  "Mr.  Hilton,  how 
did  you  come  to  do  this?  Just  look  and  see  how  the  blood 
comes  out  the  side  of  his  face  and  runs  down  his  neck." 
AMien  Miss  Davenport  and  I  heard  that  we  made  c[uick  steps 
towards  him.  I  took  out  my  handkerchief  and  applied  it  to 
the  wound  right  away  to  staunch  the  blood,  when  Mr.  Scott 
came  walking  on  the  stage  and  wanted  to  know  what  was  the 
matter.  When  he  saw  the  Little  One,  he  said;,  "Why,  look, 
how  pale  that  child  is."  I  was  holding  his  little  head  against 
my  breast  and  my  hand  with  the  handkerchief  to  the  wound 
when  Mr.  Hilton  said,  "Oh,  'twas  me,  Scott,  that  did  it.  You 
know  my  feet  are  always  in  somebody's  way.  I  wouldn't  have 
hurt  the  little  creature  for  the  world."  The  Little  One  says, 
"Oh,  Fv/e  had  worse  kicks  than  that."  Miss  Davenport,  with 
the  tears  running  down  her  cheeks,  said,  "Oh,  darling,  who 
could  have  been  so  cruel  as  that?"  He  says,  "Those  folks  that 
I  used  to  live  with  up  on  the  river  used  to  knock  me  around 
and  kick  me  pretty  hard,"  when  Mr.  Hilton  said,  "What  brutes 
they  must  have  been."  Then  the  Little  One  said,  "  'Aint  you  a 
brute,  too?  You  just  kicked  me."  When  Mr.  Hilton  says, 
"Oh,  darling,  I  wouldn't  have  kicked  you  for  anything."  Mr. 
Hilton  was  near-sighted  and  did  not  discover  that  the  Little 
One  sat  so  close  to  him.  That  is  why  he  hit  the  Little  One 
in  the  face  with  his  foot. 

During  that  time,  Mr.  Scott  had  gone  to  his  dressing-room 
and  returning  with  some  court-])laster  in  his  hand,  saying,  "Miss 
Cushman,  I  believe  we  can  stop  the  bleeding  now."  He 
breathed  his  warm  breath  upon  the  court  plaster  and  applied  it 
to  the  wound,  which  stopped  the  bleeding.  We  dipped  a  towel 
into   water   and    washed    tlic   blood   off   his   neck   and      shoulder 
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and  after  we  had  arranged  his  clothes  he  put  his  Httle  hand  up 
and  felt  the  court-plaster,  when  he  said,  "Great  Scott,  they'll  say 
I've  been  fighting  again."  Then,  Mr.  Marshall  addressed  him, 
saying,  "Do  you  think  you  could  go  on  with  rehearsal ;  are  you 
strong  enough?"  The  Little  One  said,  "Of  course,  I  am.  You 
didn't  think  I  was  going  to  lose  the  money,  did  you?"  which 
made  us  all  laugh.  They  had  made  an  arrangement,  or,  as  I 
should  say,  a  contract  to  pay  the  Little  One  a  quarter  for  re- 
hearsal and  a  dollar  for  playing  at  night.  When  the  scene  was 
once  more  arranged  and  we  had  taken  our  places  I  noticed  that 
the  Little  One  took  his  position  at  the  other  end  of  the  table. 
He  looked  up  at  me  and  said,  "You  bet,  you  don't  catch  me  sit- 
ting near  that  half-eyed  gander  again."  That  was  a  way  he 
had  of  expressing  himself  for  'Sir.  Hilton's  near-sightedness. 

We  went  on  with  rehearsal  of  the  piece  all  right  until  we 
came  to  the  third  act,  where  the  Little  One  and  I  jump  from  the 
rocks  to  escape  from  the  villian  of  the  play  on  to  a  mattress 
inside  of  a  set  piece.  When  I  got  up  I  noticed  the  Little  One 
did  not  follow  my  example,  when  I  said,  "Dear,  you  can  get  up 
now ;  they  can't  see  us  from  the  front."  I  stooped  down  to 
take  the  Little  One's  hand  to  raise  him  up  when  I  discovered 
his  face  was  very  white  and  he  did  not  move.  I  said,  address- 
ing the  people,  "Will  someone  get  me  a  glass  of  water?  I 
believe  the  Little  One  has  fainted."  I  raised  him  from  the 
mattress  and  someone  placed  a  chair  for  me  to  sit  on.  I  held 
him  on  my  lap  when  they  brought  the  glass  of  water  and  I 
tried  to  place  it  between  his  teeth,  but  I  found  it  was  impossible, 
as  his  teeth  were  shut  tight.  Then,  I  bathed  his  face  and  temples 
with  the  water.  By  that  time  ]yliss  Davenport,  ]\Ir.  Marshall 
and  Mr.  Scott  had  arrived  on  the  scene,  being  notified  by.  some 
one  that  the  Little  One  had  fainted.  Mr.  Scott  said,'  "Let  me 
have  him  quick,"  snatching  him  out  of  my  arms.  Then,  "Let 
me  have  that  chair."  He  seized  the  glass  of  water  quickly 
and  drank  a  large  mouthful  of  it,  putting  his  mouth  to  the  Little 
One's  mouth  he  forced  some  of  the  water  through  the  Little 
One's  teeth.  He  did  this  about  six  times  when  the  Little 
One's  eyes  commenced  to  slowly  open.  Miss  Davenport,  who 
was  crying  all  the  time,  said,  "See,  Mr.  Scott,  his  eyes  com- 
mence to  open  :  Oh,  do  let  me  have  him  now."       ^Nlr.  Scott  said. 


368        THE  LIFE  OF  LITTLE  JUSTIN  HULBURD 

"Xot  yet,"  when  finally  the  Little  One's  eyes  opened  wide  and 
he  looked  arotind ;  he  laid  his  head  back  on  ]Mr.  Scott's  breast 
and  after  awhile  spoke  faintly,  saying,  "Did  they  dock  me?  I 
didn't  mean  to  get  sick,"  when  ]\Ir.  Marshall,  with  the  tears 
streaming  down  his  cheeks,  said,  "No,  darling;  you  are  not 
docked ;  you  are  a  little  hero."  !Mr.  Hilton,  who  was  standing- 
close  by  wringing  his  hands,  said,  "Oh,  think  of  it;  that  I 
should  be  so  unfortunate  as  to  kick  him  that  way."  Mr.  Scott 
said,  "Mr.  jMarshall  I  cannot  go  on  any  further  with  rehearsal 
this  morning,  as  I  feel  it  my  duty  to  attend  to  this  Little  One. 
Oh,  God !  how  little  does  the  outside  world  know  what  actors 
and  actresses  have  to  go  through  with  before  they  reach  the 
age  of  maturity.  Is  there  no  father  or  mother  to  claim  this 
Little  One?"  ^Ir.  ^Marshall  spoke  i:p  and  said,  "The  National 
Theater  has  him  in  charge,  and  I  guess  they  look  out  for  his 
wants." 

After  a  little  while  ]Mr.  Jones  arrived  on  the  scene,  saying, 
"Where  is  our  Little  One?  I  will  take  him  and  put  him  aboard 
of  the  stage  so  he  can  go  home.  He  lives  up  town  quite  a 
ways."  He  was  speaking  to  a  Airs.  Nichols,  who  stood  near  the 
stage  door.  She  said,  "Air.  Jones,  something  has  happened  to 
the  Little  One."  He  said,  "Something  happened  to  our  Little 
One?  What  could  have  happened  to  him?  He  hurts  no  one." 
Pushing  the  crowd  aside  he  came  to  where  Mr.  Scott  was  sit- 
ting, the  Little  One  on  his  lap  and  his  head  resting  on  his  breast. 
Air.  Jones  said,  "What  has  happened  to  our  Little  Pet?"  The 
Little  One  said  in  a  feeble  voice,  "I  got  a  kick,  that's  all."  Mr. 
Jones  then  said,  "Who  dares  kick  you?  Show  them  to  me  and 
I  will  thrash  them  until  they  can't  stand  up."  I  said,  "Mr.  Jones, 
it  was  all  an  accident,"  -when  he  said,  "It  is  fortunate  for  some 
one  that  it  was."  Then  I  gave  him  a  full  explanation  of  how 
it  happened.  Air.  Alarshall  spoke  up  and  said,  "It  was  a  mere 
accident,  and  we  wouldn't  hurt  him  for  the  world."  The  Little 
One  said  in  a  feeble  voice,  "Jack,  1  wasn't  fighting  this  time,  but 
they  put  that  thing  on  my  neck,"  raising  his  little  hand  and 
touching  the  court  plaster.  He  said,  "I  was  sick  as  the  devil, 
and  we're  going  to  have  rice  ])udding  for  dinner  today,  and  I 
can't  eat  it  now."  Air.  Scfjtt  said,  "Darling,  when  you  get  well 
I   will  see  that  yon   get  all  the  rice  pudding  you   want."     Then 
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Mr.  Jones  said,  "Please  let  me  have  him,  Scott,  and  I  will  take 
him  home.  When  Mr.  Purdy  hears  of  this  I  tell  you  there  will 
be  a  storm  in  the  theatre,"  Mr.  Purdy  being  the  manager  of  the 
National  Theatre. 

Mr.  Jones  took  him  in  his  arms,  and  while  he  was  doing  that 
Mr.  Scott  and  myself  took  out  our  purses,  placing  some  money 
in  i\Ir.  Jones'  hand.  We  both  said,  "See  that  he  gets  all  the  or- 
anges and  apples  and  figs  that  he  wants."  Then  the  Little  One 
said,  in  a  feeble  voice,  "Jack,  you  give  the  money  to  Mrs.  Pat- 
terson. She  can  make  it  go  further  than  you  can.  She's  a  bully 
for  that,"  which  made  us  all  smile. 

In  the  meantime  Miss  Davenport  sent  Mr.  Taylor  to  get  a 
carriage.  He  returned,  saying,  "Miss  Davenport,  the  carriage  is 
waiting  at  the  door."  This  Mr.  Taylor  was  playing  utility  busi- 
ness then  in  the  theatre,  but  afterwards  became  a  great  star  and 
starred  it  on  both  sides  of  the  water,  with  big  success.  I  said 
then  to  Mr.  Jones,  "I  will  accompany  you  to  the  home  of  the 
Little  One  in  case  the  mother  becomes  alarmed  at  his  appear- 
ance." I  did  so,  and  when  we  had  reached  our  destination  the 
carriage  stopped  in  front  of  the  tenement.  I  stepped  out  with 
the  Little  One  in  my  arms.  We  were  conducted  up  two  flights 
of  stairs  to  the  back  part  of  the  house,  where  I  knocked  at  a 
door,  which  was  opened  by  an  old  Scotch  woman.  When  she 
saw  us  she  said,  "What  has  happened  to  the  laddie?  Gude  save 
us,  puri  thing,  but  your  life's  a  hard  one."  The  Little  One  spoke 
up  and  said,  "I  wasn't  a  fighting  this  time,  was  I,  Jack?"  Then 
the  old  woman  said,  "If  it's  nae  your  claes  gets  tared,  its  your 
skin,  what's  about  the  same  thing."  It  was  all  I  could  do  to 
keep  from  laughing  at  the  comparison.  She  said,  "Lay  him  in 
there  on  his  little  bed,"  which  I  noticed  was  very  neat  and  clean, 
as  was  the  other  apartment,  and  also  the  old  lady.  She  was 
neatness  itself.  She  had  on  a  pretty  print  gown,  with  a  white 
apron  tied  with  a  bow  on  the  back,  with  a  very  neat  white  cap 
on  her  head. 

When  I  came  out  of  the  room  I  said,  "Are  you  his  mother?" 
I  mean  when  I  came  from  the  bedroom,  where  I  left  Mr.  Jones 
and  the  Little  One.  I  had  to  repeat  the  words  again,  as  I  dis- 
covered she  was  somewhat  deaf.  Then  she  raised  a  face  toward 
me   with   traces  of  beauty   in   it,  and   said,  "Ay  naw,   lady;   I'm 
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naw  his  niither.  The  poor  thing"  never  saw  his  ain  mither."  Then 
I  told  her  I  was  one  of  the  actresses  of  a  theatre.  She  said,  "Ay, 
but  I  thought  as  much.  a\Ir.  Jones  I  have  seen  before."  Then  I 
explained  to  her  how  the  accident  had  happened.  Then  she  said, 
"Pair  thing,  pair  thing,  my  heart  greets  for  him;  it  has  been  a 
hard  world  to  him."  Then  Mr.  Jones  stepped  out  of  the  room, 
saying,  "The  Little  One  has  gone  to  sleep."  He  placed  the 
money  on  the  table  that  he  had  received,  adding  some  more  to 
it.  He  said  to  the  old  woman,  "Now  you  get  whatever  the  Lit- 
tle One  wants."  She  said,  "Aye,  but  I  will  that."  Mr.  Jones 
said,  "I'll  see  that  the  bills  are  all  paid."  She  said,  "Aye,  but 
ye've  been  o'er  kind  to  us,  Mr.  Jones,  and  the  Laird  will  bless 
you  for  it.  I  always  pray  for  you  and  ithers  that  have  been  so 
kind  to  us."  I  said  then,  "Now,  my  good  woman,  I  will  come 
and  see  how  the  Little  One  is  again."  She  said,  "Thank  you — 
you'll  lose  nothing  by  it,  and  if  the  pair  thing  had  his  ain  he'd 
be  as  braw  as  any  of  ye."  Then  we  left,  with  the  old  lady's 
blessing. 

The  Little  One  got  well  and  played  his  part  in  the  drama. 
That  was  my  first  introduction  to  Justin,  afterward  called  the 
Dashing  Blanchard.  After  we  had  finished  the  play  in  which 
the  Little  One  took  part,  I  was  advised  by  a  manager  to  go  on 
a  starring  tour.     His  ofifer  was  liberal  and  I  accepted  it. 

I  did  not  meet  Justin  again  until  about  six  years  afterward. 
He  was  then  playing  with  the  Buckley  Serenaders.  They  hap- 
pened to  take  the  same  train  that  my  company  did.  We  left 
Boston  in  the  morning  to  play  in  Worcester,  Mass.,  that  night. 
They  were  passing  through  Boston  and  had  also  boarded  the 
train  for  Worcester,  Mass.  Our  company  had  nearly  all  secured 
seats  when  the  car  door  opened  and  a  portion  of  the  Buckley 
Serenaders  entered.  Along  toward  the  last  as  they  entered  the 
car  Justin  came,  carrying  a  basket  which  was  too  heavy  for  him. 
As  he  entered  the  door  he  tripped  and  fell  into  the  aisle  of  the 
car  and  the  contents  of  the  basket  were  scattered  on  the  floor. 
An  old  gentleman  followed  him,  whom  I  discovered  afterward 
was  old  Mr.  Buckley.  The  old  gentleman  said  to  the  Little  One, 
"I  told  you  that  basket  was  too  heavy  for  you,  but  you  would 
carry  it.  Xow  get  a  seat  and  let  me  ])ick  these  things  up."  The 
Little  C)ne  said,  "No,  I  won't;  I'm  mad  now,  and  I'm  going  to 
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pick  them  up."  He  picked  up  quite  a  number  in  liis  arms  to  put 
them  in  the  basket.  While  the  old  gentleman  was  stooping  down 
to  help  him,  and  as  he  had  straightened  himself  up  to  put  the 
things  in  the  basket,  he  happened  to  look  over  to  the  seat  where 
I  was.  I  occupied  the  third  seat  from  the  door.  ^Vhen  he  saw 
me  he  said,  "There's  old  Charlotte."  You  can  tell  how  old  I  was. 
I  wasn't  quite  twenty-six  yet,  but  I  was  Charlotte  to  all  the 
young  folks  of  the  theatre.  They  very  seldom  addressed  me  as 
Miss  Cushman.     It  was  only  the  old  ones  who  did  that. 

When  the  Little  One  saw  me  he  threw  all  the  things  down 
on  top  of  the  old  gentleman  and  made  a  bolt  for  my  seat,  which 
made  the  people  in  the  car  laugh.  When  he  came  to  the  seat  I 
took  my  hand  bag  off  and  made  room  for  him.  Then  he  threw 
his  arms  around  my  neck  and  hugged  and  kissed  me.  When 
we  got  to  talking  his  feet  were  in  constant  motion.  It  was  al- 
most impossible  in  those  days  for  him  to  keep  still,  and  as  his 
feet  couldn't  touch  the  floor,  sometimes  they  were  on  my  dress 
and  at  other  times  he  would  bind  them  under  the  seat  to  try  and 
keep  them  still,  v/hich  would  only  last  for  a  minute  or  two.  He 
had  hold  of  my  hand,  when  all  of  a  sudden  he  said,  "Charlotte, 
I  think  you  are  better  looking  than  you  used  to  be,"  which  made 
the  people  in  the  seats  near  by  smile.  I  thanked  him  for  the 
compliment  and  laughed  at  the  idea  of  Charlotte  Cushman  being 
good  looking.  That  was  the  first  time  that  compliment  was  paid 
to  me  in  my  life,  but  he  was  no  hypocrite,  and  meant  just  what 
he  said — and  possibly  to  his  eyes  I  had  improved  some.  He  said 
to  me,  "Charlotte,  I  hear  you  are  playing  'Lady  Macbeth.'  Just 
think  of  it — ain't  you  grand?"  I  said,  "What  are  you  playing 
now?"  Then  he  put  his  mouth  to  my  ear  and  whispered,  "They 
think  I  can  play  anything,  but  I  can't,"  which  made  me  smile. 
"You  just  ought  to  see  the  daisy  dress  they  got  me  for  Aladdin. 
When  you  see  that,  then,  Charlotte,  you'll  open  your  eyes."  All 
of  a  sudden  up  came  his  feet  into  my  lap.  Then  he  faced  me 
with  his  back  toward  the  aisle.  I  said,  "Puss,  see — you  are  soil- 
ing my  dress  with  your  feet."  He  said.  "That's  so;  darn  them 
old  feet,  they  won't  stay  down.  Oh,  that's  too  bad,  Charlotte," 
then  he  grabbed  me  around  the  neck  and  commenced  to  kiss  me 
again.  He  placed  on  my  lips  the  sweetest  kisses  that  I  ever  re- 
ceived in  my  life.     I  put  my  arms  around  him  and  we  hugged  one 
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another  good,  which  made  the  people  in  the  car  laugh.  I  did 
not  care  for  that,  as  I  had  received  a  loving  hug  from  one  who 
was  innocent  and  pure  and  it  was  given  with  all  the  true  afifec- 
tion  from  a  loving  child,  who  meant  it  from  the  heart.  Those 
sweet  kisses  I  always  remembered  and  cherished  in  my  soul  as 
a  token  of  true  affection. 

Mr.  Taylor,  our  leading  man,  sat  in  a  seat  back  of  me  with 
his  wife.  He  said,  "Little  One,  you  ought  to  distribute  those 
kisses  and  let  me  have  a  few."  The  Little  One  said,  "Oh,  get 
out — you  ain't  got  no  mustache  or  beard,  and  I  don't  kiss  a  man 
without  a  beard  or  mustache."  Mr.  Taylor  said,  "But  Miss  Cush- 
man  has  no  beard  or  mustache,  and  you  gave  her  so  many  sweet 
kisses,  why  can't  you  let  me  have  some?"  The  Little  One  said, 
"Oh,  well,  she's  Charlotte,  and  she's  different — ain't  you?"  I 
said,  "I  expect  I  am,"  which  made  the  people  laugh. 

As  the  cars  were  nearing  Worcester  we  happened  to  look 
out  and  saw  a  long  fence  with  the  Little  One's  name  pasted  on 
it  in  big  letters.  He  said,  "Charlotte,  did  you  see  those  big  let- 
ters?" I  said  I  did.  He  said,  "I'm  bigger  now  than  I  used  to 
be."  I  said,  "I  judge  by  those  letters  you've  grown  considera- 
ble, when  he  said,  "Those  letters  are  a  good  deal  taller  than  I 
am,  but  that  don't  make  any  difference." 

A\'hen  the  cars  drew  into  the  depot  and  I  stepped  off  onto 
the  platform  my  manager  said  to  me,  "Miss  Cushman,  you  made 
a  mash  today."  I  said,  "It  is  an  old  mash.  Don't  you  think  he 
is  sweet?"  Then  I  said,  "Don't  you  wish  you  had  some  of  those 
sweet  kisses  that  I  got?"  He  said,  "I  guess  I  do.  That  face  and 
those  hands  and  feet  were  never  meant  for  a  boy.  Just  look  at 
that  beautiful  head  of  hair  like  silk;  how  I  long  to  feel  it.  I  no- 
tice those  Buckleys  watch  him  like  a  hawk.  I  expect  they  never 
know  where  he  is  only  when  they've  got  their  hands  on  him  or 
he  is  in  sight."  Just  then  the  Little  Once  came  up  and  took  hold 
of  my  hand  and  said,  "Come  on,  Charlotte,  I'll  run  you  a  race." 
Just  imagine  the  exalted  Queen  of  Tragedy  running  a  race  with 
a  little  soubrette.  My  manager  said  to  me,  "Miss  Cushman,  your 
carriage  is  waiting  on  the  other  side  of  the  depot."  The  Little 
One  said,  "C)h,  ])sha\v,  she  ain't  going  to  ride.  Come  on,  Char- 
lotte, I  know  a  short  cut  to  the  hotel,"  and  we  went  off  skipping, 
uhile  he  held  \vj\\\  to  my  hand,  and  bf)tli  cf)mi)anies  were  laugh- 
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ing.  I  never  laughed  so  much  in  my  life  as  I  did  that  day,  and 
yet  it  did  me  good,  too.  I  was  glad  we  didn't  have  to  go  up  the 
main  street,  for  the  people  might  have  thought  we  were  both 
looney.  I  was  once  more  a  child,  again  having  a  natural  romp 
and  a  jolly  good  time. 

When  we  arrived  at  the  hotel  he  said,  "Charlotte,  be  a  man 
and  go  through  the  place  where  all  the  men  stand  or  sit."  I  did. 
as  he  recjuested,  which  made  all  the  men  smile,  as  we  passed 
through.  Both  companies  were  stopping  at  the  same  hotel,  which 
bore  the  name  of  Bay  State.  When  we  had  reached  the  centre 
of  the  rotunda  of  the  hotel  the  landlord  stepped  out  of  the  office 
and  came  toward  me,  addressing  me  thus,  "Miss  Cushman,  your 
rooms  are  ready  and  waiting  for  you.  Allow  me  to  take  your 
handbag."  The  Little  One  spoke  up  and  said,  "Charlotte,  keep 
one  eye  on  him,"  which  made  the  landlord  laugh.  He  struck  a 
tragic  attitude  and  said,  "So  much  playing  Xady  Macbeth.'  " 
I  then  said,  "Puss,  I  will  see  you  at  dinner."  He  said,  "As  my 
lady  wishes,"  then  he  struck  a  commanding  attitude  with  a  bold 
gesture,  addressing  the  landlord  he  said,  "Sire,  show  Her  Maj- 
esty to  the  throne  room,"  which  caused  a  big  laugh  and  brought 
applause.  The  landlord  said  to  me  while  he  was  showing  me  to 
my  apartments,  "The  Little  One  is  a  natural  burlesque  artist." 
I  said,  "You  have  seen  him  before,  then."  He  said,  "He  has 
played  in  the  city  twice  before  this."  Then  addressing  me  again 
he  said,  "It  will  be  nip  and  tuck  between  your  company  and  theirs 
for  the  Little  One  is  a  great  favorite  here,  and  for  all  the  scamps 
I  ever  saw  on  the  stage,  he  takes  the  premium." 

That  evening  their  house  was  crowded,  while  ours  was  only 
half  filled.  My  manager  said,  "Miss  Cushman,  you  see  what  the 
taste  of  the  people  is.  They  prefer  to  go  and  attend  a  burlescjue 
performance,  while  a  great  actress  like  you  can  only  play  to  half 
a  house.  It  shows  the  natural  mind  of  people  is  depraved."  I 
said,  "Not  at  all ;  people  like  to  laugh  sometimes,  and  if  they 
would  not  laugh  at  that  Little  One,  I  would  like  to  know  who 
they  would  laugh  at.  You  saw  how  he  made  the  people  laugh 
today  in  the  car,  with  his  spontaneous  nature,  which  is  always 
ready  to  burst  out  in  some  quaint  way."  He  said,  "A  i)retty 
hand,  a  pretty  foot  and  a  toss  of  that  saucy  head  will  always 
draw  men,  and  of  course,  women  will  accompany  them." 
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That  evening'  when  both  companies  met  in  the  dining  hall 
to  partake  of  supper,  the  Little  One  came  sliding  in  on  the  floor. 
The  floor  \Yas  very  smooth  and  quite  slippery,  having  a  high 
polish.  \Miile  he  was  sliding  he  hollered  out,  "Gee,  but  that's 
good."  Mrs.  Buckley  said,  "Come,  now,  Puss;  sit  down  and  be 
quiet."  Mr.  Bishop  Buckley,  the  oldest  son,  said,  "Mother,  when 
will  that  be?"  She  said,  "Goodness  only  knows.  I  expect  when 
he  is  as  old  as  Methuselah."  He  sat  on  a  chair  between  Mr.  and 
Airs.  Buckley  and  I  could  hear  his  feet  going  all  the  while, 
knocking  the  chair  every  once  in  a  while.  The  manager  of  my 
company  and  myself  sat  right  opposite  to  where  they  were  sit- 
ting, when  the  manager  addressed  the  Little  One,  saying,  "I 
heard,  Justin,  you  had  a  crowded  house  tonight."  Then  Justin, 
raising  those  large,  dark  blue  eyes  of  his,  looked  at  the  manager 
and  gave  him  one  of  the  roughest  winks  I  think  I  ever  saw, 
smiling  all  the  while,  and  said,  "You  can  just  bet  your  buttons, 
old  man,  we  did."  Then  Mrs.  Buckley  said,  "Oh,  Pet,  you 
mustn't  talk  to  people  like  that.  Why,  they'd  think  you  didn't 
knovi'  what  good  manners  were."  He  said,  "Why,  I  don't,  when 
there's  a  big  house.  Do  you,  papa?"  hitting  the  old  gentleman 
a  dig  in  the  ribs  which  almost  knocked  the  wind  out  of  him.  The 
old  gentleman  dropped  his  fork  and  knife  and  grabbed  his  side, 
saying,  "Puss,  you  will  kill  me  one  of  these  times,  if  you  hit  me 
like  that."  He  got  up  and  grabbed  the  old  gentleman  around  the 
neck  and  commenced  to  kiss  and  hug  him,  when  up  went  one  of 
his  feet  and  almost  kicked  Mrs.  Buckley,  when  he  said  to  the  old 
man,  "Oh,  papa,  I  didn't  mean  to  hurt  you,  but  I  was  a  little  ex- 
cited because  we  had  the  biggest  house,  papa.  If  you'll  forgive 
me,  when  we  go  up  stairs  I'll  clean  your  pipe  out  good,"  which 
got  us  all  to  laughing.  The  old  gentleman  said,  "Now  I'll  forgive 
you  if  you'll  be  careful  after  this."  He  said,  "Oh,  I  will,"  and  up 
went  one  of  his  feet  again.  "She  knows  I  am  the  most  careful 
person  she  ever  knew,"  pointing  to  Mrs.  Buckley.  Mrs.  Buckley 
said,  "Yes,  when  you're  asleep."  He  then  caught  the  old  gentle- 
man by  the  beard,  gave  him  a  big,  rousing  kiss  and  a  hug  at  the 
same  time,  up  went  both  of  his  feet  and  he  landed  in  the  old 
gentleman's  lap,  which  caused  a  big  laugh.  We  all  laughed  so 
boisterously  that  it  set  the  waiters  to  laughing.  The  old  gentle- 
man j)laccd   him   on   a  chair,  and  addressing  me  he  said,  "Miss 
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Cushman,  these  are  common  scenes  with  us.  The  Little  One 
means  no  harm,  but  it  just  seems  as  if  his  whole  body  is  made  of 
springs."  I  looked  toward  Mrs.  Buckley  and  she  was  laughing 
so  the  tears  were  running  down  her  cheeks.  The  Little  One  then 
laid  his  head  on  her  breast  and  said,  "Mama,  are  you  going  to 
get  me  those  skates  you  said  you  would  if  there  was  a  big  house 
tonight?  There  was,  wasn't  there,  papa?"  When  he  was  just 
about  to  give  the  old  gentleman  another  dig  Mr.  Buckley  said, 
"Look  out,  there,  pet;  you  know  what  you  promised.  The  Little 
One  said.  "Oh,  papa,  I  guess  you'll  have  to  tie  my  hands."  Mrs. 
Buckley  said,  "Now  sit  up  straight  and  eat  your  supper,  and  you 
shall  have  the  skates."  She  said,  speaking  across  the  table  to 
me,  "Miss  Cushman,  we  always  buy  the  Little  One  something 
when  we  have  a  big  house."  The  Little  One  turned  around, 
pointing  his  knife  at  Mr.  Buckley,  and  said,  "You  know  you  said 
you  was  going  to  get  me  a  pistol,  old  man."  "You  shall  have  it," 
he  said.  "Just  lay  your  knife  down  on  the  table  there,"  looking 
over  at  me,  he  said,  "He  has  one  of  his  nervous  fits  tonight." 

My  manager  addressed  me  quietly,  saying,  "No  wonder  he 
draws  the  men;  just  look  at  those  eyes  of  his.  Did  you  ever  see 
such  roguish-looking  eyes  in  your  life!'"  Just  then  ^Nlr.  Buckley 
arose  from  the  table,  saying,  "Miss  Cushman,  I  would  like  to 
have  you  and  Air.  Clifton  come  to  our  sitting-room  and  spend 
half  an  hour,  and  we  will  have  a  little  chat,  for  I  do  not  think 
Puss  will  go  to  sleep  right  away,  for  he  is  so  nervous." 

When  we  were  leaving  the  dining  hall,  the  Little  One  struck 
out  for  another  slide,  which  made  all  the  waiters  laugh.  He 
went  up  to  them,  saying,  "Come  to  the  theater  tomorrow  night, 
boys,  and  I'll  pass  you  in."  The  old  gentleman  laughed,  and 
said,  "The  Little  One  runs  the  show."  After  we  had  been  sitting 
in  the  room  I  should  judge  about  fifteen  minutes,  peculiar  raps 
came  all  over  the  wall.  I  looked  at  Mrs.  Buckley  and  said, 
"Isn't  that  strange  !  What  do  you  suppose  makes  that  peculiar 
noise?"  She  smiled,  and  said.  "Those  are  spirit  raps."  I  said, 
"Spirit  raps!  What  do  you  mean  by  that?"  She  said,  "Our 
Little  One  is  a  medium,  and  those  are  the  spirits  rapping."  I 
was  sitting  on  a  sofa  and  there  was  a  pillow  lying  at  one  end  of 
it.  All  of  a  sudden  that  little  pillow  came  up  and  struck  me  on 
the  side  of  my  face.       I  said.  "Mercy!  what  does  that  mean?" 
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When  they  all  laughed.  I  looked  just  then  toward  the  Little 
One  and  saw  his  eyes  were  closed.  I  said,  "See,  Puss  has  gone 
to  sleep."  Air.  Buckley  said,  "Oh,  no ;  he  hasn't.  You  will  see 
something  after  a  little  while." 

In  about  ten  minutes  the  chair  on  which  the  Little  One  sat 
commenced  to  rise  from  the  floor.  Mr.  Clifton  said,  "Isn't  that 
strange  !"  and  just  as  he  said  that,  a  picture  on  the  wall  com- 
menced to  move  backward  and' forward.  I  said,  "Just  look  at 
that.  What  does  all  this  mean?"  Mrs.  Buckley  said,  "These  are 
spiritual  manifestations."  Then  the  raps  grew  louder  on  the 
wall,  and  there  was  a  noise  that  made  a  peculiar  sound,  like  some- 
one scraping  the  wall  with  a  hoe.  Then  everything  became  quiet 
all  of  a  sudden  and  Justin  said,  "We'll  have  a  big  house  in  Spring- 
field." He  then  came  out  of  that  condition  and  went  over  and 
sat  beside  Mr.  Buckley,  when  the  youngest  son,  Frederick  Buck- 
ley, said,  "I  guess  Puss  had  better  go  to  bed.  He  has  been  hav- 
ing a  high  time  today."  He  got  upj  bade  us  all  good  night  and 
went  into  an  adjoining  room,  when  Mr.  Buckley  said,  "I  must  go 
and  see  that  he  gets  into  bed,  or  he  will  go  to  sleep  sitting  on 
the  chair  or  on  the  floor.  I  generally  take  his  shoes  off  and 
start  him  to  undress.  Then  I  know  he  gets  into  bed  and  I  tuck 
the  clothes  around  his  feet." 

We  bade  one  another  good  night,  each  one  going  to  his  room 
and  I  to  lay  in  bed  wondering  at  what  I  had  seen.  I  did  not  go 
to  sleep  till  four  o'clock  in  the  morning.  Those  manifestations 
that  we  had  witnessed  seemed  to  hold  me  spellbound.  We  will 
defer  these  communications.  They  tell  me  I  have  held  the 
medium  long  enough  for  this  time. 

Wednesday,  June  19,  1901.       Charlotte  Cushman  continues. 

The  next  time,  sir,  that  I  met  the  medium  was  in  Boston. 
Mr.  Edwin  Forrest  and  myself  were  playing  a  star  engagement 
at  the  Boston  Theater,  on  Washington  street.  W^e  were  sup- 
ported by  a  fine  class  of  actors,  selected  by  the  manager  of  the 
theater  for  this  occasion.  Mr.  Forrest  and  myself  felt  proud  of 
such  support.  They  raised  the  prices  of  the  seats  to  $2.50  and 
$5.00 — the  highest  prices  that  were  ever  paid  to  see  a  dramatic 
performance  in  Boston. 

On  Tuesday  night,  after  the  performance  was  over,  Mr.  For- 
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rest  knocked  at  my  dressing'-room  door,  which  was  opened  by  my 
maid.  He  addressed  me,  saying,  "I\liss  Cushman,  I  have  secured 
a  box  for  tomorrow  afternoon's  performance  here  at  the  theater, 
which  is  to  be  given  in  aid  of  the  Orphan  Institution.  Possibly, 
your  morning  paper  acquainted  you  with  the  fact."  I  said  I 
saw  by  the  paper  while  my  maid  was  dressing  my  hair  that  there 
was  to  be  a  benefit  on  Friday  afternoon  for  the  Orphans.  Then, 
he  said.  "I  have  invited  a  few  friends  and  would  like  the  presence 
of  your  company  in  attendance  during  the  performance.  A  lit- 
tle friend  of  mine  is  going  to  play."  I  said,  "I  will  be  there  in 
person,  with  the  greatest  of  pleasure."  Mr.  Forrest  said,  "Thanks 
Miss  Cushman."  and  then  bade  me  good  night. 

I  arrived  at  the  theater  next  afternoon,  attended  by  my  maid. 
\Mien  we  entered  the  orchestra  was  playing  an  overture.  We 
were  ushere'd  to  the  box.  When  the  usher  knocked  at  the  box 
door  it  was  opened  by  Mr.  Forrest  in  person.  As  my  maid  and 
I  entered  the  box,  "Sir.  Forrest  pointed  to  a  chair  in  front  of  the 
box,  and  said,  "Miss  Cushman,  I  reserved  that  chair  for  you, 
there  being  a  good  view  of  the  stage."  I  said,  "Mr.  Forrest,  I'd 
rather  sit  back  here  among  the  ladies,  as  I  have  no  desire  to  be 
conspicuous."  He  said.  "Miss  Cushman,  please  accept  it  on  this 
occasion  for  me,  as  I  want  you  to  watch  the  antics  of  my  little 
friend.  I  am  just  conceited  enough  to  think  he  is  a  great  bur- 
lesque artist."  I  said.  "\\'hat  is  the  name  of  your  little  friend?" 
— not  having  seen  any  program  yet.  Before  he  had  time  to 
answer,  one  of  the  gentlemen  handed  me  a  program,  which  I 
looked  at.  I  saw  in  large  letters  at  the  top  of  the  program, 
"Justin,  in  'Xan.  the  Good-for-Xothing."  this  afternoon."  I 
smiled  and  said.  "Mr.  Forrest,  I  think  your  little  friend  is  an 
old  friend  of  mine."  He  said,  "Then,  perhaps,  you've  met 
him."  I  said,  "I  knew  him  some  years  ago  when  he  played  at 
the  old  Xational  Theater  in  Xew  York.       His  name  in  the  bills 

then  was,  'La  Petite  Blanche. Then,"  Mr.  Forrest  said,  "It 

will  he  interesting  to  us  both." 

While  he  was  speaking,  the  curtain  went  uj)  and  we  dis- 
covered a  scene  which  represented  the  interior  of  an  old  boat 
house.  Let  me  tell  you  here,  sir.  that  this  comedy  was  an  old 
English  comedy  called,  "Xan,  the  Good-for-Nothing."  It  was 
revised   and   modernized  bv   Little    Justin's  acting,  and   I   would 
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also  say  that  many  of  the  speeches  were  dehvered  in  the  York- 
shire pronunciation  or  dialect ;  being  an  EngHsh  comedy. 

Xow,  I  will  give  you  a  little  insight  into  the  plot.  This 
scene  represented  an  old-fashioned  room  in  a  boat  house.  There 
was  an  old-fashioned  kitchen  table,  with  two  boatmen  sitting 
on  wooden  stools  at  each  end  of  it.  In  front  of  a  window  there 
w-as  a  long  wooden  bench.  On  that  wooden  bench  was  a  pail 
of  water,  a  long  bar  of  brown  soap,  a  scrubbing  brush,  two  cab- 
bages and  some  carrots.  Back  of  the  bench  stood  an  old  Eng- 
lish broom  made  from  brush,  such  as  the  English  peasants  use 
in  sweeping  up  their  clay  floors.  Around  the  room  were  placed 
three  old-fashioned  wooden  chairs.  On  one  of  the  chairs  was 
a  large  black  cat.  \Mien  the  curtain  went  up  you  discovered 
these  two  men  quarreling  with  one  another  about  this  "Nan, 
the  Good-for-Xothing."  They  are  two  brothers,  speaking  about 
the  night  when  they  discovered  the  little  waif.  Nan,  all  soaking 
wet  from  a  heavy  rain  that  had  been  falling.  x\s  they  were 
returning  from  town,  where  they  had  been  to  the  tavern  to  get 
a  sociable  glass  of  ale,  as  they  called  it,  they  met  the  Little 
One  in  the  street.  She  came  up  to  them  and  begged  thern  for 
a  penny.  One  of  them  said,  "My  little  lass,  have  you  no  home 
on  such  a  night  as  this?"  The  other  one  said,  "It's  an  awfu' 
night  for  ye  to  be  oot."  She  said,  "Sometimes  I  live  under  the 
dock,  ither  times  I  sleep  in  the  dureways."  Then,  they  said, 
"Come,  we  will  tuk  ye  to  oor  ouse."  That  is  how  she  was  in- 
troduced into  their  home.  The}-  were  finding  fault  with  each 
as  to  her  bringing  up.  She  calls  them  "Fayther  number  one 
and  fayther  number  two."  \Miile  they  were  talking,  we  heard 
loud  laugh  on  the  outside  of  the  house.  I  smiled  and  said  to 
Mr.  Forrest,  "That's  the  Little  One ;  I  recognize  that  musical 
laugh."  One  of  the  men  stepped  to  the  window  and  hollered, 
"Come  in  here,  Xan,  you  baggage  you."  He  turned  around 
and  addressed  the  other  brother,  saying,  "She's  the  worst  wench 
in  aw  the  neighborhood.  If  she  'aint  a  making  mud  pies;  why, 
she's  fighting  with  some  boys."  The  other  one  said,  "Or  else 
slidin'  doon  a  ladder  tearin'  all  her  claes." 

Just  then  the  door  opened  and  the  most  wretched-looking 
child  you  ever  saw  in  all  your  life  made  her  ap])earance.  She 
said,  "Did  e  call?"     Thcv  bcAh  said,  in  the  same  breath,  "Come 


CHARLOTTE  CUSHMAN  379 

in  here,  you  baggage,  and  give  an  account  of  yourself."  She 
came,  shuffling  forward  to  the  table.  Now,  sir,  I  will  describe 
her:  She  had  an  old,  dirty  torn  dress  on,  a  boot  on  one  foot 
and  an  old  gaiter  on  the  other ;  with  one  of  the  worst,  dirty 
faces  that  you  ever  saw,  with  a  big  scratch  down  the  cheek  that 
she  had  got  when  she  was  fighting*  with  the  boys,  a  head  of  red 
hair  stuck  out  in  all  directions.  It  looked  like  it  had  never 
made  the  accjuaintance  of  a  comb.  She  had  an  old,  dirty  clay 
pipe  in  her  mouth  which  she  was  smoking.  I  think,  of  all  the 
hideous  creatures,  she  was  one.  She  took  the  pipe  out  of  her 
mouth  and  grinned  at  them  in  such  a  manner  that  it  set  the 
gallery  boys  ofif  in  a  roar  of  laughter.  She  said  to  the  men,  "E 
be'es  in  an  awfti'  "urry."  One  of  the  men  said,  "Who  you  grin- 
ning at?"  She  said,  "I  'haint  a  grinning.  It's  my  mashing 
smile,"  and  she  made  one  of  the  awfullest  faces  that  you  ever 
saw,  which  started  the  people  to  laughing  again.  One  of  the 
brothers  said,  "Nan,  I  want  to  tell  e  as  ow  we  are  goin'  to  turn 
hover  a  new  leaf  in  this  'ouse."  She  then  gave  a  big  laugh,  and 
said,  "Ear  im,  ear  im,"  and  with  that  she  jumped  up  onto  the 
table,  snatched  one  of  their  hats  off,  commenced  to  fan  herself 
and  of  all  the  demoralized-looking  creatures  it  was  she,  with  that 
pipe  in  her  mouth  and  a  grin  on  her  face,  fanning  herself  with  the 
old  hat  and  her  legs  dangling  down  in  front  of  the  table.  She 
said,  "I  bese  a  beauteous  and  my  faythers  they  bese  beauteous, 
too,"  which  caused  a  roar  of  laughter.  Then  the  two  brothers 
got  excited  and  jumped  up  and  shook  their  fists  at  her,  saying, 
"E  bese  the  worst  wench  on  this  earth."  Then  she  took  the 
pipe  out  of  her  mouth  and  tried  to  look  modest ;  but,  oh.  Heav- 
ens, sir,  I  wish  you  could  have  seen  that  modest  look.  Now, 
I  will  tell  you  the  conversation  in  American  English.  They 
said  to  her  they  wanted  her  to  stay  in  the  house  and  keep  it 
clean  and  herself  also,  as  she  was  a  disgrace  to  the  name  of  the 
Lord.  They  don't  want  her  out  of  the  house  any  more  sliding 
down  ladders  or  making  mud  pies.  If  they  hear  of  her  fight- 
ing with  any  more  boys  they  will  thrash  her.  or  causing  any 
more  rows  in  the  neighborhood. 

They  want  her  to  keep  out  of  the  l)oats  and  live  like  a  re- 
spectable being,  and  one  of  them  said.  "If  you  don't,  I'll  lock 
you   up  and  starve   you."        This   made  the   other  one   mad   and 
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he  said,  "That's  no  way  to  talk  to  her."  Then  she  commenced 
to  cry.  and  of  all  the  yelling  you  ever  heard,  I  think  it  would  be 
pretty  hard  to  match.  Then,  the  two  men  sat  down  and  said, 
"Let's  reason  this  out,  like  God-fearing  people."  They  asked 
her  then  which  she  loved  the  most.  Between  her  sobs  and 
yelling  she  said,  "Fayther  liumber  one."  She  said,  "I  like  ee 
best  when  ee  commenced  to  talk,"  then  trying  to  gulp  down  a 
sob  which  almost  choked  her.  Then,  sir,  I  wish  you  could 
have  seen  the  contortions  of  her  face,  which  set  off  the  people 
into  roars  of  laughter.  She  caught  her  breath,  and  said,  "Fay- 
ther number  two,  when  ee  does  up  talkin'  I  like  ee  the  best,"  and 
that's  the  way  she  had  getting  out  of  things.  They  both  com- 
menced to  laugh  and  got  up  and  went  to  hugging  her.  They 
said,  "Lass,  ee  must  give  ye  faythers  a  buss,"  which  means  a 
kiss.  Then  they  told  her  to  get  down  and  get  the  house  in 
order  and  they  would  go  off  to  work.  As  they  left  the  house 
she  threw  an  old  coat  after  them  and  said,  "That's  for  guid 
luck;  I  likes  to  send  them  away  with  ^a  smile."  I  wish,  sir, 
you  could  have  seen  that  smile.  I  thought  Mr.  Forrest  would 
go  into  a  *fit  with  laughter.  One  of  the  ladies  in  the  box  made 
the  remark,  "I  think  that  creature  is  the  ugliest  and  dirtiest,  and 
I  should  say,  the  most  mischievous-looking  and  villainous  crea- 
ture I  ever  saw."  Then  she  said,  "Can  it  be  possible  that  any 
human  creature  ever  looked  like  that?"  The  Little  One  goes  to 
the  bench,  grabs  the  pail  of  water  and  throws  it  all  over  the 
floor;  then  seizes  the  brush  broom,  gets  to  work  scrubbing,  say- 
ing, "I's  going  to  turn  over  a  leaf."  While  she  is  scrubbing  the 
floor  with  the  broom  she  starts  in  singing,  "My  Jonnie  was  a 
shoemaker,"  and  dancing  in  the  water  with  her  feet.  Then  of 
all  the  contortions  that  her  human  anatomy  went  under  I  never 
witnessed  the  like.  It  seemed  to  me  that  she  would  disjoint 
every  bone  of  her  body  and  they  would  come  out  of  the  socket. 
While  she  was  scrubbing  the  floor  a  loud  knock  was  heard 
at  the  door  when  she  hollered  out,  "Throw  yourself  in,  its 
clarin'  up  day.  Fse  housekeeper  now."  The  door  opened  and  a 
very  dapper  little  fellow  stepped  in,  dressed  in  the  height  of 
fashion  and  holding  a  letter  in  his  hand,  and  as  he  came  toward 
her  she  raised  the  wet  broom  and  said,  "Not  so  fast,  my  bucky 
lad.       If  ye  come  any  nearer,  I'll  doon  ye."       He  said,  "I  want 
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to  deliver  this  letter  into  the  hands  of  Miss  Nan,"  which  sent 
her  off  into  a  big  laugh.  She  turned  around  and  looked  at  the 
audience  while  she  was  convulsed  with  laughter.  She  said  to 
them,  "Did  you  ever  see  a  ginger  snap  on  two  knitting  needles 
before?"  which  caused  a  big  laugh.  He  addressed  her,  saying, 
"Are  you  Miss  Nan?"  She  said,  "Naw,  I'm  Nanny;  chuck  your 
letter  on  the  table  there  and  mebbe  she'll  get  it." 

As  he  turned  to  go  out  the  door,  she  hit  him  a  kick  in  the 
back  of  his  anatomy,  which  sent  him  through  the  door.  He 
rushed  to  the  window  and  looked  in,  hollering,  "Oh,  what 
a  guy."  AMth  that  she  threw  a  cabbage  at  him  and  then  the 
'carrots.  Then  she  ran  down  to  the  door,  hollering  after  him, 
"Come  back  here  and  let's  have  a  scrap,  ye  auld  ninny  ye." 
Then  she  came  in  and  shut  the  door  and  went  to  scrubbing  the 
floor  again,  saying  to  herself,  "I  'aint  had  a  scrap  in  two  days 
and  I'm  afraid  I'll  be  goin'  out  of  practice." 

Just  then  a  gentleman  stepped  in  at  the  door,  which  was 
not  entirely  shut,  and  as  she  looked  up  and  discovered  him  she 
turned  around  with  a  grin  toward  the  audience  and  said,  "The 
guid  Laird  is  going  to  give  me  a  chance  for  a  scrap."  The 
gentleman  stepped  forward  to  the  table  and  said,  in  a  rich, 
fatherly  voice,  "My  little  girl,  I  had  a  desire  to  come  and  talk 
with  you."  At  that  she  twisted  her  foot  and  leg  around  the 
broom  and  stood  in  one  of  her  grotesque  attitudes,  which  caused 
a  laugh.  Then  the  gentleman  spoke  to  her  in  a  kind  way,  say- 
ing, "My  little  lass,  you  saved  my  son  when  he  was  drowning 
when  no  one  would  go  to  his  rescue.  You  struck  out  and  buf- 
feted the  waves,  hollering  to  him  to  keep  up  till  you  could  get 
there.  The  people  on  the  bank  said  you  glided  through  the 
waves  like  a  dolphin,  and  then  when  you  reached  him  you  siezed 
him  by  the  hair  of  the  head  with  one  hand  as  he  was  just  about 
to  go  down  for  the  last  time.  You  struck  out  for  the  shore 
with  one  hand  and  used  both  your  feet,  which  seemed  a  miracle 
to  think  that  you  both  got  there  alive."  She  said,  ".\w,  that 
'aint  nothin',  auld  man."  Then,  he  said,  "Where  is  your  mother 
or  your  father?  I  would  speak  with  them."  She  said,  "I  never 
had  any  mither.  but  I've  got  two  faythers.  They  be  out  at 
work  and  if  ye  was  a  decent  man  ye'd  be  at  work,  tay,"  which 
caused   a   laugh.       "Ye'd   na   be   around   here   when   a   womans' 
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house-cleanin'."  Just  imagine  calling  herself  a  woman,  when 
she  was  only  about  four  feet  and  a  half  tall.  But  he  said, 
"Aly  dear.'"  At  that  she  gave  a  shout  of  laughter,  saying, 
"The  old  cloot's  on  the  mash."  She  then  struck  one  of  her  fan- 
tastic positions,  and  with  a  kick  of  her  foot,  for  which  she  was 
celebrated,  she  said,  "Old  Genesis,  I'm  listenin." 

He  said,  "I  don't  understand  you,  you  said  you  had  no 
mother  and  that  you  have  got  two  fathers.''  She  said,  "I  be 
that  and  big  ones  tay,  and  ye  better  na  hang  around  here  or 
they'll  dr}'  up  the  floor  wi  ye,"  which  made  him  laugh  very 
heartily.  He  said,  "To  make  a  long  story  short — "  She  looks 
at  him  and  says,  "Ye're  the  long  o'  it  and  I'm  the  short  o'  it."" 
He  placed  a  package  on  the  table,  saying,  "There,  little  lass,  is 
a  hundred  pounds  for  your  heroic  deed  in  saving  my  son."  Then 
she  commenced  to  cry;  when  the  gentleman  stepped  up  to  her, 
saying,  "Will  you  kiss  me?  I  know  there's  good  stuff  in  you." 
She  sprang  on  to  him  like  a  cat,  and  twining  her  arms  around 
his  neck,  while  her  legs  were  twisted  around  his  body.  She 
was  all  wet  and  got  his  nice  clothes  wet  and  dirty.  She  gave 
him  three  good  hearty  kisses,  then  dropped  on  the  wet  floor, 
crying  as   if  her   heart   would   break.  Then    the      gentleman 

stooped  down,  placed  his  hand  on  her  red  hair,  saying,  "God 
bless  you,  my  child,"  and  then  left  the  room,  shutting  the  door 
behind  him.  She  got  up  and  shook  herself  like  a  water  dog, 
saying,  "A  hundred  puns  for  taking  a  kid  out  of  the  water."  I 
wish  a  whole  lot  of  them  would  fall  in  some  day  that  I  might 
drag  them  out,"  which  caused  the  audience  to  laugh.  She  said, 
"A  hundred  puns !  Some  way  or  anither  my  waist  don't  fit," 
which  made  us  laugh,  for  she  was  nothing  but  a  bundle  of  rags. 
She  said,  "Now  I  mun  clean  myself  before  faythers  come  home." 
She  takes  a  letter  off  the  table  and  sits  down  on  the  wooden 
bench  by  the  window,  looking  at  the  letter  this  way  and  that 
way,  saying  to  herself,  "I  wish  I  had  some  hedication,  then  may- 
be I  could  read  it  au  oot."  She  gave  a  sigh  and  kissed  the 
letter,  saying,  "A'laybe  an  angel  sent  it  to  me,  for  there's  nae- 
body  in  the  world  would  send  me  a  letter."  She  threw  the  let- 
ter on  the  table,  saying,  "Weel,  I  must  get  fixed  up."  She  took 
the  j)ail  and  went  out  of  the  room  and  returned  with  some  water 
in  it.     She  set  it  down  in   front  of  the  wooden  bench  while  she 
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seated  herself  beside  the  large  bar  of  soap.  She  took  the  old 
boot  and  gaiter  off  her  feet,  exposing"  a  little  pair  of  feet  to  the 
gaze  of  the  audience.  One  leg  had  an  old  blue  stocking  on  it 
with  a  big  hole  in  front,  exposing  her  little  toes.  The  other 
leg  had  a  big  hole  in  the  heel  and  an  old  yellow  patch  over  the 
toes.  She  laid  the  stockings  on  the  bench  beside  her.  Then 
she  stuck  her  feet  into  the  pail  of  water  and  commenced  to  wash 
her  feet  and  legs  with  the  soap.  \\  hen  she  had  finished  wash- 
ing them  she  took  one  at  a  time  and  dried  it  on  her  old  skirt. 
She  placed  that  one  upon  the  bench  while  she  was  drying  the 
other.  Then,  when  she  got  up  in  some  way  she  fell  into  the 
pail,  which  tipped  over — she,  the  pail  and  the  water  went  rolling 
on  the  stage,  which  caused  an  immense  roar  of  laughter. 

A  gentleman  sitting  behind  me  in  the  box  said,  "Aliss.Cush- 
man,  did  you  ever  see  such  a  shiftless  creature  in  your  life?"  I 
said,  "My  good  sir,  you  are  looking  at  a  tomboy  girl,  which  is 
impersonated  true  to  life."  She  got  out  of  the  pail,  picked  her- 
self up  in  a  limping  manner,  grabbed  hold  of  the  pail  and  went 
out  of  the  room,  limping,  came  in  again  with  the  pail  and  some 
water  limping  for  dear  life,  walking  on  her  bare  feet.  She 
placed  her  pail  down  on  the  stage  in  front  of  the  bench  again 
She  dived  her  two  feet  into  it,  swishing  the  water  with  her  feet. 
Then  she  caught  hold  of  the  back  of  the  bench  with  her  hands, 
saying,  "x\uld  man,  you  don't  ketch  me  this  'ere  time,"  when  all 
of  a  sudden,  over  went  the  bench,  herself  and  the  pail.  Sud- 
denly she  jumped  up,  grabbed  the  pail  before  all  the  water  was 
spilt  out  of  it.  There  was  an  old  sack  lying  close  by.  She 
took  that  and  dried  her  feet  and  legs,  then  put  on  the  dirty 
stockings  again,  replacing  the  old  boot  and  gaiter  on  her  feet. 
She  got  down  on  her  knees  in  front  of  the  pail,  picked  up  the 
big  bar  of  soap,  dipped  it  into  the  pail,  where  the  water  is, 
rubbed  it  over  her  dirty  face,  saying,  "Gee,  that  scratch  hurts." 
Then,  she  threw  down  the  bar  of  soap,  dipped  her  head  into 
the  pail  and  swished  the  water  up  into  her  face  with  her  hands. 
She  then  dried  her  face  with  her  old  ragged  skirt,  at  the  same 
time  exposing  an  old  petticoat  covered  with  all  colors  of  patches. 
When  the  people  saw  that  petticoat  they  burst  out  laughing. 
Then  she  went  to  the  drawer  of  the  table,  brought  out  a  piece 
of  looking-glass,  placed  it  up  against  a  bottle  that  had  a  candle 
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in  it,  then  she  got  the  scrubbing  brush;  looked  into  the  piece 
of  glass,  commenced  to  brush  her  hair/  and  looking  around  at 
the  people,  said,  grinning,  "Won't  I  look  scrvmiptious  ?" 

She  went  to  a  box  in  the  corner  of  the  room,  opened  it 
and  brought  out  a  pinafore,  then  she  said,  "She's  been  saving 
that  for  the  Queen's  funeral,"  which  brought  a  laugh  from  the 
people.  She  went  to  the  wall  and  took  down  an  old  straw 
hat  from  a  peg  and  tied  it  under  her  chin,  went  and  looked  in 
the  piece  of  looking-glass,  after  which  she  turned  around  with 
one  of  her  comical  expressions  on  her  face,  of  which  she  has 
many.  Then  she  said  to  the  audience,  "I'm  too  sweet  for  the 
Prince  of  A\'ales  himself,"  which  caused  another  laugh.  She 
then  came  down  to  the  footlights  and  said  to  the  leader,  "Fid- 
dle," which  made  another  laugh. 

I  wish  to  explain  to  you,  sir,  that  all  her  movements  and 
expressions  are  comical — extravagantly  so.  That  is  why  she 
was  called  the  "Queen  of  Burlesque  Company."  She  then  sang 
a  song  called  "Who'll  have  me?"  and  at  the  end  of  every  verse 
she  yells  "Who'll  have  me?  Don't  speak  all  at  once,"  which 
made  the  gallery  boys  holler  out,  "I'll  have  ye;  I'll  have  ye." 
When  she  had  finished  singing  she  said,  "I'll  have  to  shake  m}/ 
feet  to  get  them  ready  for  the  promenade."  Then  the  orchestra 
started  up  a  hornpipe.  She  commenced  to  dance  then.  Of  all 
the  contortions  and  movements  and  gestures  of  her  anatomy  I 
never  saw  the  like  before.  As  she  was  about  to  finish  the 
dance  and  was  down  near  our  box  she  suddenly  made  a  spring 
and  landed  right  in  the  middle  of  our  box,  which  frightened 
some  of  the  lady  friends  of  Mr.  Forrest.  The  people  were  yel- 
ling and  applauding  for  her  to  appear  again  when  Mr.  Forrest 
grabbed  her  up  with  all  her  dirty  clothes  and  dirty  shoes.  Mr. 
Forrest  stood  her  up  on  the  beautiful  velvet  trimmings  on  the 
front  of  the  box  so  that  the  people  might  look  at  her.  Then 
she  commenced  to  throw  kisses  at  the  people;  this  she  is 
noted  for.  Then  she  yelled,  "I'll  come  out  and  kiss  every 
fellow  that's  got  a  mustache  and  beard,"  and  some  of  the  men 
yelled  back.  "Come  on  ;  that's  just  what  we  want."  Then  she 
gave  a  kick  with  that  little  foot  of  hers  and  yelled  out,  "You're 
too  willing,  gentlemen."  which  caused  a  big  laugh.  Then 
Mr.  Forrest  lifted  her  down  and  she  disappeared  from  the  view 
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of  the  people.  At  the  back  of  the  box  she  beckoned  for  me  to 
come  to  her.  I  went  and  she  took  both  of  my  hands,  and  giv- 
ing me  a  hearty  kiss,  said,  "Oh,  Charlotte,  I'm  so  glad  to  see 
you.  It  repayed  me  for  all  my  hard  work  this  afternoon  to  see 
your  kind  face,  for  you  were  my  friend  when  -I  was  little  and 
poor.  God  blessed  you  and  made  you  the  grandest  woman  in 
the  world,  the  queen  of  tragedy."  When  she  had  said  that 
Mr.  Forrest  said,  "  'Aint  you  going  to  kiss  me,  Puss?  It's  a 
long  time  since  I  felt  those  sweet  lips  on  my  mouth."  This  in- 
terrupted me  from  replying  to  her  compliment.  She  laughed 
and  said,  "I  will,  Mr.  Forrest ;  you  have  a  mustache  and  goatee." 
She  went  forward  to  where  he  sat,  took  him  by  the  hand,  led 
him  to  the  back  of  the  box  and  kissed  him  profusely,  saying, 
"You,  too,  were  my  friend,  when  I  was  little,  poor  and  hungry." 
The  other  two  gentlemen  in  the  box  laughed  and  said,  "Little 
One,  won't  you  kiss  us,  too?"  She  said,  "I  will,  since  you  are 
friends  of  ]Mr.  Forrest."  Mr.  Forrest  said,  "Puss,  these  are 
two  particular  friends  of  mine  from  Philadelphia."  She  then 
said,  "Oh,  I  will  kiss  them,  for  I  love  the  Philadelphia  people." 
Afterwards  she  went  to  live  in  Philadelphia  for  a  number  of 
years  and  made  it  her  regular  home.  None  of  the  ladies  in  the 
box  asked  her  to  kiss  them.  They  were  afraid  of  her  dirty 
face  and  her  dirty  clothes.  She  turned  around  and  took  my 
hands  with  a  warm  grasp,  saying.  "Oh,  Charlotte,  I  wish  I 
could  get  oft  some  night  to  see  you  play.  They  say  you  are 
so  grand  now."  Mr.  Forrest  spoke  up  and  said,  "Miss  Cush- 
man  is  the  queen  of  the  American  stage,  and,  in  fact,  of  the 
world,"  which  made  me  blush.  I  said,  "Xot  as  great  as  that. 
Mr.  Forrest."  He  said.  "You  are,  Miss  Cushman,  what  I  have 
just  said."  Then  he  turned  and  said  to  the  Little  One,  "You 
are  the  queen  of  burlesque,  who  has  no  peers."  He  addressed 
the  company  in  the  box.  saying,  "Ladies  and  gentlemen,  be- 
hold the  two  opposite  queens  of  the  stage,  who  may  never  come 
together  again."  The  gentlemen  in  the  box  arose,  and  with 
Mr.  Forrest  bowed  to  us,  when  the  Little  One,  with  one  of  his 
saucy  laughs  and  kick  of  his  foot,  said,  "Ta-ta,  ladies  and 
gentlemen,  I  must  now  say  au  revoir,  and  get  ready  for  the 
next  scene.  " 

W'e   never  met   again  in   the  body  :  but   T   saw  him   perform 
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at  different  times,  which  I  will  relate  to  you  later  on.  The 
curtain  arose  on  a  street  scene.  The  two  brothers  were  dis- 
covered, or,  as  Nan,  called  them,  her  "two  faythers."  They 
were  walking  arm  in  arm,  and  were  talking  about  as  "Ow 
they  were  going  to  raise  Nan  and  make  her  a  leddy."  They 
passed  oft"  the  stage  talking  in  that  strain.  The  next  that  came 
on  the  scene  were  two  English  dudes  dressed  in  the  height  of 
fashion,  talking  about  what  a  jolly  good  time  they  had  last 
night.  One  said  to  the  other,  "Joe}',  my  boy,  the  bloomin'  gals 
wilted  when  they  saw  the  cut  of  my  new  spring  suit,  by  Jove." 
They  said,  'T  was  the  darling  of  all  darlings  of  men."  The  other 
one  said,  "Charlie,  my  boy,  did  you  notice  how  the  ladies,  God 
bless  them,  the  darlings  of  my  heart,  how  they  flutter  their 
fans  when  I  was  asked  to  sing,  by  Jove,  my  boy?  I  know  I'm 
dear  to  those  young  gals ;  they  say  I  have  the  sweetest  tenor 
voice  in  England."  One  said  to  the  other,  "Look,  my  boy,  at 
that  blasted  aft'air  coming  down  the  street ;  the  thing  is  a  regular 
guy.  If  you  can  tell  me  what  it  is,  Charlie,  you  can  have  it." 
Then  they  laughed  hilariously  and  both  declared  it  was  too 
funny  for  anything.  At  that  moment  Nan  walked  on  the  stage 
with  a  cotton  gown  of  large  pattern.  The  flowers  upon  it  are 
very  large  and  gay.  She  had  a  new  pair  of  shoes  on  about 
three  sizes  too  big,  a  black  lace  cape  on  her  shoulders,  a  hat 
trimmed  with  cherry-colored  satin  ribbons  biffed  on  one  side  of 
her  head.  Under  one  arm  she  is  carrying  on  old  dictionary, 
with  the  other  hand  she  held  up  an  old  torn  parasol  over  her 
head.  She  had  her  head  tilted  on  one  side  with  one  of  those 
saucy  looks  on  her  face  that  she  can  give.  She  came  on  the 
stage  shaking  herself,  thinking  she  is  very  tony.  As  she  ap- 
proached the  men  they  stepped  one  side  and  giggle  and  laugh 
just  as  she  was  about  to  pass  them.  One  of  them  said,  "Oh, 
what  a  guy!"  With  that  she  threw  down  the  old  dictionary 
and  the  parasol,  and  said,  "A  guy,  am  I;  you  blasted  brutes?" 
She  hit  one  a  mash  in  the  jaw  and  sends  him  reeling  against  the 
scene.  The  other  she  kicked  on  the  back  of  his  anatomy  and 
landed  him  on  the  stage.  Then  she  burst  out  in  one  of  her 
hearty  laughs  and  said,  "I  'aint  had  a  scrap  in  four  days;  I  feel 
better  now,"  Then  she  picked  up  the  old  flistionary  and  the. 
torn   parasol  and  turned  around  and   spitting  over  her  shoulder 
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at  them  said,  "When  a  Hinglish  gal  what's  gittin*  hedicated 
comes  along"  and  a  conple  av  'ere  blokes  like  you  sees  her  they'll 
throw  out  their  manners  then.  If  you  don't  they're  to  get 
climbed,"  with  that  she  gave  her  head  a  saucy  toss  in  the  air 
and  kicked  out  one  foot  behind,  hollering  with  all  her  might, 
"Oh,  where's  the  Prince  of  Wales  now?"  which  brought  a  big 
laugh. 

She  was  about  to  walk  ofif  the  stage  when  a  very  elegant- 
looking  gentleman  came  down  the  center  aisle  and  presented 
her  with  a  ver}^  beautiful  basket  of  flowers.  She  accepted  it 
and  looked  at  him  with  one  of  her  roguish  smiles,  saying,  "Oh, 
you  rascal,  what  will  I  do  with  it?"  which  caused  the  audience 
to  laugh.  Then  the  boys  up  in  the  gallery  hollered  out,  "Give 
it  to  us.  Oh,  'aint  you  got  a  nerve?"  She  threw  kisses  to  the 
people  and  turned  to  go  ofif  when  the  audience  hollered  out, 
"Let  us  have  'Oh,  "anit  you  got  a  nerve.'  "  With  that  she  came 
toward  our  box  and  handed  up  the  basket  of  flowers,  saying, 
"Charlotte,  please  accept  this  from  me."  Then  she  went  to 
the  center  of  the  stage  behind  the  footlights  and  said  to  the 
leader,  "Fiddle  for  dear  life."  She  commenced  to  sing  and  jump, 
"Oh,  'aint  we  got  a  nerve."  Between  the  verses  she  danced  and 
twisted  her  body  in  all  kinds  of  shapes.  I  wondered  she  didn't 
dislocate  some  of  her  ribs.  After  she  had  sung  the  last  verse 
she  danced  off  the  stage.  The  people  applauded  and  called 
her  back.  She  rushed  on  the  stage,  falling  over  the  old  dic- 
tionary. Shf  picked  herself  up,  grabbed  her  old  torn  parasol, 
whipped  a  bottle  out  of  her  pocket,  took  a  nip  rubbing  her 
stomach  all  the  time,  saying,  "It's  only  a  little  gin  and  tansy 
for  the  nerves."  Then  she  threw  her  head  on  one  side,  saying, 
"For  Heaven's  sake  keep  quiet  or  the  police  will  be  in  here. 
Edwin  Forrest,  the  great  tragedian  has  had  an  attack  of  the 
reformatory  fever  and  through  his  own  condensation  he  may 
become  convulsive  the  next.  It's  a  hard  attack  of  the  heart, 
countin'  his  money,  and  if  he  gets  a  relapse,  wy  he's  gone  for- 
ever and  nothing  can  save  him  but  a  big  house  tonight.  Char- 
lotte Cushman  has  put  seventeen  porous  plasters  on  his  back 
and  says  his  pulse  is  up  to  fever  heat  and  I  beg  of  you  to  keep 
quiet  until  I  get  out  of  the  building  alive."  And,  with  that 
she   rushed   (iff  the   stage,   tripping  up  on   her  old   torn   ])arasol. 
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fell  down,  her  head  striking  the  dictionary  when  she  looked  up 
and  commenced  to  cry,  saying.  "Oh,  what  knowledge  fell  there." 
She  picked  up  all  her  old  traps,  then  looked  at  the  audience 
cross-eyed,  with  one  of  the  most  mournful  and  pitiful  looks 
you  ever  saw.  She  puckered  up  her  mouth  and  said  she's 
"just  got  a  sitiwation  to  nurse  them  'ere  triplets ;  being  three  of 
them.  If  one  hadn't  got  lost  on  the  road  there  might  have  been 
four  of  them,"  which  sent  the  audience  off  into  a  big  roar  of 
laughter.  With  that  she  rushed  off  the  stage,  but  they  called 
her  back  again.  She  walked  over  the  stage  crying,  as  if  her 
heart  would  break.  She  went  down  to  the  footlights  when  a 
kid  hollered  out  of  the  gallery,  "What  are  you  crying  for?"  She 
said.  "I  'aint  a  crying;  that's  the  way  I  laugh,  when  I'm  mad." 
All  of  a  sudden  she  jumped  around,  struck  into  a  song  and 
dance.  "My  name  is  Biddy  McCann — McCann  !  I  am  an  Irish- 
man— man  !"  and  danced  off  the  stage,  which  made  the  people 
scream  and  laugh.  The  gallery  bo3's  yelled  for  her  to  come 
out  again.  She  threw  out  one  leg  and  a  foot  around  the  pros- 
cenium, then  darted  her  head  out,  yelling  at  the  top  of  her 
voice,  "Hush,  or  I'll  tell  your  mother,"  then  dodged  back  out 
of  sight. 

The  street  scene  then  was  drawn  off  and  you  saw  the 
interior  once  more  of  the  old  boat  house.  The  two  men  were 
discovered  sitting  up  on  a  table  with  their  legs  down  in  front, 
reading  the  letter  that  Nan  had  thrown  on  the  table.  One  of 
them  was  holding  bank  notes  in  his  hand.  The  other  one 
said,  "Who  would  have  thought  that  our  Nan  would  have 
jumped  in  front  of  the  engine  and  dragged  the  kid  off  and  now 
they  sent  her  thirty  puns  for  doing  it ;  with  that  and  with  aw 
the  ither  things  that  she's  dein  in  the  world,  she's  a  guid  lass, 
after  all."  Then  they  wiped  the  tears  out  of  their  eyes  on 
their  shirt  sleeves  and  took  hold  of  one  another's  hands,  say- 
ing, "She's  a  bonnie  lass  when  she  comes  oot  of  the  river  and 
her  face  is  clean.*' 

Just  then  Nan  fell  in  the  door,  loaded  down  with  bundles 
from  the  dry  goods  store.  She  looked  up  and  cried  out,  "By 
the  Laird,  my  faythers  are  cryin."  She  rushed  over  to  where 
they  were,  crying  out,  "Faythers,  faythers !  Be  you  sick,  or 
what  be  the  matter?"  The  men  said,  "Xan,  we  be  prude  o'  ye 


CHARLOTTE  CUSHMAN  389 

toda3^  Here's  thirty  puns  for  the  guid  work  ye  did  in  draggin' 
the  kid  out  in  front  of  the  engine.  Laird  naes  but  ye're  a  her- 
rine  !"' — meaning  a  heroine.  Then  she  gave  a  toss  of  her  head 
and  said,  "I  have  mair  money  than  that;  I  got  a  hundred  puns 
for  draggin'  a  child  out  of  the  water,"  which  made  both  the 
men  fall  to  the  floor  from  the  table.  One  said  to  the  other, 
"Did  you  hear  that,  Jack?  Nan  says  she  got  a  hundred  puns. 
She  must  be  some  relation  to  the  Queen,  man."  Xan  brought 
a  box  out  of  the  old  cupboard  which  she  opened  up  and  showed 
them  the  money.  One  gave  a  long  whistle  and  struck  his 
leg;  the  other  one  jumped  into  the  middle  of  the  floor  and  com- 
menced to  dance  a  reel.  The  other  one  got  excited  and  joined 
in  the  dance.  Then  you  would  see  Nan's  feet  commence  to  go, 
she  couldn't  stand  it  any  longer.  She  jumped  in  and  they 
danced  a  three-handed  reel.  While  they  were  dancing,  a  young 
man  rushed  in  through  the  door,  crying,  "Save  me,  save  me  !" 
One  of  the  men  grabbed  him  and  they  threw  him  from  one  to 
the  other  in  the  dance.  Just  then  a  policeman  rushed  in  and 
when  he  saw  them  dance,  he  also  got  excited,  joined  in  the  dance 
and  when  the  excitement  was  at  full  heat  Nan  jumped  on  the 
policeman's  back,  yelling  out  with  all  her  might,  "Three  cheers 
for  a  cop  what's  hedicated."  A  lot  of  people  looked  in  the 
door  and  also  the  window.  They  rushed  into  the  room  and 
commenced  to  dance,  hollering,  "Three  cheers  for  Nan,  that's 
good  for  something."  In  the  midst  of  the  excitement  the  cur- 
tain descended  and  the  audience  hollered  for  "Nan,  the  good- 
for-nothing."  When  the  two  fathers  led  her  on  before  the  cur- 
tain, she  walked  down  to  the  footlights  in  a  mincing  way,  look- 
ing at  them  with  one  of  her  roguish  looks.  She  gave  a  sigh 
and  then  a  smile.  She  said,  "Ladies  and  gentlemen,  I  would 
have  come  alone  but  my  two  faythers  think  I'm  on  the  mash," 
and  with  that  she  ran  off  the  stage,  leaving  the  ,people  laughing. 
They  called  her  back  and  she  came  on  and  said,  "You  can  see 
me  tonight  again,  if  you  want  to,  by  purchasing  tickets  at  the 
office   of   the    Buckley   Opera   House." 

Just  then  the  policeman  rushed  on,  picked  her  up  and  car- 
ried her  off  under  his  arm,  telling  the  audience  they  had  enough 
of  that  nonsense.  "We  want  something  to  eat  now,"  which 
sent  the  people  off  into  a  roar  of  laughter. 
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^^"hy  I  describe  this  pla}^  so  minutely  I  think  it  was  one 
of  the  best  pieces  of  burlesque  comedy  acting  that  I  ever  saw 
on  the  stage.  The  ladies  and  gentlemen  that  were  with  Mr. 
Forrest  and  myself  in  the  box  attended  the  performance  at  the 
Buckley  Opera  House  that  evening  and  saw  the  Little  One  in 
"Cinderilla." 

Xext  morning"  at  the  breakfast  table  the  ladies  and  gentle- 
men were  profuse  with  compliments,  saying  the  Little  One 
looked  perfectly  beautiful  in  Cinderilla.  Her  dressing  was  ex- 
quisite and  her  acting  grand.  "J\Iiss  Cushman,  you  would 
never  have  thought  it  w'as  the  same  person.  Oh,  how  beau- 
tifully she  was  dressed  in  the  ballroom  scene,  and  when  the 
Prince  led  her  to  the  dais,  or  throne,  he  came  down  to  the  foot- 
lights and  took  her  hand  in  his  to  lead  her  to  the  throne. 
AMiile  the}^  were  walking  up  the  stage  she  put  on  more  airs 
than  I  ever  saw  in  my  life.  She  tossed  her  head  and  sniffed 
at  the  two  old  maid  sisters  in  such  a  way  that  the  audience  be- 
came convulsed  with  laughter.  When  she  was  mounting  the 
steps  that  led  to  the  throne  she  put  on  so  much  style  that  it 
made  me  laugh  so  that  I  broke  my  fan.  When  he  handed  her 
to  the  royal  chair  to  be  seated  she  made  such  a  bow  that  she 
got  'a  stitch  in  the  side,"  as  she  called  it,  and  screamed  out  for 
somebody  to  come  and  straighten  her  up.  The  Prince  took 
hold  of  one  arm  and  the  old  Baron  the  other ;  they  straightened 
her  out  and  placed  her  on  the  chair.  Then  two  of  the  court 
ladies  came  up  and  held  their  perfume  bottles  to  her  nose. 
Then,  of  all  the  agonizing  airs  that  you  ever  saw  put  on  this 
beat  anything  thai  1  ever  saw.  She  pushed  the  ladies"  bottles 
away  and  leaned  back  on  her  chair,  saying,  "I  am  salubrious, 
now,  your  Highness,  "  which  made  the  people  all  laugh.  I 
laughed  right  out  at  the  table,  for  I  knew  how  the  Little  One 
could  do  it. 

One  of  the  gentlemen  then  spoke  up  and  said,  "Miss  Cush- 
man, we  are  going  to  give  a  little  dinner  in  our  rooms  Sunday 
afternoon.  Mrs.  Hector  has  sent  out  a  few  written  cards  of  in- 
vitation ;  will  you  please  accept  an  invitation  in  person?"  I 
thanked  him  kindly,  and  said,  "I  would  attend  in  person  at 
the  dinner  with  the  greatest  of  pleasure."  A  number  of  guests 
assembled      at    their    rooms,    which    were   beautifully    decorated 
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with  flowers  and  flags.  Mr.  Forrest^  the  Buckley  brothers 
and  myself,  with  a  number  of  other  guests,  whose  names  I  can- 
not remember.  We  sat  down  to  dinner,  the  table  being  elabor- 
ately decorated  and  the  savory  odors  of  the  viands  attacked  our 
nostrils  with  much  pleasure  and  delight.  Mr.  Forrest  said, 
"Bishop,  where  is  the  Little  One?"  Mr.  Buckley  said,  "I  really 
could  not  tell  you,  sir.  He  went  off  this  morning  after  break- 
fast and  we  have  not  laid  eyes  on  him  since."  Mr.  Hector  said, 
"That  is  too  bad ;  I  did  so  want  to  have  him  here,  for  I  enjoy 
his  quaint  sayings."  We  had  finished  the  substantial  part  of 
the  dinner  and  were  partaking  of  some  delicious  wine  when  a 
knock  came  at  the  door.  One  of  the  waiters  opened  it  and  in 
walked  Little  Justin,  with  his  cheeks  as  red  as  roses.  He 
struck  one  of  his  comical  poses  and  yelled  out,  "I  bet  you've 
eaten  up  all  the  cranberry  sauce,"  which  made  us  all  laugh. 
One  of  the  waiters  said,  "No,  Justin,  I've  got  a  dish  full  here 
on  the  sideboard,  for  I  knew  it  was  one  of  your  favorites." 
Justin  went  over  and  took  his  hand  and  said,  "God  bless  you, 
my  boy.  When  I  meet  the  Lord  I'll  tell  him  how  good-look- 
ing you  are,"  which  caused  us  all  to  laugh.  Mr.  Forrest  said, 
"Come  here,  Justin;  I've  reserved  a  seat  for  you."  Justin  went 
over  and  said,  "Bless  you;  you've  always  been  kind  to  me." 
He  threw  his  arms  around  ^Ir.  Forrest  and  gave  him  two 
hearty  kisses.  When  he  had  released  his  arms  from  Mr.  For- 
rest that  gentleman  said,  "Now,  Little  One,  what  are  you  going 
to  eat?"  He  commenced  to  beat  his  iM-east,  saying,  "I'll  have 
some  turkey,  cranberry  sauce,  a  pickle  and  some  bread,"  which 
sent  a  ripple  of  laughter  around  the  table.  Mr.  Hector  said, 
"Justin,  we  have  many  other  nice  things  to  eat."  He  said, 
"I  don't  want  so  much  stuff'."  Mr.  Buckley  spoke  up  and 
said,  "He  generally  eats  two  or  three  things  at  a  meal."  Wliile 
he  was  eating,  the  eyes  of  all  the  guests  at  the  tal)le  were  u])on 
him,  while  they  were  sipping  their  w^ine.  All  of  a  sudden  he 
looked  up  and  says,  "Gee.  Charlotte,  but  that  was  an  old  gob- 
bler! I  bet  he  took  a  premium  for  his  age  in  Noah's  Ark." 
which  set  us  all  to  laughing  again.  He  said,  "I  guess  I'll  just 
eat  the  cranberry  sauce  and  bread,"  when  Mr.  Forrest  said, 
"Pet,  here's  some  nice  salad."  He  said.  "Did  you  make  it?" 
Mr.  Forrest  said.  "Xo;  but  I  can  s/uarantee  that  it's  nice."     Then 
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Mr.  Forrest  picked  up  his  fork  and  fed  the  Little  One  with  some 
of  the  salad,  when  the  Little  One  said,  "That's  enough,  I  thank 
you.  Uncle  Edwin,  it  smacks  too  much  of  boarding  house," 
which  made  us  all  laugh  again.  He  finished  up  by  eating  the 
cranberry  sauce  and  bread.  When  he  got  through  we  all  ad- 
journed to  another  room,  while  the  waiters  removed  the  dishes 
and  other  things  and  put  the  room  in  order  again.  Then  we 
came  back  to  the  same  room  and  when  all  were  comfortably 
seated  around  conversation  was  carried  on  in  a  very  pleasant 
strain,  when  the  Little  One  took  a  foot  rest,  placed  it  by  the 
side  of  Air.  Forrest,  sat  down  on  it,  laid  his  head  in  Mr,  For- 
rest's lap  and  went  to  sleep.  While  he  was  sleeping,  Mr.  For- 
rest brushed  back  his  curls,  stooped  down  and  kissed  him, 
saying,  "Poor  little  fellow,  he  belongs  to  everybody."  His 
cheeks  were  so  red  that  a  lady  that  sat  near  me  said,  "There  is 
nature's  roses."  Just  then  the  raps  came  all  over  the  wall  of 
the  room.  Mr.  Forrest  winked  at  me,  which  made  me  smile, 
for.  then  I  knew  the  spirits  were  present.  The  raps  grew  louder 
and  louder,  when  Air.  Hector  said,  "What  makes  that  peculiar 
noise?"  A  lady  sitting  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  room  spoke 
up  and  said,  "The  Little  One  is  a  medium  and  there  are  quite  a 
number  of  spirits  present."  Mr.  Hector  said,  "Do  you  mean 
to  tell  me  that  spirits  make  this  strange  noise?"  She  said,  "I 
do,  sir,  and  if  you  will  keep  quiet,  perh'aps,  3'ou  will  see  some- 
thing else."  All  of  a  sudden  a  lady  screamed  and  said,  "Oh, 
my,  that  hurts  !"  Then  another  lady's  hair  dropped  down  and 
the  hairpins  were  thrown  into  her  lap,  which  caused  quite  a 
laugh.  She  said,  "The  spirits  must  be  here  today."  The  Little 
One  sat  up  straight  on  the  foot-rest,  which  had  rollers  under  it. 
Then  all  of  a  sudden  it  got  back  to  Mr.  Forrest,  who  stretched 
his  legs  apart.  Then  the  Little  One  laid  his  head  on  Mr.  For- 
rest's breast,  put  his  hand  in  his  vest  and  went  to  sleep.  Mr. 
Forrest  said,  "They  have  brought  you  back  to  one  that  always 
loved  you  like  a  father."  Mr.  Hector  said,  "That  beats  any- 
thing I  ever  saw  and  I  think  a  little  wine  will  do  the  stomach 
good  on  this  occasion."  Some  of  the  people  laughed,  while 
others  looked  pale  and  others  frightened  until  the  raps  ceased  to 
manifest.  Then,  Mr.  Buckley  said,  "I'll  have  to  take  the  Little 
<')ne  home  now,  so  that  father  will  put  him  to  bed."    Mr.  Forrest 
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said,  "No,  Mr.  Buckley,  I  will  keep  the  Little  One  with  me  to- 
night for  I  shall  leave  Boston  in  the  morning,  and  perhaps  may 
never  see  him  again."  But  I  heard  that  they  met  twice  after- 
wards— once  on  a  yacht  and  the  other  time  at  Mr.  Forrest's 
home  in  Philadelphia.  The  next  time  I  saw  Justin  he  was 
playing  at  the  Seventh  Street  Theater,  Philadelphia.  I  at- 
tended a  Washington  matinee  performance.  The  play  was  a 
pantomime,  but  the  name  1  don't  remember.  Justin  imper- 
sonated the  part  of  the  queen  and  looked  beautiful.  He  was 
dressed  gorgeously  and  had  long,  flowing  blonde  hair.  In  one 
scene  where  she  is  dressed  in  light  gauze  material,  and  her 
blonde  hair  flowing  down,  she  looked  like  the  picture  of  a  Greek 
goddess  that  I  saw  in  Athens,  Greece.  Justin  had  grown  some 
since  I  saw  him  last  and  I  think  he  must  have  been  nearly  five 
feet  tall.  In  one  scene  of  the  pantomime,  which  was  a  mag- 
nificent grotto  scene  and  the  fairies  were  grouped  in  dilTerent 
parts  of  it,  they  played  a  grand  introduction  to  a  dance  called 
"La  Ariel."  The  fairies  came  forward  with  scraps  in  their  hands 
and  formed  graceful  positions  which  made  it  look  like  heaven 
on  earth.  The  calcium  light  was  thrown  on  the  stage,  which 
made  the  effect  grand.  Just  then  the  Little  One  bounded  into 
their  midst  and  stood  on  one  toe  with  his  other  foot  poised  in 
the  air,  which  was  marvelous  to  look  at.  Then  he  danced  the 
"La  Ariel"  on  his  toes.  '  The  people  commenced  to  shout  and 
yell  and  applaud.  I  think  it  was  the  most  artistic  toe  dancing 
I  ever  saw.  When  he  had  finished  the  dance  a  spirit  or  demon 
rushed  on  and  stood  in  the  middle  of  the  stage  with  his  arms 
folded  behind  him.  He  braced  himself  in  a  position  as  if  ex- 
pecting something.  With  one  bound  the  Little  One  sprang 
up  and  rested  one  foot  on  the  demon's  arms,  while  the  other 
foot  he  threw  up  into  the  air  and  held  it  there.  The  applause 
became  deafening,  and  then  the  curtain  dropped  and  closed 
them   all  from   sight. 

The  reason  I  illustrated  this  was  to  show  what  a  versatile 
performer  he  was.  In  the  last  scene  of  the  pantomime,  which 
was  the  transformation  scene,  the  Little  One  was  suspended  in 
the  air,  as  a  cupid  with  wings  on.  That  scene  was  so  grand  I 
cannot  describe  it.  The  curtain  had  to  go  up  on  it  twice  be- 
fore the  people  were  satisfied. 
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The  last  time  I  saw  him  was  in  Toronto,  Canada.  He  was 
playing  at  the  Royal  Theater.  The  name  of  the  play  was 
"Little  Jack  Shepherd,  the  House  Breaker."  He  played  the 
part  of  Jack.  I  never  met  him  in  the  body  after  that.  He 
was  really  a  great  artist.  He  played  in  minstrel  companies, 
comedy  companies  and  the  Black  Crook  pantomime  companies. 
He  was  versatile  in  all  classes  of  character.  The  last  time  I 
conversed  with  him  he  told  me  he  was  living  with  a  gentleman 
by  the  name  of  Warren  and  to  oblige  that  gentleman,  who  is 
a  spirit,  I  came  to  give  this  communication.  Mr.  Warren  in 
spirit  life  tells  me  the  Little  One  and  he  lived  together  twenty 
years  in  the  body.  He  always  hoped  the  Little  One  would 
pass  out  before  he  did.  He  said  he  loved  him  with  all  his  life 
and  did  not  wish  to  leave  him  to  the  cold  world,  as  he  was  not 
over-gifted  with  a  large  amount  of  wisdom  and  economy,  for 
there  were  human  vultures  that  played  upon  his  credulity  con- 
stantly, and  would  borrow  from  him  all  they  possibly  could. 
He  said,  "I  left  him  with  abundant  means  to  take  care  of  him 
the  rest  of  his  life ;  but  I  have  discovered  since  coming  here  to 
the  spirit  life  that  the  human  vultures  got  it  all  away  from  him. 
Things  were  reversed  and  I  came  to  spirit  life  first.  Had  I 
lived  in  the  body  it  would  not  have  turned  out  as  it  has,  for  I 
always  kept  the  vultures  at  a  distance."  He  had  to  live  for  a 
greater  work  than  performing  on  a  theatrical  stage.  His  work 
was  to  be  the  grand  field  of  spiritual  intellect.  For  myself  I 
never  was  as  much  attracted  to  physical  phenomena  as  I  was 
to  the  higher  intellect  and  elevation  of  spirituality. 

I  have  received  many  beautiful  communications  through 
genuine  mediums,  both  male  and  female.  I  have  come  in  con- 
tact with  some  of  the  worst  frauds  that  ever  lived.  While  in 
New  York  there  was  a  woman  stopping  at  the  same  hotel  that  I 
did.  She  was  introduced  to  me  as  Madam  Lucile,  the  great 
English  clairvoyant  and  test  medium.  She  said,  "Miss  Cush- 
man,  there  is  a  spirit  that  wishes  to  communicate  with  you."  I 
said,  "I  should  be  pleased  to  hear  what  the  spirit  has  to  say. 
Will  you  accompany  me,  madam  to  my  apartments?"  She  did 
so  and  when  she  was  seated,  she  commenced  to  twist  her  body 
and  shake  all  over,  professing  to  go  under  control.  There  was 
an  influence  spoke  :  if  it  was  an   influence,  from  the  spirit  side 
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of  life.  It  said,  "I  am  Madam  Rachel,  the  great  French  actress. 
I  am  very  strongly  attracted  to  you  and  always  bore  a  great 
love  for  you  ever  since  we  met  in  Paris.  We  are  the  two 
greatest  women  the  stage  ever  saw,  and  the  king  admired  you 
so  much  while  sitting  in  the  box  at  the  theater  where  I  was 
playing.  This  medium  through  whom  I  speak  is  an  agent  so- 
liciting money  to  build  a  medium's  home  and  you  would  oblige 
us  very  much  if  you  would  present  her  with  a  check  for  a  thou- 
sand dollars  to  help  build  that  home."  I  spoke  to  that  supposed 
spirit  in  French.  I  said,  "If  this  is  really  Madam  Rachel,  why 
do  you  represent  yourself  such  a  liar,  as  we  never  met  in  life." 
This  woman,  the  professed  medium,  did  not  understand  the 
French  language.  She  blurted  right  out,  saying,  "You  must 
not  speak  to  the  spirit  in  a  foreign  tongue."  I  said,  "Madam, 
now  I  have  caught  you.  You  are  a  fraud  of  the  worst  kind. 
You  thought  that  I  was  so  credulous  that  I  would  believe  any- 
thing that  came  through  a  medium.  In  the  first  place  I  never 
met  Madam  Rachel ;  neither  was  I  in  Paris  during  any  time  that 
she  played  at  the  theater.  I  have  never  even  seen  a  picture 
of  her.  let  alone  seeing  the  woman  herself.  You  thought  you 
would  beat  me  out  of  a  thousand  dollars  by  professing  to  work 
in  the  interest  of  a  medium's  home.  You  leave  this  room  be- 
fore I  have  you  arrested  and  sent  to  jail  for  receiving  money 
under  false  pretenses."  I  went  and  drew  the  bell  cord.  When 
she  saw  me  do  that  she  bolted  out  of  the  room,  calling  me  a  vile 
name  as  she  did  so.  The  bell  boy  answered  the  summons.  I 
requested  him  to  send  the  landlord  to  me  immediately.  The 
landlord  came  in  a  few  minutes,  when  he  looked  at  me  he  said, 
"Miss  Cushman,  what  is  the  matter;  you  look  excited?"  I 
then  told  him  all  that  had  transpired.  He  said  he  would  notify 
that  woman  to  leave  the  hotel  right  away,  which  he  did  and 
she  left  during  the  day.  The  landlord  told  me  he  discovered 
she  was  a  blackmailer,  traveling  in  the  guise  of  a  spiritual 
medium   and  supporting  a  low-lived   gambler. 

A  lady  friend  in  the  hotel  which  I  visited  at  Bar  Harbor,  at 
her  summer  home,  and  whose  name  was  Mrs.  Milford,  was  visit- 
ing in  Portland.  Maine,  when  there  came  a  circus  and  side-show 
to  the  city.  She  attended  the  performance  with  her  friends. 
After  the  circus  part  was  over,  the  ringmaster  said  there  would 
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be  a  grand  concert  given  and  one  of  the  main  features  would 
be  the  great  snake  charmer.  She  would  appear  in  the  center  of 
the  ring  with  all  kinds  of  venomous  snakes  entwining  her  body. 
"We  remained  to  see  the  concert,  as  I  had  never  seen  a  snake 
charmer,  when,  to  my  surprise,  who  should  walk  into  the  ring 
but  that  woman  that  posed  as  a  spiritual  medium  at"  the  hotel, 
if  you  remember.  Miss  Cushman,  the  one  that  you  had  that  pe- 
culiar experience  with.  Well,  that  brazen  creature  stood  in 
the  center  of  the  ring  with  several  snakes  around  her  neck  and 
some  around  her  waist,  when  the  ring  master  said  to  the  people, 
'This  is  the  great  Persian  snake  charmer  who  cannot  speak  a 
word  of  English.  It  has  cost  us  $100,000  to  produce  this  feature 
in  this  country,'  "  which  made  all  the  friends  that  were  sitting 
on  the  veranda  burst  out  laughing.  The  lady  and  myself 
laughed  so  heartily  that  I  had  to  get  a  drink  of  water  to  keep 
me  from  coughing.  So  you  see,  sir ;  how  the  beautiful  phil- 
osophy, which  is  the  grandest  truth  ever  revealed  to  human  in- 
tellect,  is  slandered   and   disgraced  by  such   imposters. 

While  playing  an  engagement  in  the  city  of  Washington, 
there  was  introduced  to  me  by  a  friend  whose  name  is  Charles 
Webb,  a  man  who  bore  the  name  of  Lawrence  Granville,  who 
claimed  to  be  a  wonderful  test  medium.  I  had  a  desire  to  test 
his  ability  as  a  medium.  I  said,  "Mr.  Webb,  will  you  and  this 
gentleman  accompany  me  to  my  drawing-room  and  we  will  have 
a  sitting?"  I  asked  him  what  he  charged  as  a  fee.  He  said, 
"Five  dollars.  Miss  Cushman."  I  said,  "Very  well,  we  will  ad- 
journ to  my  apartments."  When  he  arrived  at  my  drawing- 
room,  I  said,  "Be  seated,  gentlemen,  and  I  will  return  in  a  few 
minutes."  I  went  into  an  adjoining  room  and  returned  ac- 
companied by  my  maid.  We  all  became  comfortably  seated, 
av/aiting  the  arrival  of  some  spirit  intelligence.  This  man  pro- 
fessed to  go  under  control  and  the  supposed  intelligence  said, 
"I  am  Prince  Albert  of  England,  the  husband  of  Queen  Victoria 
and  prince  consort  to  the  throne."  I  said,  "Indeed,  I  am  glad  to 
meet  you."  He  addressed  me,  saying,  "Madam,  when  you  were 
playing  in  London,  England,  we  felt  highly  honored  by  your 
visit  to  our  place  and  more  so  by  your  performance  in  that  beau- 
tiful play  'Cinderilla.'  All  England  was  carried  away  by  your 
masterful  piece  of  acting."     I  said,  "Stop  right  where  you  are. 


CHARLOTTE  CUSHMAN  397 

sir.  How  dare  you  pretend  to  represent  the  spirit  of  Prince 
Albert  in  my  life?  Neither  did  I  play  in  London  while  he  was 
living  in  the  body.  When  I  made  my  first  appearance  in  Eng- 
land, the  Prince  had  passed  to  spirit  life  two  years  before  that 
time.  While  playing  in  London,  I  received  a  special  invitation 
to  visit  the  Queen.  I  did  so.  She  received  me  as  a  gracious 
lady  and  her  Highness  treated  me  royally  during  my  visit. 
W^hile  there  she  gave  me  an  invitation  to  pay  her  a  visit  at  her 
summer  home,  Balmoral  Castle,  in  the  Highlands  of  Scotland. 
When  I  was  leaving  I  thanked  her  for  all  her  kindness  and  said 
I  would  join  her  at  Balmoral  if  possible.  I  did  so  in  the  month 
of  August  and  had  a  grand  visit  with  Her  Highness."  I  turned 
to  Mr.  W^ebb  and  said,  "How  dare  you  have  the  audacity  to 
introduce  a  fraud  and  mountebank  to  me?"  He  said,  "I  beg 
your  pardon.  Miss  Cushman.  He  was  introduced  to  me  by  a 
prominent  man  here  in  Washington,  as  a  wonderful  test  medium. 
I  never  having  tested  his  abilities,  did  not  know  he  was  such  a 
fraud."  The  man  stood  there  as  pale  as  a  sheet,  or  you  might 
say,  a  piece  of  white  paper.  I  commanded  them  both  to  leave 
my  presence,  which  they  did  in  quick  order. 

W'hile  in  England  I  made  the  acquaintance  of  a  beautiful 
lady,  that  is,  beautiful  in  character.  She  bore  the  name  of 
Emma  Hardinge,  and  was  one  of  the  grandest  lecturers  I  ever 
heard  in  the  spiritual  philosophy.  She  was  a  moral,  intellec- 
tual and  elevated  woman.  Besides  being  a  lecturer,  she  was  a 
fine  musician.  I  visited  her  several  times  at  her  home  and  spent 
some  of  the  most  happy  and  thoughtful  hours  feeling  that  I  was 
in  the  presence  of  a  grand  servant  in  the  field  of  our  beautiful 
spiritual  philosophy.  She  made  me  a  number  of  visits  at  my 
apartments,  and  while  both  of  us  were  drinking  a  cup  of  tea  for 
friendship's  cause,  I  received  some  of  the  most  beautiful  com- 
munications and  spiritual  advice  that  I  ever  received  in  my 
life.  We  parted  the  best  of  friends.  She  accompanied  me  as 
far  as  Liverpool  and  parted  with  me  on  board  of  a  steamer 
which  sailed  that  day  bound  for  my  native  land — glorious 
America,  the  land  of  freedom. 

During  one  of  my  engagements  in  Boston.  Mass..  this 
lady  fortunately  was  lecturing  there.  She  then  bore  the  name 
of  Mrs.   Emma  Hardinge   Brittan,  having  married  a   gentleman 
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by  the  name  of  Doctor  Brittan.  I  called  to  see  them  at  their 
rooms  and  I  was  entertained  at  a  spiritual  feast  furnished  by 
my  spiritual  friends  from  the  other  side  of  life.  Oh,  sir,  but 
it  was  glorious ;  we  had  Heaven  showered  on  us  in  an  abundance 
that  day. 

One  morning"  at  my  apartments,  while  I  was  partaking  of 
breakfast,  my  maid  handed  me  my  mail,  which  was  a  custom 
every  morning  for  her  to  do.  Amongst  it  I  found  a  note.  The 
contents  therein  was  an  invitation  to  attend  a  seance  to  be 
given  at  friend's  house  that  evening.  I  immediately  called  for 
pen  and  paper  and  wrote  a  note  requesting  Mrs.  Brittan  to 
pkase  do  me  the  favor  to  call  and  see  me  as  soon  as  possible. 
The  maid  rang  the  bell  and  requested  the  bell  boy  to  see  that 
the  note  was  conveyed  and  placed  into  the  hands  of  Mrs.  Brit- 
tan as  soon  as  possible. 

In  about  an  hour  afterward  a  carriage  drove  up  in  front  of 
the  hotel  from  which  Doctor  and  Airs.  Brittan  alighted.  They 
came  direct  to  my  apartments,  knocked  at  the  door,  which  was 
opened  b}^  my  maid,  I  being  in  an  adjoining  room  at  the  time. 
I  heard  Doctor  Brittan  say,  "Is  Miss  Cushman  seriously  ill?" 
Then  I  appeared  in  the  door  laughing,  saying,  "Yes,  Doctor, 
very  serious ;  but  now  I  am  convalescent  since  I  see  you  and 
Emma  here."  I  took  Emma  in  my  arms  and  gave  her  a  hearty 
kiss  and  a  good  hug,  saying,  "You  are  the  best  medicine  that  I 
ever  came  in  contact  with  in  the  world,  excepting  a  little  friend 
whose  name  is  Justin.  His  medicine  was  so  strong  it  used  to 
make  my  sides  ache  from  laughter."  The  Doctor  said,"Miss 
Cushman,  if  you  will  treat  me  as  you  did  Emma,  then  perhaps 
it  will  be  just  as  invigorating."  I  gave  him  the  kiss  minus  the 
hug  which  sent  Emma  and  my  maid  ofif  into  a  laugh.  I  said, 
"Now,  my  dear  friends,  I  am  going  to  read  you  a  note  and  per- 
haps you  can  give  me  some  information  on  the  question."  I 
then  read  the  invitation  to  the  seance,  which  was  to  be  given  by 
a  man  named  Jesse  Shephard.  When  I  looked  up  I  saw  a 
frown  on  Emma's  face.  I  said,  "My  dear  Emma,  what  is  the 
matter?"  She  said,  "The  fraud  and  imposter."  Then  she  said, 
"My  dear  Charlotte  do  not  acce]:)t  that  invitation.  That  man 
is  one  of  the  worst  frauds  in  the  country.  I  have  exposed  him 
twice   to   the   people.        Some   of   the    credulous   spiritualists,   of 
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which  we  have  many  in  the  spiritual  ranks,  I  am  sorry  to  say, 
will  permit  this  fraud  to  enter  their  homes  to  give  what  he  calls 
a  musical  seance  claiming  he  is  ignorant  of  all  music,  which  is 
a  lie.  He  pretends  that  he  is  controlled  by  spirits  to  produce 
this  music  in  the  seance.  Not  only  that,  but  the  hypocrite  and 
impostor  claims  that  Madam  Sontag  and  a  bass  singer  who  once 
bore  the  name  of  Lablache  sing  through  his  organization.  He 
has  a  falsetto  voice  that  is  something -terrible  to  listen  to  and  has 
no  music  in  his  voice.  He  indulges  in  a  lot  of  screaming  that 
sounds  something  like  a  man  trying  to  sing.  When  he  attempts 
to  sing  in  the  bass  voice  it  sounds  like  the  howling  of  a  dog  that 
had  received  a  kick  from  some  vicious  brute  of  a  man.  He  has 
learned  to  play  certain  tunes  on  the  piano  which  he  has  been 
educated  to  do,  through  a  certain  class  of  musical  training.  He 
has  them  down  so  fine  that  he  can  play  them  in  the  dark.  He 
professes  to  give  this  seance  in  a  dark  room,  with  all  the  light 
excluded  so  that  no  ray  will  penetrate  the  room.  He  is  some- 
thing of  a  ventrilocjuist,  when  giving  the  dark  show  and  pound- 
ing on  the  piano,  which  he  calls  an  Egyptian  March — it  is  a 
disgrace  to  be  classed  with  music.  During  this  Punch  and  Judy 
show  he  throws  his  voice  to  different  parts  of  the  room,  which 
he  calls  'independent  voices.'  It  is  done  by  the  power  of  ven- 
triloquism, which  some  of  the  credulous  dupes  present  believe 
to  be  spirit  voices  talking  to  them.  I  think  it  is  one  of  the  worst 
burlesques  and  disgraceful  performances  that  ever  was  foisted 
on  our  spiritual  philosophy.  Outside  of  that  he  is  a  natural 
bilk  and  should  be  punished  by  the  process  of  law.  ^ly  dear 
Charlotte,  do  not  encourage  any  such  mountebank  by  attend- 
ing such  a  disgraceful  exhibition.  This  I  tell  you  as  a  friend. 
When  I  exposed  him  to  the  people  they  slandered  my  name 
dreadfully,  until  the  Doctor  acquainted  them  with  the  fact  that  if 
he  heard  of  any  more  slander  against  my  name  he  would  prose- 
cute them  and  claim  damages,  and  they  would  not  be  small 
either.  Since  then,  they  have  let  my  name  alone  and  many  of 
the  credulous  individuals  brains  have  opened  to  let  in  a  little 
light  through  wdiich  they  have  exposed  his  fradulent  practices." 
Good  sir,  I  have  come  in  contact — but  before  I  say  anything 
further,  I  will  say  that  I  did  not  attend  that  scoundrils 
seance,  for   I   learned   frf)m    other  sources   he   was   both   a   fraud 
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and  a     bilk.       I   will  now  say   I  have  met  many  other  frauds. 

One  of  the  most  barefaced  frauds  was  a  young  woman 
whom  I  became  acquainted  with  and  who  made  me  several  visits 
at  my  apartments  who  pretended  to  go  under  influence  and  de- 
livered some  beautiful  orations,  which  I  became  highly  pleased 
with.  She  told  me  that  her  mediumship  made  her  weak  and 
prevented  her  from  making  a  living  in  any  way.  She  told  it  in 
such  a  gentle,  calm  way  that  I  believed  her  and  had  thorough 
confidence  in  her  mediumship.  Her  sayings  were  beautiful,  the 
language  was  perfect  and  of  a  high  elevated  plane.  I  presented 
her  with  $500  to  help  her  along  in  paying  her  way,  but  to  my 
sorrow^  I  discovered  in  about  three  months  afterwards  she  was  a 
regular  fraud.  She  was  in  the  habit  of  purchasing  Mrs.  Rich- 
mond's discourses  and  studying  them  up,  then  coming  to  my 
rooms  and  delivering  them  to  me  by  the  manner  of  speech.  So, 
you  see,  I  was  one  of  those  credulous  dupes  that  was  bilked 
out  of  $500  by  a  placid  girl's  countenance  who  was  pretty  and 
ladylike.  These  wolves  are  everywhere  preying  on  the  vitals 
and  credulity  of  people  who  do  not  always  have  the  power  or 
presence  of  mind  to  withstand  them  with  their  gushing  blandish- 
ments. 

One  time,  while  riding  in  a  railroad  car  between  Pittsburg 
and  Chicago,  where  I  was  going  to  play  an  engagement  at  Mc- 
Vicker's  Theater,  I  noticed  a  clerical-looking  man  who  eyed  me 
quite  sharply.  Finally,  he  came  to  where  I  was  sitting  and 
addressed  me  thus,  "I  believe  this  is  Miss  Cushman,  the  actress." 
I  said,  "I  am  supposed  to  be  that  person."  He  said,  "I  beg  your 
pardon  for  addressing  you  in  the  manner  I  have.  I  want  to 
speak  to  your  soul."  I  said,  "You  can  do  so  if  yo\i  are  intelligent 
enough  to  find  it."  He  said,  ''Madam,  you  are  leading  a  wicked 
life."  I  said,  "In  what  way  do  my  crimes  appeal  to  you?"  He 
said,  "You  paint  your  face  and  play  on  a  public  stage,  which  is 
no  place  for  a  respectable  woman."  I  said,  "Then,  you  would 
have  the  drama  represented  by  a  low-lived  class  of  blackguards 
like  yourself  that  wear  a  clerical  garb,  such  as  a  Christian  should 
wear."  He  said,  "I  am  afraid  your  sins  are  many."  I  then  an- 
swered him,  by  saying,  "I  am  an  honest  woman  who  loves  God 
and  Nature  and  all  the  beauties  of  life.  I  would  not  approach 
anyone  to  insult  them   with  a  lot  of  rubbish  in  the  name  of  re- 
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ligion.  Neither  would  I  become  such  a  low-Hved  miscreant 
swindler  as  you  are,  traveling  throughout  the  land  in  the  garb  of 
a  preacher,  claiming  to  be  one  of  the  followers  of  Christ  when 
you  are  nothing  but  a  degraded  wretch  of  the  lowest  order. 
I^eave  my  presence,  sir,  or  I  will  call  the  conductor  to  put  you 
out  of  the  car."  With  that  my  maid  spit  in  his  face,  which  made 
me  laugh  with  many  others  in  the  adjoining  seats.  Two  years 
afterwards  Mr.  Hooley,  the  theatrical  manager,  acquainted  me 
with  the  fact  that  that  man  who  insulted  me  in  the  cars  was  in 
the  habit  of  passing  through  cars  while  the  train  was  in  motion 
taking  up  a  collection  for  missionary  work.  I  saw  he  had  been 
arrested  for  both  forgery  and  robbery  and  was  sent  to  the  peni- 
tentiary for  twenty-five  years.  So,  you  see,  kind  sir,  there  are 
impostors  in  all  walks  of  life.  How  they  carry  their  sheep's 
clothing  on  their  back  for  a  while  ;  but  there  comes  a  time  when 
the  slaughter  pen  is  awaiting  them,  where  they  will  be  dissected, 
condemned  and  punished,  according  to  their  deeds.  Every  hour 
of  the  day  is  a  judgment  hour  and  every  act  will  bring  its  retri- 
bution in  the  sight  of  God.  I  have  met  many  pure-minded 
mediums  and  received  beautiful  spiritual  communications 
through  their  organization,  God  bless  them.  They  are  the  con- 
necting link  that  bridges  death  between  earth  and  spirit  life. 
God  grant  the  day  is  not  far  distant  when  true  mediums  will  re- 
ceive their  reward,  when  false  and  wicked  ones  will  be  punished. 
I  am  glad  to  see  that  our  Little  Jwstin  has  lived  to  such  an  old 
age  to  demonstrate  the  truth  of  spirit  reality.  ]\Iany  of  his  pre- 
dictions have  come  to  pass.  I  remember  seeing  a  newspaper 
article  one  time  ridiculing  him  as  an  imaginary  being  who  soon 
would  take  up  his  abode  in  a  lunatic  asylum.  It  seems  there 
was  prediction  made  through  him  that  the  wheels  of  our  railroad 
cars  would  be  manufactured  from  paper,  which  came  to  pass. 
So  you  see  the  laugh  of  lunacy  fell  on  the  smart  parties  who  ac- 
Cjuainted  the  public  with  his  "mad  prediction,"  as  they  called  it. 
The  old  saying  is,  "Those  that  laugh  last  laugh  the  best,"  and 
there  never  was  a  truer  thing  said. 

I  now  thank  you  kindly,  ^^fr.  Hulburd,  for  taking  down  my 
communication.  I  came  not  only  by  request  to  do  so,  but  what 
brought  me  here  w^as  the  love  I  hold  for  your  little  Medium.  I 
hope  he  will  live  sometime  yet  to  give  many  more  communica- 


402        THE  LIFE  OF  LITTLE  JUSTIN  HULBURD 

tions.  Some  of  those  ancient  communications  that  you  have  re- 
ceived will  open  the  eyes  of  some  people  and  convey  the  know- 
ledge to  their  minds  how  religious  superstition  has  been  handed 
down  through  all  time.  Now,  thanking  you  once  again  I  am 
the  friend  of  the  glorious  Truth  of  Spiritualism.  God  bless  th'e 
ministering  spirits.       Your  friend  through  all  eternity. 

CHARLOTTE  CUSHMAN. 

I  have  controlled  but  three  emdiums  since  I  went  to  spirit 
life.  One  was  Professor  Van  Ame,  who  is  now  in  spirit  life, 
the  others  were  a  ]\Irs.  Paul  of  Ridge  avenue,  Philadelphia,  who 
is  also  in  spirit  life,  and  Little  Justin,  whom  I  now  control.  May 
the  angels  bless  him  and  keep  him  in  the  body,  so  that  he  may 
give  the  truth  to  the  W'Orld  as  long  as  he  possibly  can.  I  wish 
you  understood,  sir,  there  are  many  tramps  in  spirit  life  who 
control  mediums  and  represent  themselves  to  be  other  individuals 
which  they  are  not.  Then  the  medium  is  put  down  as  a  fraud 
and  adventurer ;  but  if  people  would  only  collect  their  senses 
and  use  reason  they  would  discover  in  time  that  there  are  lying 
spirits.       I  will  sa}^  once  more  Good-bye. 


Joshua  Thorne 

Chapter  XXV 


Monday,  January  20,   1902. 

Good  morning.  Brother  Hulburd,  I  entered  without  knock- 
ing'. You  know  doctors  have  that  privilege  quite  frequently. 
I  merely  came  this  morning  to  say  that  Joshua  Thorne  still  ex- 
ists. AA^hen  in  the  body,  perhaps,  I  was  not  as  highly  polished 
as  some  of  your  dandy  physicians,  but  the  intellectual  portion 
of  my  patients  thought  I  had  considerable  skill  and  that  is  why 
I  had  the  largest  practice  in  Kansas  City  wdiile  inhabiting  a 
body. 

As  my  old,  true  and  trusted  friend,  the  Honorable  Colonel 
Van  Home  used  to  say,  "Doc,  you  may  not  be  the  handsomest 
one  in  town,  but  you  have  brains,  and  I  think  that  is  a  beautiful 
feature  in  any  man  or  woman."  In  college  the  students  used  to 
call  me  "Old  Xerve  Center."  I  think  I  was  pretty  well  acquainted 
with  all  the  nerves  of  the  human  body.  At  least  my  studies 
and  self-conceit  led  me  to  think  so.  I  was  in  m_\"  glory  wdien 
I  was  expatiating  and  giving  full  descriptions  of  the  nerves  of 
the  human  anatomy.  I  was  egotistical  enough  to  think  I  knew 
a  great  deal  about  science,  but,  alas,  one  day  much  of  the  pride 
was  taken  out  of  me  and  I  became  highly  indignant  to  think  the 
spirit  of  a  newsboy  would  dare  to  tell  Joshua  Thorne,  dean  of  a 
medical  college,  that  he  knew  as  much  about  science  as  a  cat 
did  of  the  interior  of  the  moon.  I  had  no  more  use  for  that 
spirit,  as  that  w^as  more  than  the  scientific  Doctor  Thorne  could 
stand  ;  but,  alas.  Brother  Hulburd,  since  I  came  to  spirit  life  I 
have  had  the  pleasure  of  discovering  that  Dick,  the  newsboy, 
was  right  and  I  was  wrong.  How  little  we  understand  the  true 
science  of  life  while  living  in  a  physical  body.  I  have  met  the 
spirit  who  claimed  to  be  Dick,  the  newsboy,  and  had  the  power 
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of  controlling  Justin's  organization,  and,  as  you  know,  he  always 
came  whistling  and  calling  the  names  of  his  papers,  and  became, 
offended  if  each  one  of  the  circle  did  not  purchase  a  paper. 

You  will  be  surprised  when  I  tell  you  that  Edgar  A.  Poe 
was  Dick  the  newsboy.  He  assumed  that  character  to  gain  a 
certain  development  in  order  to  build  up  his  spiritual  condition. 
He,  with  many  others,  attend  lectures  in  spirit  life  in  order  that 
we  may  listen  to  highly  developed  spirits  give  full  expression 
to  scientific  conditions.  It  is  through  their  mode  of  higher  in- 
struction and  their  great  spiritual  developments  in  the  facts  of 
science  which  is  made  easy  to  them  through  the  knowledge  and 
outworking  of  scientific  principles  that  I  discovered  that  I  knew 
very  little  of  science  and  that  which  pertained  to  the  same. 

]\Iany  of  the  discoveries  given  through  Little  Justin's  me- 
diumship  were  but  little  understood  by  the  masses.  Now,  I 
understand  and  realize  to  my  own  sensibility  that  if  I  had  paid 
more  attention  to  the  intelligence  that  came  through  Justin  I 
would  have  understood  more  of  the  true  scientific  principles  of 
nature  and  her  great  workings  than  I  did.  AMiy  I  gave  you 
this  expression  is  to  show  what  man's  own  conceit  will  shut  out 
from  his  higher  intellect  and  spiritual  scientific  growth. 

One  day,  while  I  was  treating  Justin's  physical  body  with 
magnetism  that  came  through  my  animal  condition,  I  might  call 
it,  he  said  to  me,  "Doctor,  you  must  quit  that  class  of  treatment, 
I  derive  no  benefit  from  it  whatever.  Your  personal  magnet- 
ism is  too  coarse  for  me.  I  find  it  more  of  an  injury  than  a 
benefit."  I  said  to  him,  "Justin,  I  help  many  by  treating  them 
magnetically."  He  said,  "Possibly  you  do.  but  you  cannot  help 
me."  Immediately  he  was  controlled  by  Dick,  the  newsboy. 
Addressing  me,  he  said,  "Thorne,  you  old  conceited  brute,  get 
your  galvanic  i)attery  to  work  and  play  galvanism  on  him  up 
and  down,  or  by  Jesus,  I'll  make  it  hot  for  you  !  Do  you  think 
an  old  brute  like  you  that  eats  so  much  hog  meat  and  old  rotten 
cow's  flesh  and  stuffs  your  guts  up  with  other  kinds  of  rotten 
swill — do  you  think  by  flopping  your  hands  up  and  down  on 
my  medium  that  you  could  help  him,  you  old  swill-tub,  whose 
odor  would  light  the  fires  of  hell,  if  they  were  out?  The  perfume 
that  comes  from  your  body  would  stink  all  the  dudes'  handker- 
chiefs in   Chicago,  let   alone    Kansas  City.       Now,  get  to  work 
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with  your  galvanism  and  none  of  your  chinning  around  here. 
I'm  running  this  'ere  job,  I  want  you  to  know,  and  don't  you 
forget  it."  So  you  see.  Brother  Hulburd,  that  was  the  manner  in 
which  the  dean  of  the  medical  college  was  addressed  by  a  low, 
ill-bred  spirit,  as  I  thought  then.  My  opinion  has  changed 
very  much  since  I  came  to  spirit  life  of  that  low,  ill-bred  spirit, 
as  now  I  find  him  a  very  agreeable  companion  to'  talk  with.  I 
hope  just  what  I  have  told  you  will  convey  to  your  mind  some 
knowledge  of  spirit  control.  A  large  part  of  the  time  we  are  not 
aware  of  who  is  addressing  us.  Many  spirits  take  upon  them- 
selves certain  conditions  for  a  higher  growth  in  their  spiritual 
upbuilding. 

One  time  while  I  was  addressing  the  college — that  is,  the 
students  of  the  college — and  many  professional  doctors  were 
present,  I  discovered,  little  Justin  in  the  audience.  After  I  had 
finished  my  discourse  or  lecture  I  went  direct  to  where  Justin 
was  sitting.  He  sat  between  two  ladies.  On  his  right  sat  a 
MTss  Cleveland,  while  on  his  left  sat  Doctor  Kimmel's  wife.  I 
said,  "Justin.  I  am  glad  to  see  you  here  today."  He  said,  "Doctor, 
I  was  invited  by  Mrs.  Kimmel  to  attend  the  lecture."  I  said, 
"Justin,  I  hope  you  will  attend  them  all."  He  said,  "Thank  you. 
Doctor,  but  I  cannot  see  where  I  attain  any  spiritual  develop- 
ment or  gain  that  which  my  spirit  requires  ;  all  here  is  material 
and  belongs  to  the  physical  body.  There  is  only  one  benefit 
that  I  could  gain  from  it  and  that  is  I  might  learn  to  know  some- 
thing concerning  the  physical  anatomy ;  but  you  know  I  deal 
so  little  with  the  physical  that  my  body  amounts  to  but  very 
little."  I  was  very  ignorant  at  the  time  of  spiritual  wa3^s,  and 
did  not  comprehend  the  truth  that  lay  in  his  words.  I  afterwards 
saw  him  in  the  lecture  room  I  think  about  three  times. 

Ah,  Mr.  Hulburd,  while  living  in  a  physical  body  we  gain  a 
great  deal  of  book  knowledge  and  very  little  of  the  spiritual 
education.  I  traveled  considerable  in  Europe  and  America, 
which  was  all  satisfactory  to  my  earth  condition,  but  I  had  to 
come  back  to  the  West  again  to  gain  knowledge  from  a  spirit 
that  represented  himself  as  a  newsboy.  He  taught  me  that  I 
was  built  up  on  egotism,  and  finally,  by  his  coarse  expression 
and  crude  manner  of  speech,  he  broke  up  Joshua  Thome's  big 
delusion  of  conceit.       He  taught  me  to  understand  I  was  college 
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bred,  but  knew  very  little  of  the  education  that  the  soul  required. 
His  brusque  manner  and  ways  opened  up  a  channel  or  way 
through  which  I  could  gain  some  spiritual  knowledge.  One 
day  while  I  was  treating  Justin,  this  self  same  Dick  controlled 
his  forces  and  addressed  me,  saying,  "Old  mushroom,  has  it  en- 
tered into  your  bullet  head  yet  that  all  this  galvanic  condition 
was  perfected  in  spirit  life  before  you  skull  choppers  and  human 
butchers  got  it  here  on  earth.  The  spirit  world  and  its  in- 
habitants thought  they  would  get  up  a  new  idea  through  which 
you  could  butcher  the  human  race.  They  got  tired  of  seeing 
people  poisoned  and-  bled  to  death  and  then  sawed  and  chopped 
up  to  order  so  they  gave  you  electricity  and  galvanism  to  prac- 
tice with."  I  said,  "Dick,  now  let  you  and  I  talk  common  sense." 
He  said,  "What,  has  something  struck  you  at  last?  There  is 
hopes  for  you  yet,  you  bloody  old  drug  mixer."  "Well,  then," 
he  said,  "let's  talk  sensible.  What  do  you  want  to  know,  old 
man?"  I  said  to  him,  "Now,  Dick,  suppose  your  medium  was  to 
die  while  I  am  treating  him  as  you  know  I  have  got  a  strong  cur- 
rent of  galvanism  at  work  on  his  body."  He  said,  "You  bloody 
old  pig-head,  don't  you  know  it's  only  the  fleshy  body  you  could 
kill,  the  spirit  never  dies.  When  you  are  talking  to  a  chump 
like  me  you  want  to  tell  just  what  you  mean  whether  it's  the 
spirit  or  the  body  3^ou"re  talking  about."  I  said,  "Well,  Dick, 
it's  the  body  that  I  want  to  understand  about."  He  said, 
"That's  it,  you  old  codgers  know  so  little  about  the  spirit."  He 
said,  "Xow,  just  listen  to  me,  you  old  bone  cracker,  and  I'll  try 
and  get  something  into  your  head.  Now,  I  am  going  to  show 
you  something.  You  turn  that  old  galvanic  battery  on  full  force 
and  I'll  stop  it  in  an  instant."  I  turned  the  battery  on  to  its  full 
extent  and  quicker  than  I  can  tell  it  to  you  it  was  stopped  in  an 
instant  which  amazed  me  so  much  and  sent  me  to  thinking. 
Then  he  commenced  to  laugh  in  his  street  Arab  style,  and  said 
to  me,  "Old  Chuckle  head,  what  do  you  think  of  that?"  I  said, 
"Dick,  that  is  wonderful;  how  did  you  do  it?"  "Xow%"  he  said, 
"old  man,  there  'ain't  none  of  your  books  can  teach  you  that,  can 
they?"  I  said,  "Dick,  no;  they  cannot.  Will  you  please  have 
the  kindness  to  explain  it  to  me?"  He  said,  "Of  course,  I  will, 
you  old  pill  peddler,  you've  got  a  good  heart,  and  1  like  you  be- 
cause you  help  the  poor  when  they've  got  no  money  to  pay  you 
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and  yon  don't  stand  back  and  say  you  won't  go  like  them  airy 
chaps  all  dressed  up  so  fine.  \\'ell,  it's  this  way.  That  'ere 
battery  what  you  got  has  got  metal  things  it  it,  and  that  wet 
stuff  what  you've  got  in  there  what  them  metal  things  are  into 
and  all  that  kind  of  wire  and  all  them  cither  stuffs  what  your 
battery  is  made  of  is  all  charged  through  that  old  crank  the 
thing  goes.  A\^ell,  now,  I'm  going  to  tell  you  that  the  wet  stuff 
and  those  metal  things  attract  the  electricity  out  of  the  air.  The 
spirits  impressed  an  old  chap  and  taught  him  how  to  get  up  them 
things  to  attract  the  electricity  out  of  space  and  its  called  'Gal- 
vanism' and  'Faradoism'  and  any  other  damned  ism  that  man 
thinks  of,  but  we  spirits  have  got  a  stronger  ism  than  all  you 
men,  understand,  so  when  I  told  you  to  put  your  battery  on 
full  force  we  brought  our  ism  to  bear  on  it,  which  is  the  original 
and  the  strongest  ism  of  them  all.  That  battery  has  no  more 
power  than  man  can  invent  while  living  in  the  body,  we  as 
spirits  through  our  will  power  forced  our  ism  to  attack  your  ism 
and  blocked  it  right  because  there  is  nothing  in  your  ism  that 
could  stand  spiritism.  Ours  is  the  natural  and  regular  ism 
that's  always  around  and  keeps  the  life  in  the  human  body. 
When  a  chap's  spirit  loses  its  grip  on  the  body  he  is  walking 
around  in,  it  goes  to  show  you,  old  man,  that  he  has  forgot  all 
about  the  naturalism  and  depended  too  much  on  the  made  up 
ism  that  man  invents  and  so  he  lost  his  grip  and  had  to  git  out 
and  take  up  the  real  ism  to^go  on  with,  so  you  see  I  got  the  band 
to  assist  me  and  through  our  will  power  we  brought  a  strong 
body  of  the  realism  that  shut  off  your  artificialism.  I  just  want 
to  show  you,  Doc'  ours  is  the  real  and  yours  is  the  imitation. 
Alan's  body  is  the  imitation  of  his  spiritual  soul.  That's  why 
you  like  to  eat  so  much  pork.  And  now  we  will  set  your  ma- 
chine going  again,"  and  to  my  surprise  and  delight  they  did  so. 
I  struck  my  forehead  with  my  hand  and  laughed  right  out,  say- 
ing, "]Man,  man,  how  little  you  understand  the  power  of  God's 
works."  I  hoped  to  have  had  an  interview  again  with  Dick  on 
that  same  line,  but  Justin  came  for  no  more  treatments  and  I  was 
a  disappointed  man. 

One  afternoon  I  called  at  his  residence,  which  was  the  new 
house,  as  the  old  one  had  been  destroyed  by  that  dreadful  cy- 
clone.    When  I  called  I  discovered  he  was  giving  a  sittinsr  to  a 
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newspaper  man  who  was  trying  to  gain  some  information  con- 
nected with  a  murder.  This  newspaper  man's  name,  I  think, 
was  Baker,  and  lived  for  some  time  in  Kansas  City.  He  said 
to  the  control,  "If  you  will  locate  the  murderer  for  us  we  will 
give  your  medium  a  hundred  dollars."  The  influence  said,  "No, 
sir :  you  cannot  buy  me  with  money,  as  much  as  my  medium  is 
in  need  of  it.  I  see  that  you  have  got  the  idea  in  your  head  it 
was  a  man  that  committed  the  murder ;  but  you  are  mistaken, 
it  was  a  girl,  and  a  young  girl,  too,  that  committed  the  crime. 
No  doubt  but  society  thinks  she  was  in  the  right ;  but  no  one 
should  take  the  life  they  did  not  give.  This  unfortunate  girl 
was  led  astray  and  when  she  became  a  mother  that  wretch 
abandoned  her.  He  was  wealthy  and  moved  in  what  you  call 
'high  society.'  That  unfortunate  girl  sought  the  home  of  pros- 
titution, whereby  she  might  gain  a  living  in  a  brothel,  the  haunt 
of  sin  and  misery.  She  became  almost  crazed  with  grief  and  an 
evil  influence  forced  her  on  to  commit  the  crime.  She  will  confess  it 
or  make  what  you  call  a  full  confession  on  her  death  bed,  as  the 
world  calls  it ;  but  it  is  only  the  spirit  slipping  away  from  a  sin- 
ful body  brought  on  by  man's  hypocrisy  and  deciet."  Now,  Mr. 
Hulburd,  I  am  going  to  show  you^  or  I  should  say,  explain  to 
you  wherein  this  was  a  wonderful  test  to  me.  Three  weeks 
afterwards,  one  night  at  half-past  eleven,  in  the  month  of  De- 
cember, I  think  the  date  was  the  28th  of  the  month,  I  was  walk- 
ing up  Main  street  towards  my  home,  which  was  on  Ninth, 
when  a  woman  accosted  me  on  the  sidewalk,  saying  to  me,  "Oh, 
God,  sir;  can  you  tell  me  where  I  can  find  a  doctor?  Oh,  please, 
sir,  direct  me  to  someone  quickly  that  I  may  bring  him  to  a 
young  girl  whom  I  think  is  dying."  I  said,  "Madam,  I  am  a 
doctor.  My  name  is  Thorne  and  I  will  go  with  you  to  see  the 
young  girl,  so  lead  the  way."  She  said,  "Thank  God,  some  good 
angel  has  directed  me  to  you  but  I  am  afraid,  sir,  the  good 
angels  would  have  very  little  to  do  with  our  kind."  I  said, 
"You  are  a  spirit  living  in  a  body  and  through  the  law  of  evo- 
lution that  spirit  can  grow  to  better  things  in  life."  She  said, 
"Do  you  think  so,  sir?"  I  said,  "Most  assuredly.  God  never 
forgets  any  of  his  children."  She  led  me  to  a  back  room  in  a 
high  building.  When  we  entered  the  room  I  found  several  women 
of   the   same   kind    standing   around   the   bed    crying  as   if  their 
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hearts  would  break.  I  said,  "Good  women,  you  will  have  to 
leave  the  room,  while  I  talk  with  this  sick  girl  and  find  out,  if 
possible,  where  the  disease  is  located.  Now,  please,  leave  the 
room.  They  did  so,  as  I  desired  them  to  do.  I  then  addressed 
the  girl,  saying,  "My  poor  child,  where  have  you  the  most  pain?" 
She  looked  at  me  and  said,"  Are  you  a  doctor?"  I  said  "I  am. 
My  name  is  Doctor  Thorne."  "Well,  then.  Doctor,  I  am  dying," 
she  said.  I  said,  "I  hope  not,  my  poor  child.  Where  have  you 
the  most  pain?"  She  said,  "at  my  heart,  Doctor.  The  other 
pains  of  my  body  are  of  little  matter  now.  I  am  afraid  it  is  too 
late  and  I  cannot  live.  They  have  performed  an  operation  on  me 
and  I  am  dying."  I  said,  "Who  has  committed  this  wicked  crime 
upon  your  body?"  She  said  "A  woman  was  paid  to  perform  the 
operation.  I  thought  at  one  time,  perhaps  a  man  doctor  could 
save  me,  but  it  is  too  late  now."  I  said,  "\Miat  is  the  woman's 
name  and  where  does  she  live?"  She  said,  "I  cannot  tell  you, 
doctor,  she  was  dressed  all  in  black  and  wore  a  black  crepe  mask 
fastened  over  her  face.  There  were  holes  cut  in  it  whereby  she 
could  see  and  a  slit  cut  in  it  where  her  mouth  was.  Then  she 
said,  "Doctor,  since  it's  too  late,  listen  to  me.  I  have  a  confes- 
sion to  make."  I  saw  she  was  becoming  very  weak  and  bent  my 
head  to  listen  to  her  confession.  The  first  words  she  said  was  "I 
killed  that  man  Smith.  He  ruined  me  under  the  promise  of  mar- 
riage. 1  gave  up  that  to  him  which  was  dearer  to  me  than  life — 
my  virtue.  He  abandoned  me  and  my  child  was  born  in  a  house 
of  prostitution,  where  the  inmates  took  pity  on  my  condition.  I 
permitted  them  to  take  my  child  away  and  when  I  had  rallied 
from  my  condition  and  got  up  from  a  sick  bed  I  remained  an  in- 
mate of  the  house  and  sold  my  baby  for  money  in  order  that  I 
might  live  a  wretched  life.  I  became  what  you  call  addicted  to 
drinking.  One  night  he  made  a  visit  to  our  house  in  company 
with  other  fast  young  men  of  the  city  whose  fathers  and  mothers 
and  sisters  hold  high  heads  in  society,  wdiile  their  sons  come 
down  to  the  level  of  a  wanton,  as  they  associate  with  them  and 
share  their  bed.  This  man  Smith  taunted  me  before  those  other 
men  of  my  condition  and  of  what  I  had  become.  A  devil  took 
possession  of  my  soul.  I  fascinated  him  and  lured  hiiu  to  my 
bed  and  when  there  I  applied  whiskey  to  his  vanity.  About 
four  o'clock  in  the  morning  I  said  to  him,  "Robert,  let's  take  a 
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walk.  I  would  like  to  get  out  in  the  fresh  air.  He  consented, 
and  we  walked  upon  the  streets.  I  led  him  on  until  we  reached 
the  bluff,  where  we  stood  looking  out  upon  the  water,  when  I 
said  to  him.  "Robert  Smith,  have  you  none  of  the  old  love  left 
for  me?"  -He  looked  at  me  and  laughed,  saying,  "How  could  I, 
Jessie?  You  are  a  common  whore  now,  and  any  man  can  have 
you  by  paying  a  price."  Doctor,  then  my  soul  was  on  fire.  I 
drew  a  dagger  out  of  my  breast  and  stabbed  him  to  the  heart.  I 
stabbed  him  nine  times  to  be  sure  that  I  had  accomplished  the 
deed.  Oh,  I  became  strong,  doctor,  and  dragged  his  body  to  the 
edge  of  the  bluff  and  then  shoved  it  over  and  it  went  down.  Next 
morning  it  was  found,  a  bruised  mass  of  human  flesh.  The 
morning  papers  told  of  the  dreadful  murder  that  had  been  com- 
mitted, and  I  laughed  with  glee.  God  has  no  use  for  me  now." 
I  said,  "Oh,  child,  child !  God  has  use  for  all  his  little  ones.  You 
were  betrayed  by  that  wretch  and  he  paid  the  penalty.  You 
are  a  spirit  living  in  a  body."  While  I  said  that  I  found  her  hand 
grow  cold  in  mine.  I  placed  my  other  hand  upon  her  forehead 
and  discovered  the  weary  spirit  had  fled.  So,  now  I  looked  upon 
the  poor  emaciated  body  that  that  man  had  ruined  and  asked 
God  and  the  angels  to  have  mercy  on  her  soul. 

The  next  time  I  visited  Justin's  home  the  spirit  of  that  little 
girl  controlled  and  said,  "Doctor  Thorne,  to  you  I  made  a  con- 
fession ;  keep  it  as  a  secret  for  my  family's  sake."  Now,  I  have 
explained  to  you  wherein  I  received  a  wonderful  test  of  spirit 
communication.  I  did  not  reveal  anything  to  Justin  that  the 
spirit  had  told  me,  but  unfortunately  that  newspaper  man  made 
another  visit  to  Justin's  home  and  the  spirit  of  that  wretched 
Smith  communicated  to  the  newspaper  man  and  revealed  the 
whole  case,  telling  how  the  girl  had  stabl:)ed  him  and  threw  him 
over  the  bluff. 

Now,  Brother  Hulburd,  I  have  spoken  somewhat  lengthy  on 
this  case  to  reveal  to  you  how  mediums  organizations  can  be 
used  on  both  sides  of  a  case.  The  world  at  large  condemns  the 
poor  mediums  and  calls  them  wicked  and  vile  to  think  they 
should  reveal  such  horrible  things  to  newspaper  men,  but  they 
forget  wherein  laid  the  test  that  this  newspaper  man  received 
through  Justin's  mediumship.  When  he  made  his  first  visit  to 
Justin   the   innuciicc  told  him   the   murderer   was  a  girl  and  she 
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would  make  a  confession  on  her  death  bed,  which  she  did.  The 
newspaper  came  out  and  told  what  a  wonderful  medium  Justin 
was.  After  that  Justin  said  to  me  in  Harry  Lee's  home  that  he 
would  never  give  another  sitting  to  a  newspaper  man  if  he  knew 
that  he  was  such.  But  still  he  got  into  the  newspapers  and  could 
not  help  himself,  as  you  know  when  that  negro  spirit  came  and 
gave  inofrmation  concerning  a  murderer  in  Texas  that  murdered 
that  man  connected  with  a  bank;  perhaps  you  remember  it. 
Well,  he  got  into  the  papers  another  time  that  he  could  not 
avoid,  about  that  big  fire  in  the  bottoms  that  his  guide,  Rosa,  pre- 
dicted \\'hile  Mrs.  Lee  and  another  lady  from  Wyandotte  and  a 
lumber  merchant  whose  name  was  Olmstead  were  present.  He 
had  considerable  real  estate  in  the  bottoms.  Rosa  told  him  to 
get  up  immediately  and  go  down  there  and  perhaps  he  could 
give  directions  whereby  he  could  save  some  of  his  property.  She 
said,  "Your  Uncle  John  tells  me  this.  Now  go."  He  left,  jumped 
aboard  of  a  street  car  and  had  only  reached  Twelfth  street  and 
Grand  avenue  ^vhen  the  fire  bells  rang  out  the  alarm.  After  he 
had  gone  the  lady  from  \\\vandotte  said,  "Rosa,  I  came  to  get  a 
sitting.  I  don't  want  to  hear  anything  about  fire  just  now." 
Rosa  said,  "You  can't  get  a  sitting;  your  husband  is  connected 
with  this  fire.  Go  home  and  see  to  your  children."  The  woman 
said,  "How  can  my  husl)and  be  connected  with  this  fire?"  Rosa 
said,  "He  is  now  at  this  present  moment.  I  can't  talk  to  you 
any  more."  She  turned  around  and  said  to  Mrs.  Lee,  "What  a 
strange  spirit  that  Indian  girl  is.  The  last  time  I  was  here  with 
my  husband  and  children  she  said  to  me,  'You  are  going  to  lose 
something  that  you  love  very  dearly  on  earth.'  I  said,  'What 
it?'  She  said,  'Go  home  and  the  scratch  paper  will  tell  you.' 
meaning  by  that,  there  was  a  letter  waiting  for  me.  True 
enough,  we  went  home  ;  there  was  a  letter  waiting  for  us  telling 
me  of  my  mother's  death.  I  don't  wonder,  Mrs.  Lee,  that  they 
burned  witches.  This  Justin  is  such  an  uncanny  person."  Mrs. 
Lee  said,  "And  still  you  come  here  to  consult  the  spirits.  There 
is  nothing  uncanny  about  Justin,  and  Rosa  understands  her 
business  thoroughly."  The  lady  then  said  to  Mrs.  Lee,  "This 
Rosa  is  so  saucy  and  snaps  you  up  so  that  you  forget  what  you 
have  come  for."  Mrs.  Lee  said,  "She  is  all  right  and  you  will 
have  to  learn  to  understand  her.     You  must  not  forsret   Indian's 
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ways  are  different  from  our  ways  and  that  is  why  you  think  she 
picks  you  up  so  quick." 

"I  was  on  my  way  to  Justin's  home  wlien  I  met  Mrs.  Lee  in 
her  carriage  near  Tenth  street.  She  was  on  her  way  to  get 
Harr}'  and  take  him  out  home.  When  she  saw  me  she  told  the 
driver  to  stop  the  carriage  and  called  me  to  her,  saying,  "Get  up 
here,  doctor,  into  the  carriage ;  I  have  something  to  tell  you." 
Then  she  related  the  whole  conversation  that  took  place  at 
Justin's  home,  where  Rosa  predicted  the  fire  and  what  that  lady 
from  \\'3'andotte  had  to  say.  He  name  I  have  forgotten, 
Brother  Hulburd,  but  her  husband  was  connected  with  the  gov- 
ernment and  he  lost  the  largest  part  of  his  tools  in  the  fire.  Mr. 
Olmstead,  by  going  down  quickly,  as  he  did,  saved  some  of  his 
property.  I  said  to  Mrs.  Lee,  "It's  fortunate  that  Justin  did  not 
live  a  hundred  years  ago  or  they  would  have  killed  him  for  be- 
ing a  witch."  Mrs.  Lee  said,  "Oh,  God,  protect  our  true 
mediums ;  their  lives  are  hard^  ones.  Doctor  Thorne,  it  takes 
great  courage  to  be  a  medium  and  face  the  world's  scorn.  While 
I  have  means  and  strength  wherever  I  find  true  mediums  I  will 
be  their  friend,  as  you  know  my  dear  father-in-law,  Bishop  Lee, 
v.'as  a  medium  and  conversed  with  spirits.  My  husband  is  also 
mediumistic.  One  morning  when  he  woke  up  he  told  me  he  had 
seen  that  night  his  father,  the  bishop,  fall  down  stairs  and  was 
hurt  severely.  We  will  soon  hear  of  his  death,  which  you  know 
doctor  all  came  to  pass.  The  Lee  family  cannot  find  any  loop- 
hole to  crawl  out  through  and  deny  spiritualism  for  the  head  of 
the  family  was  a  medium." 

I  stepped  out  of  the  carriage  and  bade  her  good-bye,  say- 
ing I  would  go  up  and  see  the  boys,  meaning  Justin  and  Fred 
Clever.  Now,  Brother  Hulburd,  I  will  relate  to  you  some  of  my 
experience  when  I  entered  spirit  life.  The  first  one  I  met  was 
my  son.  w^ho  came  to  welcome  and  whom  I  was  glad  to  see.  I 
also  met  many  of  my  friends  who  lived  in  the  body  when  I  was 
a  practitioner  of  medicine.  My  son  said  to  me  "Father,  do  you 
remember  when  I  comnninicatcd  to  you  and  mother  in  Justin's 
home  when  he  described  to  you  that  I  looked  more  like  mother 
than  I  did  like  you  and  you  refused  to  l)elieve  it  because  you 
were  a  little  jealous  that  I  should  look  mfirc  like  mother  than 
you,  since  I  was  your  only  son.     When   1  told  you  the  cause  of 
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my  death,  you  became  combati\e  and  positive,  saying  it  was  not 
so  when  you  knew  all  the  time  it  was  so ;  merely  because  the 
medium  said  I  looked  more  like  mother  than  you.  I  gave  you  a 
test  that  would  have  satisfied  any  ordinary  person  ;  but  you  be- 
ing of  such  a  positive  nature  would  not  receive  it  as  such."  I 
admitted  there  and  then  to  my  son  that  I  was  wrong.  I  asked 
him  for  his  forgiveness.  Xow,  I  also  ask  Justin  for  his.  It  is 
through  such  natures  as  mine  that  many  a  genuine  medium  is 
condemned  and  called  an  impostor  because  the  individual  seek- 
ing spirit  communion  is  made  up  of  such  a  combative  nature 
they  will  not  accept  the  truth  when  it  is  presented  to  them ;  but, 
thank  God,  I  lived  to  value  Justin's  true  mediumship,  as  it  had 
been  demonstrated  to  me  on  many  occasions.  Not  only  to  me 
but  to  hundreds  of  others  who  live  to  bless  his  name  for  he  never 
withheld  that  from  the  poor  which  they  asked  for.  It  was  im- 
material to  him  whether  they  were  white,  black  or  red.  They 
were  all  waited  on  and  served  alike.  I  never  heard  of  any  oc- 
casion wherein  he  accepted  money  for  his  mediumship.  Now, 
we  will  continue  another  time.  I  think  I  have  held  him  long 
enough  at  the  present  time. 

Tuesday,  January  21,  1902. 

Good  morning,  Brother  Hulburd.  This  morning  is  so  beau- 
tiful and  fresh  it  invites  me  to  tarry  with  you  awhile,  so  I  enter 
Searchlight  Bower  without  knocking  at  its  doors.  The  power 
of  the  great  spirit  is  upon  me  and  I  m.ove  and  act  accordingly. 
You  have  many  visitors  to  this  home  who  are  dwellers  in  the 
realm  of  spirit  and  love  to  enter  your  abode  in  order  to  present 
you  with  their  beautiful  spirit  messages.  I  have  been  present 
on  several  occasions  to  hear  •  the  questions  answered  through 
Justin's  vocal  powers.  The  questions  have  been  defined  and 
answered  so  clearly  that  it  makes  me  feel  proud  to  know  that  I 
was  his  friend  in  the  body  and  more  so  now  in  the  spirit. 

After  I  had  been  in  spirit  life  a  little  while  a  beautiful  young 
lady  came  to  me  and  said,  "Doctor  Thorne,  my  name  is  Ella 
Judson,  possibly  you  have  a  faint  recollection  of  me  as  a  child. 
You  killed  my  physical  body  by  salivating  it,  so  now  you  see  you 
did  not  have  the  power  to  kill  the  spirit.  Listen  to  me,  Doctor 
Thorne.  The  conscience  of  man}-  men  who  pose  as  physicians 
while  in  the  l)Ofly  will  be  a  living  hell  to  theni  here  until  thev  can 
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live  down  the  condition  through  which  they  committed  murder. 
You  may  call  it  an  error  in  your  medical  practice  on  the  earth 
side  of  life ;  but  nevertheless  it  is  a  crime  for  many  of  you  are 
human  wolves  permitted  to  roam  at  large  in  order  that  you  may 
poison  the  human  bodies  which  you  misname  gaining  medical 
knowledge  by  practicing  your  drug  artifice  on  the  human  form. 
Many  of  you  compel  the  invalid  to  suffer  more  in  the  human 
body  than  they  would  otherwise  have  done  had  they  not  partaken 
of  your  poisonous  drugs.  This  I  tell  you,  sir,  as  my  physical 
body  was  one  of  your  victims."  I  met  in  spirit  life  many  of 
the  victims  that  passed  from  the  body  to  the  spiritual  condition 
through  the  means  of  my  poisonous  drugs.  There  came  to  me 
a  young  man  who  said  I  amputated  his  leg  when  he  was  a  child 
of  nine  years  old  by  a  surgical  operation.  He  said,  "Doctor 
Thorne,  you  knew  you  need  not  have  done  so,  but  it  was  prac- 
tice to  you  and  the  other  one  that  accompanied  you  to  perform 
the  operation.  All  the  while  in  your  soul  you  knev^  you  were 
doing  wrong  to  perform  that  operation.  You  were  then  a 
young  physician  and  wanted  the  people  to  know  that  you  could 
perform  a  surgical  operation.  I  am  here  in  spirit  to  testify 
that  my  body,  the  physical  body,  I  mean,  Doctor,  was  mutilated 
by  your  bungling  operation,  as  you  know  I  passed  to  spirit  life 
five  months  after  you  performed  that  operation.  I  hope  now. 
Doctor  Thorne,  that  you  will  find  some  avenue  open  to  you 
through  which  you  can  communicate  to  your  brother  physicians 
and  warn  them  of  the  murders  they  commit.  They  may  call  it 
inadvertently  as  one  would  speak  a  word  that  caused  much  dis- 
tress and  for  the  time  they  would  forget  that  that  word  had 
been  spoken  by  them  that  stung  to  the  core  the  human  heart. 
That  does  not  excuse  the  physician  who  has  committed  the  crime 
through  ignorance  of  his  medical  duties  inasmuch  as  he  claims 
to  be  a  thoroughly  schooled  physician  and  yet  at  the  same  time 
he  is  a  human  vampire  on  God's  children.  Through  his  reck- 
less ignorance  he  commits  those  crimes  by  being  ignorant  of  that 
which  he  represents,  a  thorough  medical  practicioner  and  surgi- 
cal experimenter.  Doctor,  in  spirit  life  many  of  your  victims 
will  approach  you  as  they  do  others  calling  themselves  physicians 
when  living  in  a  Ijody.  You  see  your  path  is  not  a  bed  of  roses 
nor  to  others  of  your  profession  in  spirit  life.       In  order  that  you 
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may  atone  for  errors  committed  through  bad  judgment  and  want 
of  better  knowledge.  Now  place  yourself  in  a  position  whereby 
you  can  reach  those  living  in  physical  bodies,  manifest  to  them 
through  some  mediumistic  channel  telling  them  of  what  you  have 
witnessed  here.  This,  Doctor,  is  the  way  by  which  you  can 
live  down  your  past  errors  in  the  physical  body,  reach  out  in  all 
directions  so  that  you  may  come  in  contact  with  your  brothers 
in  every  phase  and  grade  of  your  profession,  teach  them  they 
cannot  escape  a  just  punishment,  for  the  laws  of  Truth  are  ever 
on  the  alert  to  bring  criminals  to  the  bar  of  justice,  and  the  God 
that  is  within  us  is  the  judge  pronouncing  the  benediction.  "I 
am  the  life  and  the  resurrection.  He  that  believeth  on  me  can- 
not die."  So  you  see.  Doctor,  you  understand  there  is  no  death 
and  you  cannot  escape  the  law  of  progression,  so  commence  now 
to  retrieve  the  past  and  the  spirits  of  your  victims  will  help  you. 
Brother  Hulburd,  in  spirit  life  I  have  found  no  individual  that 
claimed  to  be  the  Jesus  of  Nazareth ;  none  of  the  twelve  apostles 
have  I  seen,  but  I  have  looked  upon  disciples  of  all  grades  trying 
to  reach  the  true  Nirvana  wherein  they  will  find  the  true  God  is 
manifested.      That  is  the  divinity  in  their  own  souls. 

I  have  been  received  into  the  company  of  many  brothers  and 
sisters  of  our  faith.  They  are  perfected  in  the  true  knowledge 
of  our  order  and  can  drink  to  the  seventh  libation  with  all  the 
truth  and  sincerity,  love  and  admiration  of  their  higher  self 
manifested  in  the  God  of  Truth. 

Dear  Brother  Hulburd,  there  are  many  orders  here,  just  as 
there  are  on  your  side  of  life,  and  I  find  there  is  a  multitude  of 
individuals  working  to  perfect  themselves  in  the  degrees  of  their 
orders  in  consequence  of  which  they  will  some  day  revel  in  per- 
fect bliss  and  communion  with  the  great  master  that  knoweth  all 
things.  I  have  discovered  since  I  came  to  spirit  life  a  knowl- 
edge that  I  did  not  understand  while  living  in  a  physical  body. 
My  reasoning  powers  have  brought  me  in  rapport  with  the 
school  of  Yoga.  It  is  the  continuation  of  Yoga  in  the  body. 
I  have  realized  to  my  own  satisfaction  it  is  only  through  re-em- 
bodiment that  we  can  perfect  our  conditions,  many  spirits  have 
to  remain  in  spirit  life  a  great  many  years  before  they  are  thor- 
oughly prepared  to  take  on  re-embodiment.  There  are  people 
o{  our  faith  living  in  the  bodv  who  claim   to  have  a  thorough 
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knowledge  of  the  great  spiritual  philosophy ;  they  will  laugh  and 
say  to  themselves  when  they  read  my  communication  that 
Joshua  Thorne  has  gone  clean  daft  in  the  head,  but  were  they 
on  this  side  of  life  and  had  the  great  philosophy  of  all  philos- 
ophies revealed  to  their  senses,  they  would  speak  as  I  do  now. 
Teachers  will  grow  up  amongst  them  that  will  give  to  them  the 
tuitions  of  the  perfect  way.  That  is,  it  will  lead  them  into  the 
paths  of  sense  and  reason  called  the  w^alks  of  God!  Truth  in  all 
things. 

Dear  brother,  my  heart  aches,  or  more  properly,  I  should 
say,  my  soul  has  a  great  feeling  lodged  within  it  for  many  of  the 
deluded  minds  waiting  here  for  the  coming  of  Christ  in  their 
midst.  Xone  can  become  re-embodied  until  they  have  properly 
prepared  themselves  to  take  on  re-embodiment.  They  will  not 
come  to  that  condition  until  they  have  awakened  out  of  that  ter- 
rible delusion.  The  second  coming  of  this  Christ,  or  that  man 
called  Jesus  who  was  to  receive  them  all  to  his  bosom  and  for- 
give them  their  past  sins  and  crimes,  but  they  will  find  out  it  is 
only  through  good  works  and  actions  and  love  to  all  the  children 
of  God  and  speaking  the  truth  at  all  times  can  they  arise  out  of 
the  condition  and  pay  the  penalty  for  past  crimes ;  not  until  then 
can  they  become  re-embodied.  I  am  fitting  and  preparing  my 
condition  to  enter  the  true  temple  of  wisdom  wherein  I  will  re- 
ceive the  teachings  of  the  high  masters  in  which  I  can  personify 
to  the  whole  world  there  is  a  divinity  within  me  called  Truth 
and  in  time  through  perfection  and  manifestation  to  my  soul's 
individuality  I  can  become  one  with  God — a  God  for  all  time.  I 
have  received  all  that  was  due  me  in  spirit  life,  my  past  works 
speak  for  themselves  here.  I  am  a  wanderer  in  the  spirit  world 
seeking  to  gain  knowledge  only  through  which  I  can  manifest 
and  unfold  all  the  intellect  of  my  being.  I  found  no  beautiful 
palace  awaiting  me  that  they  speak  of  and  sing  of  in  the  earth 
bod}'.  I  am  here  a  \ictim  of  circumstances,  as  it  were,  awaiting 
probation  in  order  that  I  may  fulfill  the  perfect  law.  Many 
will  find  a  great  disappointment  awaiting  them.  Their  deeds 
and  works  only  tell  here.  Xature  has  showered  upon  us  a  great 
boon  of  love  through  which  every  soul  can  reach  the  highest 
divinity  in  nature.  This  power  and  intelligence  is  the  awaiting 
God  of  Rea.son   manifested   unto  all   men  and   women.       They 
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must  accept  it  sometime  and  the  sooner  the  chiklren  of  men 
reach  out  and  understand  by  grasping  the  true  law  of  infinitude, 
which  will  lead  them  to  the  true  Nirvana,  the  abode  of  peace 
and  salvation  for  the  human  race. 

Brother  Hulburd  I  have  been  permitted  to  have  a  glance  of 
the  beautiful  country  beyond  where  the  angels  of  light  dwell,  but 
I  cannot  revel  in  God's  wisdom  or  live  in  that  beautiful  abode  of 
peace  and  perfection  until  my  v^-orks  have  manifested  themselves 
to  the  children  of  Earth.  Through  my  love  and  works  to  them 
and  for  them  can  I  reach  the  true  spirituality  that  is  within  me. 
There  is  a  fountain  located  there  of  living  waters  that  I  must 
bring  into  use  to  quench  the  thirst  of  those  that  I  have  wronged 
while  living  in  the  body,  then  I  can  become  a  dispenser  of  God's 
wisdom  to  all  humanity.  There  are  many  here  in  spirit  life  below 
me  in  ignorance  and  superstition,  but  I  must  become  as  lowly 
as  the  humblest  of  them  through  that  condensation,  contrition 
and  aspiration.  I  must  concentrate  all  my  powers  to  help  to 
raise  those  unhappy  spirits  to  the  level  of  Truth  and  Wisdom. 
Through  that  work  I  can  undo  the  wrongs  I  have  done.  I  must 
become  as  a  little  child  willing  to  accept  a  natural  growth  that 
will  uplift  me  out  of  imbecility  and  degredation  of  sin,  so  called 
sins  are  wantons  flaunting  the  scarlet  scarf  in  my  face  of  past  er- 
rors committed  through  my  combative  and  positive  nature  that 
would  not  listen  at  all  times  to  the  law  of  Reason.  Here  I  can- 
not escape  it,  my  innate  sense  forces  it  upon  me.  through  that  I 
will  receive  the  light  of  Wisdom.  There  are  many  abodes  and 
locations  in  spirit  life  held  inside  of  the  circle  of  wanton  pride 
that  I  do  not  envy ;  but  my  whole  soul  goes  out  to  those  locations 
in  pity.  I  ask  the  divining  rod  of  mercy  and  pray  that  it  may 
touch  their  conscience  to  awaken  them  out  of  the  self-made  pride 
and  conceit  which  is  only  an  empty  bauble  when  it  comes  in  con- 
tact with  the  conscience  of  Truth.  Oh,  the  beautiful  light  that 
radiates  from  the  spirits  of  Peace  is  beyond  my  comprehension 
and  expression  to  those  living  in  a  physical  body.  Some  day 
I  shall  dwell  with  them  and  live  at  peace  when  my  soul  has  be- 
come perfect  in  its  spiritual  condition.  Then  the  veil  will  be  lift- 
ed and  I  will  behold  God  in  all  the  beautiful  expression  of  m}' 
highest  soul's  adoration.  I  will  become  one  of  the  ideals  of  the 
true  millenium  of  peace  and  divinity  consecrated  in  nature's  God. 
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I  hope  Brother  Hulburd  I  can  become  a  benefit,  which  I 
know  I  can  to  the  children  of  Earth,  bringing  happy  thoughts 
to  my  wife  and  daughter.  The  outworkings  of  man  is  the 
building  up  of  Heaven,  and  I  shall  be  one  of  the  apostles  of 
Truth,  for  my  soul  will  force  me  into  the  line  of  battle  to  wage 
war  against  sin  and  crime.  Joshua  Thorne  did  not  come  to 
spirit  life  to  remain  a  doomed  automaton  but  to  gain  and  receive 
forces  from  that  great  intelligence  and  principle  in  nature  called 
the  God  of  Truth  for  all  time.  Eternity  is  memory  reaching  out 
to  grasp  perpetual  motion  which  is  the  engine  of  Truth  and  all 
science  must  bow  to  it  until  the  light  of  Reason  has  opened  up 
their  conscious  thought  whereby  they  can  divine  astral  bodies 
in  their  purity  and  perfection.  They  are  realities  coming  from 
the  generator  of  the  infinite  God  expressed  in  space  in  the  Uni- 
verse. 

I  thank  you,  Brother  Hulburd,  for  taking  down  my  com- 
munication and  hope  the  little  light  I  have  thrown  on  my  spirit- 
ual existence  will  be  of  some  benefit  to  my  brother  students  and 
the  human  family  at  large.  I  am  glad  to  see  that  Little  Justin 
is  walking  through  the  maze  of  his  seventy-fourth  year.  He  has 
fought  the  battle  and  come  out  victorious,  living  down  derision 
and  scorn  of  his  past  years,  now  communing  with  angels  in  this 
beautiful  mountain  dell.  As  his  old  body  suflfers  aches  and 
pains  his  soul  rests  in  peace  under  the  roof  of  Searchlight  Bower, 
a  camping  spot  by  the  beautiful  live  oaks,  dreaming  of  the  past 
and  living  for  the  future ;  taking  up  the  resurrection  of  Eternal 
Life  awaiting  re-embodiment  whereby  and  in  time  his  scathing 
and  scorching  pen  will  give  the  truth  in  all  its  nakedness  wait- 
ing to  be  clothed  by  just  deeds  made  perfect  in  the  human  race. 
The  talisman  I  present  to  him  is  to  spare  no  one  for  Truth  is  the 
only  religion  in  the  world  and  spiritual  Theosophy  is  one  of  its 
leading  schools  opening  the  door  of  reason  to  the  true  God  con- 
sisting of  men  and  women  who  become  angels  when  perfected 
Nirvana,  rejoicing  in  that  beautiful  law  called  love,  peace  and 
divinity. 

Your  loving  friend,  a  brother  to  all  the  human  race,  Joshua 
Thorne,  when  living  in  the  body  a  medical  practitioner  that  made 
mistakes  through  book  education  and  want  of  true  knowledge 
which  was  mine  if  T  had  prepared  my  soul  to  receive  it.  Good  day. 


Anna  Bullene 

Chapter  XXVI 

Saturday,  May  11,  1901.     10.  p.  m. 

Justin  had  retired  and  Mr.  Hulburd  was  preparing  to  do  so 
when  he  was  summoned  to  get  paper  and  pencil  and  repair  to 
Justin's  room  to  take  down  a  communication.  Justin  was  con- 
trolled by  a  spirit  who  said — "My  name  is  Anna  Bullene ;  that  is 
the  name  I  was  known  to  the  public  by.  I  was  born  and  brought 
up  in  Philadelphia,  Pennsylvania.  I  was  known  to  the  public  as 
a  test  medium,  or  perhaps  you  had  better  call  me  a  business 
medium.  Alany  of  the  principal  merchants  in  Philadelphia 
would  consult  me  on  business  before  they  made  any  contract,  or 
perhaps  you  would  call  it  launching  into  a  financial  condition.  I 
was  consulted  during  the  business  hours  of  the  day.  My  office 
hours  were  from  nine  to  one,  then  two  to  five  in  the  afternoon. 
I  also  gave  sittings  to  people  who  came  to  consult  their  spirit 
friends,  which  were  not  business  sittings  but  communications 
from  their  loved  ones.  I  was  controlled  by  an  English  gypsy 
woman,  that  is,  she  tells  me  she  was  born  in  England  and  came 
to  America  with  a  party  of  gypsies. 

While  traveling  through  the  state  of  Pennsylvania  she 
passed  out  of  the  body  near  Meadville.  She  tells  me  that  she 
has-been  with  me  ever  since  childhood,  waiting  for  me  to  grow 
old  enough  so  she  could  talk  through  me  to  the  public.  \\'hen 
in  the  body,  she  tells  me,  she  was  a  fortune  teller.  When  she 
was  giving  a  business  sitting  she  would  always  have  me  handle 
cards.  \\'hen  I  gave  other  sittings  I  handled  pebbles  from  the 
seashore.  While  giving  those  sittings  I  was  controlled  by  an 
Indian  girl  who  passed  away  by  the  seashore  in  the  state  of  New 
Jersey,  where  now  Long  Branch  is  located.  Pier  name  was  Ta- 
wing-go  in  English.  She  was  "Maid  of  the  Water."  She  was 
very  fond  of  going  in  bathing  and  picking  shells  and  pebbles. 

I  had  rooms  in  Mr.  Cadwallader's  home  on  North  Eleventh 
street,  right  opposite  the  Stone  family's  residence.  There  is 
where  I  first  met  this  medium.  Justin  also  had  rooms  in  the 
Cadwallader  home.  A  great  friendship  sprang  up  between 
Justin,   my  husband   and    myself.        We   became   very    much    at- 
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tached  to  him  and  he  to  us.  He  was  then  playing  at  the  Arch 
Street  Opera  House.  A\'e  had  the  pleasure  of  seeing"  him  per- 
form a  number  of  times.  I  think  he  was  the  most  beautiful 
dresser  I  ever  saw'  upon  the  stage. 

He  had  such  a  musical  laugh  that  every  time  he  laughed  it 
seemed  to  me  it  was  to  music.  Several  times  I  heard  those  sit- 
ting near  us  say,  "What  a  musical  laugh  Justin  has." 

One  night,  while  my  husband  and  I  were  in  the  opera  house, 
General  Grant,  General  Meade  and  a  Colonel  Smith  sat  right 
back  of  us.  General  Grant  remarked  to  General  Meade,  "I 
like  to  hear  that  Little  One  laugh."  General  Aleade  said,  "I 
like  to  hear  him  laugh  more  in  his  home  than  here  at  the  theater." 
General  Grant  said,  "Then,  you  have  visited  him."  General 
^leade  said,  "Yes ;  many  times.  Papa  Warren  and  I,  you  know, 
were  great  friends.  That  is  the  one  he  lived  with  twenty  years." 
General  Grant  said,  "Yes,  I  know." 

One  time  Miss  Jennie  Lees,  the  lady  who  brought  me  here 
to  the  medium,  while  passing  through  Philadelphia,  made  me  a 
visit  at  my  rooms,  and  while  there,  Justin  came  in  and  I  intro- 
duced her  to  him.  I  do  not  know  whether  he  remembers  it  or 
not.  It  was  in  the  month  of  April,  '72),  while  the  man  who  went 
by  the  name  of  Colchester  was  in  Philadelphia.  He  gave  a 
seance  to  a  number  of  friends  in  Doctor  Van  Ame's  parlors.  I 
do  not  remember  the  names  of  all  the  people  who  were  presnt, 
but  I  do  rmember  the  actor.  Mr.  Nagle  and  his  wife  were 
among  the  number.  I  think  he  was  leading  man  at  the  Chestnut 
Street  Theater  at  that  time.  Kate  Fisher,  the  star,  and  her 
husband  were  also  present  and  a  bass  singer,  whose  name  I 
think  was  Conway.  He  was  one  of  the  members  of  Clara  Louise 
Kellog's  opera  troup,  who  were  playing  with  her  company  at  the 
Academy  of  ]\Iusic  on  Broad  street.  There  was  also  one  of  the 
female  members  of  the  troup  whose  name  I  do  not  remember. 
Dr.  White  was  present  and  a  Mrs.  Nettleton  and  daughter  from 
Baltimore.  There  was  a  Kate  B.  Robinson  and  her  husband 
also  present.  The  other  names  I  do  not  recall  just  now.  Why 
I  give  you  these  names  that  T  remember  is  that  some  of  them 
must  be  living  to  tell  what  I  am  now  going  to  say. 

I  watched  this  man  Colchester  very  closely,  as  I  had  heard 
some  people  say  he  was  a  trickster,  which  i:)roved  to  be  a  fact. 
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While  he  was  going  through  with  his  pellet  tests  the  gypsey 
woman  said  to  me,  "That  man  has  his  body  written  all  over  with 
names  done  with  different  colored  pencils ;  I  mean  his  breast  and 
arms. 

He  always  wore  the  l)reast  of  his  shirt  open  down  in  front 
so  that  on  certain  occasions  he  could  open  it,  and  show  the 
names  written  on  his  skin.  The  Gypsy  woman  said  to  me,  "Let 
a  number  go  up  first  and  examine  the  names  on  his  arms.  You 
follow  behind  and  dip  your  handkerchief  in  that  drinking  water 
in  the  pitcher  which  stood  on  a  little  stand  near  the  folding  door. 
A\'hen  you  look  at  the  names  on  his  arm  grab  his  wrist  quick 
as  you  can,  rub  your  wet  handkerchief  up  and  down  his  arm, 
and  you  will  see  the  names  disappear."  Wliien  I  did  that  he 
tried  to  push  me  away  and  almost  knocked  me  down.  Mr.  Nagle 
and  Mr.  Conway  jumped  up,  being  the  nearest  to  him,  then 
Doctor  White  came  up  and  held  him  by  the  back.  Then  some 
of  the  people  present  came  and  looked  at  his  arm,  where  I  had 
rubbed  my  wet  handkerchief  up  and  down  ;  the  names  were  gone. 
Mr.  Nagle  thrust  up  his  arm  so  that  the  back  of  it  was  towards 
the  gas  light  and  there,  they  found  several  names  that  were 
written  where  my  wet  handkerchief  had  not  reached.  Mr.  Nagle 
was  so  incensed  at  the  fraud  that  he  had  perpetrated  upon  the 
people  that  he  said,  "You  return  these  people  their  money  right 
now  or  I  will  break  every  bone  in  your  body."  He  returned  the 
money  as  Mr.  Nagle  requested.  Then  said  Mr.  Nagle,  "Put 
on  your  coat  and  hat  and  leave  this  house."  ^Ir.  Nagle  and 
Doctor  White  led  him  to  the  hall  door.  Mr.  Conway  opened  the 
door  for  them  and  they  both  kicked  him  down  the  steps  as  he 
went   out. 

It  went  abroad  among  the  Spiritualists  the  following  weeks 
telling  what  I  had  done  there  that  evening  by  exposing  him. 
Then  I  had  many  of  these  so-called  credulous  Spiritualists  for 
enemies  the  rest  of  my  days.  I  was  condemned  because  I  stood 
up  for  the  truth  of  our  philosophy  by  a  class  of  milk  and  water 
Spiritualists. 

I  thank  you  for  taking  down  my  communication,  as  I  know 
the  medium  will  be  pleased  to  hear  from  me.  Your  friend  al- 
ways for  Truth,  who  was  born  a  Quaker. 

ANNA    BULLENE. 


Fanny   Davenport 

Chapter  XXVII 


Sunday,  May  12,  1901. 

I  greet  you«with  good  morning,  sir,  although  it  is  a  little 
late  in  the  forenoon.  I  was  known  to  the  world  as  Fanny  Dav- 
enport, the  daughter  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  E.  L.  Davenport.  At  one 
time  I  was  the  leading  lady  of  the  Fifth  Avenue  Theater  run  by 
Mr.  Daly  as  manager.  I  am  well  known  to  New  York  fame, 
also  throughout  the  United  States  as  an  emotional  actress. 

What  brings  me  here  today  is  to  verify  spirit  control  and  to 
say  that  I  knew  this  medium  for  many  years.  I  made  my  first 
acquaintance  with  him  while  he  was  playing  with  the  Buckley 
Serenaders  at  their  Boston  opera  house,  on  the  corner  of  Sumner 
and  Chauncey  streets,  Boston.  I  was  in  the  box  with  my  friends, 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Chanfrau,  who  invited  me  to  go  with  them — they 
being  old  friends  of  papa  and  mama.  I  was  then  quite  a  young 
girl. 

The  performance  closed  with  the  burlesque  opera  called 
"Cinderilla,"  for  which  the  Buckley  family  were  famous,  in 
which  this  medium  took  the  part  of  "Cinderilla."  He  danced, 
sang  and  played  in  the  character  to  the  admiration  of  the  audi- 
ence for  which  he  received  great  applause,  particularly  his 
dancing  on  his  toes.  The  lUickleys  were  famous  for  burlesque 
operas  both  in  England  and  America.  This  little  Medium  was 
the  admiration  of  the  public,  and  the  talk  of  society  people  was 
how  wonrlerfully  that  boy  played  Cinderilla  at  the  Buckley 
r)]jera  Jbuise.  Mis  sex  was  not  understood  by  the  public  at 
large;  neither  did  1  know  of  it  until  Mrs.  Chanfrau  said  to  me, 
"That  individual  is  of  both  sexes,  the  female  predominating."  I 
said  to  her,  "Ilis  perff^rniance  in  that  character  is  marvelous  and 
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his  dancing  is  something  wonderful."  - 1  did  not  think  then  that 
I  should  even  play  with  him  in  burlesque  opera,  but  I  did,  some 
years  afterward. 

I  met  him  in  New  York  again  in  company  with  an  army 
officer  by  the  name  of  Warren,  at  the  home  of  Rose  Eytinge,  the 
actress.  I  noticed  that  he  was  very  quiet  and  had  hardly  any- 
thing to  say,  while  ^Ir.  Warren  did  most  of  the  talking.  I  looked 
at  him  and  thought  what  a  little  creature  he  was.  to  have  so 
much  talent.  I  think  he  had  the  smallest  hand  and  foot  for  a 
person  of  his  size  that  I  ever  saw. 

Miss  Rose  Eytinge  said  to  me,  "Fannie,  here  is  a  chance  for 
an  engagement  for  a  while.  Mr.  Warren  and  Mr.  Clifford,  the 
managers,  are  looking  for  someone  to  play  the  'Mock  Prince' 
and  I  just  think  that  you  are  that  individual."  Mr.  AA^arren  ad- 
dressed me  in  a  pleasant  manner  and  said,  "Would  you  like  to 
play  the  'Mock  Prince'  to  my  Little  One's  'Cinderella?'  "  I  said 
we  would  have  to  talk  the  matter  over.  Miss  Rose  got  up  to 
leave  the  room,  excusing  herself,  saying,  "I  have  some  duties  to 
attend  to  and  I  will  return  in  a  little  while."  When  she  had  left 
the  room  Mr.  Warren  and  I  looked  the  question  over.  'Mr.  A\'ar- 
ren  offered  me  the  largest  salary  that  I  was  ever  oft'ered  in  those 
days,  for  I  had  not  become  famous  yet  as  an  actress.  He  said  to 
me,  "Miss  Davenport,  I  will  pay  you  $100  a  week  and  expenses, 
providing  you  will  dress  the  part  gorgeously  as  the  'Mock 
Prince.' '"  It  almost  took  my  breath,  for,  so  far,  the  largest  sal- 
ary I  had  received  was  $25  a  week.  I  feebly  uttered  to  him,  "I 
will  accept  your  offer,"  He  took  a  blank  contract  out  of  his 
pocket,  which  it  seems  he  carried,  also  an  enclosed  ink  bottle. 
He  filled  out  the  contract  for  $100  per  week  and  expenses.  After 
we  had  talked  a  little  while  he  called  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Eytinge.  They 
signed  their  names  as  witnesses  to  the  contract.  (He  carried  in 
his  pocket  these  blank  forms  to  be  filled  out  anywhere  and  every- 
where, when  he  found  anyone  that  he  wished  to  engage.)  Fin- 
ally he  arose  with  the  medium  and  bade  us  good  morning  and 
withdrew  from  the  house. 

AAHien  they  had  left.  Rose  said  to  me,  "Fannie.  I  think  you 
have  hit  it  good  this  time."  I  said,  "Yes.  if  I  am  capable  of  fill- 
ing the  part,"  which  afterwards  Mr.  Warren  and  ^Ir.  Clifford, 
the  managers,  pronounced  satisfactory.    They  said  I  was  the  best 
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"Mock  Prince"  that  had  ever  supported  the  medium,  which  made 
me  feel  a  proud  woman.  xA.s  yet  I  had  no  reputation  as  being- 
much  of  an  actress  and  the  salary  dazzled  my  mind  to  think  I 
could  earn  $100  a  week  clear  of  all  expenses.  It  was  one  of  the 
pleasantest  engagements  that  I  ever  filled.  The  company  was 
so  harmonious. 

\\'e  traveled  for  nine  weeks,  then  the  weather  becoming  very 
hot.  the  managers  disbanded  the  company  and  paid  all  our  fares 
back  to  New  York.  I  came  back  feeling  that  I  was  the  richest 
woman  in  New  York,  for  I  was  the  owner  of  $900,  which  to  me 
then  was  a  big  fortune. 

]\Irs.  Stetson  and  Mrs.  Clifford  played  the  old  maid  sisters. 
A  Mr.  Murphy  played  the  real  prince  and  I  the  Mock  Prince. 
The  Baron  was  a  Mr.  Sebastian,  a  Frenchman,  with  a  rich  bari- 
tone voice,  who  said  he  had  been  a  monk  in  France  before  he 
came  to  America.  The  star  of  the  company  was  the  medium, 
who  played  under  the  name  of  Fanny  Blanchard,  whose  perform- 
ance in  that  character  was  remarkable.  I  learned  of  the  sex  and 
character -through  Mrs.  Clifford,  a  particular  friend  of  the  me- 
dium. I  was  re-engaged  for  the  coming  season,  but  the  medium 
was  not  well,  and  Mr.  AVarren  took  him  to  Florida  for  his  health. 

When  I  became  aware  of  the  sex,  which  I  learned  from 
Mrs.  Clifford,  I  was  surprised.  I  thought  the  Medium  had  the 
most  beautiful  eyes  and  teeth  that  I  ever  saw  in  a  human  per- 
son, and  the  abundance  of  hair  was  something  wonderful,  and  it 
had  the  natural  wave  which  was  beautiful  to  look  at.  The  Me- 
dium was  four  feet  six  inches  tall,  with  a  .very  petite  form.  He 
or  she  was  the  greatest  Cinderilla  I  ever  saw  on  the  stage.  I 
only  saw  him  once  after  that.  It  was  in  the  city  of  Buffalo, 
state  of  New  York.  I  was  playing  at  the  principal  theater  there 
on  the  main  street  of  the  city,  while  he  was  playing  on  a  side 
street.  I  think  the  name  of  the  place  was  called  St.  James 
Hall.  Mr.  Warren  had  him  starring  there  in  a  play  called 
"Aladdin,  or  the  Wonderful  Scamp."  He  was  supported  by  a 
good  company  and  I  laughed  so  at  his  pranks  and  tricks  until 
my  sides  ached.  His  dancing,  singing  and  playing  were  some- 
thing wonderful,  which  in  after  days  I  never  forgot.  They  were 
coining  money  and  should  have  been  rich. 

Our  company  was   invited  to  attend   the   matinee   perform- 
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ance.  They  were  a  highly  developed  class  of  burlesque  artists. 
I  think  the  best  I  ever  saw.  That  is  the  last  time  I  ever  had 
the  pleasure  of  looking  at  him  on  the  stage.  I  knew  and  felt 
that  INIr.  Warren  and  he  must  have  been  well  off.  Whatever 
became  of  their  wealth  I  do  not  know.  Wherever  we  followed 
them  we  would  hear  of  the  large  houses  they  drew  and  their 
performance  was  spoken  of  as  one  of  the  best  that  had  ever 
visited  those  cities.  He  being  a  great  burlesque  artist  at  the 
head  of  the  company. 

In  Cleveland,  Ohio,  one  time  while  I  was  there  I  saw  a  pro- 
gram posted  up  on  the  wall  of  the  dressing-room.  I  saw  in 
large  letters  at  the  head  of  the  bill  his  name  as  the  "Peerless 
queen  of  burlesque  comedy."  He  was  a  great  artist  in  that  line. 
I  will  bid  you  good  morning,  sir.       His  friend, 

FANNY  DAVENPORT. 


Mary  C.  Morse 

Chapter  XXVIII 


Sunday,  Alay  11,  1902. 

Good  morning,  iSh.  Hulburd,  don't  you  think  I  have  selected 
a  beautiful  day  to  visit  your  home?  You  did  not  expect  me  so 
soon  to  make  Searchlight  Bower  another  visit.  I  come  today 
to  give  you  a  communication  for  your  book.  But  I  shall  first 
say  that  I  thank  you  and  am  glad  that  you  sent  that  letter  to 
my  dear  husband.  I  was  there  when  he  read  the  letter.  I  saw 
it  brought  him  a  good  deal  of  comfort  to  know  that  the  band 
permitted  me  to  send  him  that  letter.  I  wanted  to  warn  him 
against  those  fraudulent  people  calling  themselves  spiritual  me- 
diums. I  am  glad  to  say  that  I  know  there  are  a  few  genuine 
mediums  in  San  Diego.  'There  are  a  lot  of  people  posing  in 
San  Diego  as  mediums  who  are  nothing  but  frauds  of  the  worst 
kind. 

Now,  I  wish  to  speak  of  the  time  when  my  husband  and  I 
first  met  you,  Mr.  Meyer  and  Justin.  It  was  in  the  beginning 
of  April,  1884,  at  the  home  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Bushyhead — I  mean 
Mr.  Bushyhead,  who  is  now  chief  of  police  in  San  Diego.  At 
that  time  he  was  sheriff.  The  first  night  that  we  assembled  in 
Mrs.  Bushyhead's  parlor  there  were  a  number  of  San  Diego 
citizens  present  to  hear  Justin  speak  and  also  give  tests.  The 
room  was  crowded,  which  made  it  vety  close  and  warm  ;  yet  my 
husband  and  I  were  glad  to  think  that  we  were  present  on  that 
occasion.  He  gave  my  dear  husband  a  very  fine  test  about  his 
father,  who  had  been  in  spirit  life  some  time.  He  described 
him  so  perfectly  that  I  knew  immediately  who  it  was  for — Mr. 
Morse's  father  looked  very  much  like  Mr.  Morse,  and  when  he 
described  him  holding  a  number  of  papers  in  his  hand  and  look- 
ing as  though  he  had  been  settling  up  accounts  or  closing  up 
conditions  connected  with  property.  No  one  could  fail  to  re- 
cognize him  who  had  ever  known  him,  for  he  did  a  great  deal  of 
that  work  when  living  in  the  body.  I  noticed  when  Justin 
spoke  that  he  had  a  very  pleasant  voice.  Several  who  sat  near 
me  made  the   same   remark.       I   looked   upon   him   as   a  person 
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highly  educated,  his  language  was  so  gramatical. 

On  the  third  night  that  we  attended  the  reception  I  sat 
close  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Silliman,  while  Mr.  Morse  sat  on  my  left. 
Right  back  of  us  sat  Mrs.  Gildea  and  Grace,  and  right  in  front 
of  us  Mrs.  Pierce  and  her  son.  Mr.  Silliman  reached  over, 
which  brought  his  face  about  in  front  of  mine,  when  he  said  to 
Mrs.  Gildea,  "What  beautiful  language  that  person  uses!"  But 
since  1  came  to  spirit  life  I  have  discovered  the  mistake  we  made 
and  found  out  that  he  was  not  well  educated,  but  it  was  the  con- 
trols who  gave  such  beautiful  language  an  expression.  Many 
of  us  made  the  expression,  or  perhaps,  you  call  it  a  remark  about 
one  of  his  controls  who  gave  the  name  of  Mr.  Clifton,  his 
thoughts  and  language  were  very  profound  and  held  a  great 
depth  of  sentiment.  We  were  all  delighted  with  the  little  In- 
dian girl,  Rosa,  for  we  found  her  a  very  witty  spirit,  as  she  got 
off  many  jokes  on  the  people  present. 

I  remember  one  evening  she  was  displaying  her  wit  to  the 
guests  present  when  she  said  to  me,  "Squaw  Morse,  I  guess  you 
was  an  old  maid  when  you  caught  brave  Morse."  I  said  I  was; 
then  she  said,  "You  'aint  got  over  being  an  old  maid  yet,"  which 
brought  a  big  laugh  from  the  guests  present.  I  know  I  was 
quite  an  old  maid  in  a  good  many  ways.  It  looked  so  to  the 
California  people,  who  are  free-hearted  and  generous  to  a  fault ; 
but  you  must  understand,  Brother  Hulburd,  I  was  brought  up 
under  New  England  thrift  and  economy.  In  the  state  where  I 
lived  many  of  the  farms  were  quite  rocky  and  people  had  to 
bring  in  the  law  of  economy  to  make  both  ends  meet.  If  they 
did  not  they  would  launch  out  into  a  big  debt  that  very  few 
would  recover  from.  I  fortunately  got  sufficient  education  to 
prepare  me  for  a  school  teacher.  Then  I  thought  I  would  go 
out  into  the  world  and  see  if  I  could  not  improve  my  condition. 
I  landed  in  San  Francisco,  California,  remaining  there  a  little 
while.  I  finally  accepted  a  position  to  go  to  Old  Town  and  teach 
the  school.  That  was  before  new  San  Diego,  now  such  a  beau- 
tiful city,  was  located  on  the  bay  of  San  Diego.  At  Old  Town 
I  met  my  dear  husband,  Ephriam  Weed  INIorse — one  of  the 
grandest  souls  who  ever  lived  in  a  physical  body.  He  was  the 
principal  business  man  of  Old  Town.  We  were  married  and 
he  made  me  one  of  the  happiest   women  living.       I  often  won- 
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dered  what  I  had  done  in  life  to  bring  me  so  much  joy.  We 
saw  so  much  alike  in  the  world  and  both  understood  it  from 
the  same  standpoint.  \A  e  discovered  as  our  happy  wedded  life 
went  on,  that  we  w^ere  true  spirit  mates,  even  when  we  were 
land  poor  and  our  income  was  very  small,  as  it  required  so  mtich 
to  pay  taxes ;  yet  we  were  happy  in  each  others  love.  He  was 
such  a  noble  man  that  I  did  not  dare  at  sometimes  to  speak  out 
my  thoughts,  for  I  knew  he  w^anted  to  grant  me  m}'-  every  wish 
and  there  were  times  when  it  was  not  wise  to  do  so,  so  I  did 
not  express  myself  on  those  occasions,  as  he  was  so  generous- 
hearted.  When  the  boom  came  to  San  Diego,  and  my  dear 
husband  disposed  of  some  of  his  real  estate  he  built  me  a  beau- 
tiful home,  and  Oh,  I  was  so  happy.  I  loved  to  look  at  him' 
l3'ing  on  the  lounge  in  the  dining-room,  where  the  sun  could 
beam  on  his  body.  He  did  much  for  the  upbuilding  of  San 
Diego.  \A'hen  the  boom  broke  up  and  the  Consolidated  Bank 
failed  that  came  hard  on  us ;  but,  withall,  his  loving  nature  was 
just  as  generous  as  ever.  He  was  always  the  same  quiet,  gentle- 
man, and  I  was  a  happy  woman  while  I  lived  in  my  physical 
body,  and  am  more  so  now  since  I  came  to  spirit  life,  for  I 
know  he  will  soon  come  to  me  and  we  will  walk  hand  in  hand 
through  the  beautiful  spirit  land.  The  spiritual  is  the  real  life, 
while  the  physical  is  only  the  astral  gaining  an  education  in 
the  physical  world  unfolding  that  which  you  already  have  gained 
to  leave  behind  you  for  the  benefit  of  others.  When  one  lives 
in  the  physical  body  all  seems  real  and  natural  to  them,  many 
think  there  cannot  be  anything  greater  than  that  which  they 
already  have  experienced  in  the  physical  body.  When  they 
come  to  the  spirit  side  of  life  and  make  the  discovery  this  is  the 
real  where  everything  is  perfected,  and  as  they  look  back  upon 
their  earth  condition  it  all  looks  to  them  like  a  shadow  seen 
through  a  hazy  light  just  as  you  perceive  things  at  twilight. 
You  know  it  is  there  looking  to  you  in  a  solid  condition,  but  only 
perceived  through  twilight  action,  your  memory  may  fail  for  a 
time  in  the  physical  body,  as  old  age  creeps  on  your  mental  abil- 
ities through  your  physical  condition.  It  is  revived  and  taken 
up  again  in  your  natural  spiritual  existence.  You  never  forget 
anything,  as  that  is  an  impossibility  here  in  spirit  life — it  is  only 
your   physical    qualities    that    become    enfeebled.        The    mental 
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is  making  preparations  for  the  soul  and  memory  to  pass  from 
the  body.  When  you  wake  up  to  reason  in  your  spirit  exist- 
ence, all  IS  active  life  again,  the  memory  becomes  clearer  than 
ever,  purified  by  its  past  experiences  in  a  physical  body.  It 
goes  on  outworking  its  perfection  in  mental  ability  elevating 
its  soul  action  in  order  that  it  may  understand  the  law  of  Reason 
which  is  the  perfect  God  of  all  nature. 

When  they  were  laying  out  the  streets  in  San  Diego  and 
cutting  away  wdiat  brush  there  was,  my  husband  and  myself 
rode  down  what  you  now  call  Fifth  street.  So  you  will  under- 
stand that  we  saw  San  Diego  from  its  first  days  after  the  land 
had  been  p.urchased  by  Mr.  Horton. 

Now,  I  have  come  to  a  part  in  my  communication  that  I 
do  not  like  to  reveal  to  the  reading  public,  but  I  cannot  avoid 
it  as  Justin's  parents  have  requested  me  to  do  so.  Before  I  ex- 
press myself  on  that  condition  I  have  a  little  to  say  on  my  own 
account  regarding  Justin.  He  never  liked  me  as  he  did  Mr. 
Morse,  for  he  would  plainly  show  it  in  his  eyes  and  also  in  his 
actions  towards  me.  He  was  no  hypocrite  and  never  gave  any 
one  flattery  that  I  knew  anything  about.  I  remember  on  one 
occasion  during  one  of  his  visits  to  our  home  my  husband,  Jus- 
tin and  myself  entered  into  conversation  concerning  church  mat- 
ters. I  noticed  he  paid  very  little  attention  to  what  I  had  to 
say,  he  addressed  nearly  all  of  his  conversation  to  Mr.  ^lorse. 
In  one  part  of  it  I  spoke  of  where  the  people  had  brought  beau- 
tiful flowers  to  the  church.  He  immediately  spoke  up  and  said, 
"I  guess  it  didn't  weigh  you  dov/n  very  bad,  the  quantity  you 
carried."  Xow,  I  want  to  say  right  here  Justin  did  not  under- 
stand me.  I  tried  to  distribute  things  out  in  my  way  as  far  as 
they  would  go.  I  had  no  wish  to  give  great  quantities  to  one 
while  the  others  had  but  very  little.  You  see  my  nature  was 
constituted  so  that  I  like  to  distribute  things  equally. 

When  you  first  moved  out  to  the  Chollos  I  tried  to  make 
Justin  feel  that  I  wanted  to  be  generous  with  my  flowers ;  but 
he  gave  all  the  credit  to  my  husband  and  I  was  glad  that  one 
of  us  at  least  had  some  credit  for  being  generous.  I  remember 
one  time  here  in  your  IMountain  Grove,  while  we  were  making 
a  visit,  Mr.  Morse  was  not  feeling  ver  well,  Justin  ])resented  Mr. 
Morse  with  a  bottle  of  home-made  wine.       He  did  not  present 
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me  with  any  but  took  me  to  task  about  something  that  I  did. 
It  was  some  frivolous  little  thing  that  I  do  not  remember  now. 
AMien  Mr.  Meyer  discovered  that  I  received  no  bottle  of  wine 
he  went  to  the  cellar,  got  one  and  presented  it  to  me,  which 
made  Mrs.  Shepherd  and  myself  laugh.  I  merely  speak  of  this 
incident  to  show  you  that  I  understood  all  the  time  he  merely 
tolerated  me  while  he  had  a  strong  affection  for  Mr.  Morse,  and 
he  wished  me  to  understand  that  he  would  tolerate  me  and 
show  no  hypocrisy,  for  which  I  gave  him  credit.  Xow,  if  Justin 
had  understood  my  nature  better  he  would  have  shown  more 
kindness  toward  me  for  I  always  tried  to  do  that  wdiich  I  thought 
was  right.  I  never  paid  any  attention  to  what  those  bogus 
mediums  said  about  him,  for  I  knew  his  heart  was  in  the  right 
place  and  he  was  a  much  superior  individual  to  those  Avho  made 
slighting  remarks  about  him. 

One  morning  he,  Charles  Hamilton  and  Doctor  Allen  were 
walking  out  of  church  together.  I  hurried  to  intercept  them 
and  came  up  with  them  at  the  main  entrance  of  the  church.  I 
addressed  him  sa3dng,  "When  you  have  finished  your  conversa- 
tion w'ith  these  gentlemen,  I  would  like  to  speak  to  you."  AVe 
all  conversed  a  little  while  about  the  beautiful  day,  for  it  was  a 
beautiful  day.  Some  other  topics  were  brought  up  during  the 
conversation,  then  finally  the  gentlemen  bade  us  good  morning. 
I  asked  him  if  he  would  step  around  to  the  house,  as  Mr.  Morse 
did  not  feel  well  that  morning,  that  is  why  he  did  not  attend 
church.  He  said  no  he  could  not  go,  as  he  was  going  to  take  a 
trip  around  the  bay,  and  the  Hawley  family  would  be  waiting 
for  him  to  present  himself  at  dinner.  I  felt  then  if  it  had  been 
Mr.  Morse  who  invited  him  around  to  the  house  he  would  have 
gone;  but  being  I  he  said, he  could  not  go.  I  then  asked  him 
when  he  thought  things  would  brighten  up  in  San  Diego,  as  Mr. 
Morse  and  I  were  worried  about  our  real  estate.  He  remained 
silent  for  a  few  minutes,  then  he  raised  his  head  and  his  eyes 
seemed  to  look  away  past  me,  finally  he  spoke;  but  I  discovered 
it  was  not  his  voice  that  was  talking.  The  voice  said  to  me, 
"Madam,  it  will  be  between  four  and  five  years  before  things  will 
brighten  up  here  in  San  Diego."  I  said,  "How  is  that ;  other 
mediums  tell  us  things  will  commence  to  improve  in  a  year  and 
it  has  been  predicted  from  the  rostrum  here  through  Mrs.  Seal 
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that  in  two  years  things  will  flourish  and  improve  very  much. 
She  has  made  such  a  prediction  from  the  rostrum."  The  voice 
said,  "^Nladam,  I  cannot  help  that,  things  will  not  improve  com- 
mercially and  beneficiall}-  to  San  Diego  under  four  years  and  per- 
haps five.  I  lived  to  discover,  the  voice  spoke  the  truth  and 
those  others  claiming  to  be  mediums  did  not  know  what  they 
were  talking  about.  We  had  several  pleasant  visits  at  your  moun- 
tain home,  my  husband  and  myself,  I  knowing  all  the  time  that 
he  did  not  favor  me  as  he  did  Mr.  Morse.  Why  I  relate  this  I 
want  him  to   know   I  understood  it  all  the  time. 

Now,  I  will  fulfill  my  mission  and  the  desire  of  his  parents 
what  they  wish  me  to  reveal  to  the  public,  as  they  feel  it  their 
duty  to  make  a  confession  for  the  benefit  of  their  child.  It  is 
their  desire  that  you  should  know  why  he  had  such  a  violent 
temper  which  took  him  years  to  control  and  live  down.  Justin 
Hulburd,  his  father,  says  he  was  a  Scotch  Highlander,  and  a  man 
of  a  strong,  violent  temper  that  he  could  not  control  while  he 
lived  in  the  body.  He  was  a  man  w'ho  drank  considerable  and 
became  beastly  intoxicated  at  certain  times.  To  please  his 
mother,  Margaret  Bruce,  he  entered  the  Jesuit  order  and  took 
upon  him  the  vows  of  that  order,  which  made  him  a  devil  of  the 
worst  kind.  He  had  no  respect  for  women's  virtue  or  men's 
honor.  He  became  ashamed  with  his  condition  to  think  he  had 
taken  upon  himself  those  vows  that  made  him  a  hypocrite  and  a 
rascal.  He  lost  respect  for  his  manhood  and  went  it  for  all  it  was 
worth.  That  is  the  way  he  expressed  himself  to  me.  Before  he  en- 
tered the  order  he  had  seen  Justin's  mother  and  love  for  her  was 
kindled  in  his  heart.  He  cursed  himself  for  disobeying  his 
mother's  request.  His  mother  was  a  powerful  woman  who  held 
within  her  a  strong,  magnetic  force  and  compelled  people  to  obey 
her  will.  He  said  he  discovered  afterw^ards  she  had  been  bring- 
ing this  power  to  bear  on  his  condition  for  some  time.  She  pre- 
sented him  with  a  costly  gift,  and  so  worked  upon  his  feelings 
that  he  entered  the  order.  When  he  came  to  his  normal  con- 
dition he  cursed  her — his  mother  and  himself  too.  One  day  he 
got  outside  of  the  walls  and  searched  around  until  he  found 
Justin's  mother,  whose  name  was  Mary  Elizabeth  Stuart.  He 
led  her  to  a  Catholic  church,  made  love  to  her  on  the  altar,  tell- 
ing her  how  his  mother  jjrevailed  upon  him  to  enter  the  Jesuit 
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order.  She  was  a  very  strong  Catholic  and  tried  to  persecute 
all  those  who  did  not  believe  as  she  did.  His  mother  was  also  a 
Catholic,  as  that  was  the  predominant  religion  of  the  west  High- 
lands at  that  time.  He  told  her  of  his  love  and  said  they  must 
try  to  escape  from  the  country,  when  they  would  reach  some 
other  country  then  he  would  wed  her  as  his  wife,  which  never 
came  to  pass.  Conception  took  place  on  the  altar  of  the  church, 
Justin,  the  little  Medium,  was  the  result  of  that  conception.  They 
tried  to  escape  several  times,  but  were  always  overtaken  and 
brought  back.  Finally,  the  Jesuits  poisoned  him,  and  Justin's 
mother  was  forced  to  marry  a  nobleman  by  the  name  of  Batters- 
by.  She  was  betrothed  to  him  while  yet  a  babe  in  the  cradle. 
She  was  forced  to  marry  him  in  order  that  she  might  comply 
v/ith  her  parents  wishes.  Every  child  she  bore  him  she  hated 
while  they  were  in  the  womb.  Two  of  them  lived  to  be  branded 
for  life,  while  another  one  of  them  was  killed  in  a  drunken  brawl. 
A  cousin  of  hers  received  Justin  at  his  birth — a  tiny  little  babe, 
w^hom  they  thought  would  never  live  to  grow  up.  His  mother 
drank  considerable  also,  and  many  times  became  intoxicated. 
She  tells  me  that  nearly  all  the  time  she  was  carrying  him  in  the 
womb  she  was  under  the  influence  of  liquor  and  sometimes  was 
found  beastly  drunk  lying  under  the  trees  in  her  father's  park. 
AMien  they  could  not  escape  she  says  she  did  not  care  what  be- 
came to  her  then.  She  was  forced  into  her  marriage  with  that 
man,  he  hoping  that  good,  kindly  treatment  would  make  a  sober 
w^oman  of  her;  but,  alas,  all  his  kind  treatment  was  thrown  away. 
She  had  only  one  love  to  give  and  that  Justin's  father  had  in  his 
keeping.  She  said  at  one  time  her  husband,  herself,  the  chil- 
dren and  two  maids  were  stopping  at  a  summer  resort  by  the 
seashore.  While  they  were  sitting  looking  out  at  the  sea  a 
w^oman  came  along  with  a  child,  between  four  and  five,  she  said 
she  would  judge  its  age  must  have  been,  and  which  she  had  by 
the  hand.  When  they  got  in  front  of  where  they  were  sitting 
the  little  child  withdrew  its  hand  out  of  the  old  nurse's,  ran  to 
her  and  said  in  the  Gaelic  tongue,  "Lady,  I  like  you."  She  said 
she  discovered  he  had  the  face  of  his  father.  She  closed  him 
tight  to  her  breast,  screamed  and  swooned.  When  she  came  to 
her  senses  she  was  lying  on  a  bed  and  they  were  bathing  her 
face  with  cologne.       She  asked  where  the  child  was  that  had  af- 
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fected  her  so.  Her  husband  said,  "It  is  gone.  You  shall  never 
see  it  again.  Before  you  shall  put  your  eyes  upon  it  I  shall  have 
it  taken  away."  She  said  she  kept  quiet  and  said  nothing,  but 
formed  plans  in  her  mind.  That  night  she  escaped  from  her 
room,  knowing  where  the  cottage  was  that  the  child  lived  in, 
for  she  had  seen  the  old  nurse  sitting  on  the  front  lawn  two  days 
before.  She  had  gained  access  to  some  old  garments  which 
made  her  look  like  an  old  fortune  teller.  She  went  to  the  ser- 
vants quarters  of  that  cottage,  knocked  at  the  door.  When  it 
was  opened  she  told  the  man  servant  she  was  hungry  and  would 
tell  their  fortunes  free  if  they  would  give  her  something  to  eat 
and  a  place  to  sleep  that  night,  for  she  had  a  long  journey  be- 
fore her  on  the  morrow.  They  admitted  her  and  gave  her  some- 
thing to  eat.  Then  all  the  servants  were  called  into  the  kitchen 
to  have  their  fortunes  told.  While  she  was  in  the  act  of  telling 
their  fortunes  the  old  nurse  entered  carrying  the  little  child  in 
her  arms,  saying,  'T  couldn't  leave  him,  he  was  awake."  She 
said,  "Let  me  have  the  child  on  my  lap  while  I  am  telling  your 
fortunes;  I  love  children  so."  The  old  woman  placed  him  on 
her  lap,  saying,  "Perhaps  you  can  tell  his  fortune  too." 

\\'hile  she  was  telling  their  fortunes  he  nestled  his  little  head 
down  on  her  breast  and  went  to  sleep.  The  old  woman  said, 
"Just  look  there,  she  must  love  children.  See  the  baby  has  gone 
to  sleep."  After  she  had  told  all  their  fortunes  she  said,  "I  must 
carry  the  baby  three  times  around  the  house  for  good  luck  ;  then 
I  \\ill  bring  him  in  and  let  you  hear  his  fortune.  I  shall  want 
something  more  to  eat  as  I  will  rise  early  in  the  morning  and  de- 
part on  my  way.  Xow%  you  must  all  commence  to  sing  some- 
thing low  and  sweet,  keep  up  the  chant  while  I  go  around  the 
house,  for  that  will  form  the  charm  in  his  life." 

As  soon  as  she  got  out  into  the  open  air  she  fled  to  the  sea 
beach  with  the  child  in  her  arms.  She  placed  it  in  a  little  boat 
loosened  it  from  its  moorings,  pushed  it  out  into  the  water  and 
jumped  in,  not  caring  where  she  went.  AMien  they  were  out  on 
the  water  some  distance  she  discovered  a  pair  of  oars  lying  in 
the  boat  which  she  did  not  discover  when  she  frst  entered  the 
boat  as  she  was  so  nervous,  wanting  to  get  away  somewhere 
with  her  baby.  As  soon  as  she  discovered  them  she  put  them 
into  use,  giving  all  her  strength  to  the  oars,  at  the  same  time 
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singing  a  lullaby  to  her  baby,  for,  oh,  she  was  happy  then.  She 
had  rowed  about  two  hours,  perhaps,  when  she  became  tired 
and  sleepy.  She  laid  the  oars  down  in  the  bottom  of  the  boat, 
held  her  baby  to  her  breast  and  went  fast  asleep,  hoping  the 
boat  would  drift  out  away  on  to  the  open  sea  which  it  did  for 
when  she  awoke  the  bab}-  was  playing  with  her  hair,  laughing 
and  calling  her  "Mama."  The  sun  was  beating  down  upon  them 
unmercifully  in  their  frail  barque,  for  they  had  nothing  to  pro- 
tect them  from  its  hot  rays.  All  of  a  sudden  she  heard  a  rough 
voice  calling  out,  "Hello  there;  who  are  you?"  She  looked  up 
and  saw  two  men  in  a  boat  close  to  them.  She  caught  hold  of 
the  baby  and  was  about  to  throw  herself  into  the  sea,  when  one 
of  the  men  caught  hold  of  her  by  her  gown,  saying,  "No,  you 
don't,"  hauling  her  down  into  the  bottom  of  the  boat.  One  of 
the  men  said  to  her.  "AMiat  are  you  doing  out  here  in  this  boat 
with  that  child  in  the  open  sea?"  She  told  him  she  was  its 
mother  and  they  were  trying  to  escape  from  those  who  wanted 
to  kill  him.  He  said,  "AA'ell,  you  must  go  to  the  ship  with  us." 
She  said,  "Oh,  don't  take  us  back  to  Scotland."  He  said,  "We 
can't,  for  we  are  on  our  way  to  France."  She  said,  "Thank  God, 
then  we  can  l)e  happy  at  last,  and  I  can  have  my  baby,  if  we 
should  be  poor."  She  clasped  Jnstin  to  her  arms,  kissed  him  and 
sang  for  him,  while  the  men  rowed  them  back  to  a  large  ship. 
They  were  taken  on  board  where  there  were  a  number  of  pas- 
sengers going  to  France.  They  gave  them  something  to  eat 
and  made  them  comfortable.  The  captain  said  he  knew  she 
was  a  lady  and  gave  up  his  berth  to  them.  She  washed  the 
baby  and  laid  it  down  in  the  berth.  All  the  time  he  was  laugh- 
ing and  talking  to  her  while  she  arranged  her  own  toilet.  He 
never  seemed  to  have  any  fear  of  strangers,  but  would  put  out 
his  little  hands  and  catch  hold  of  them.  She  thought  when 
they  had  arrived  in  France  they  would  be  so  happy  as  she  could 
speak  four  languages  and  would  look  for  the  position  of  a  gov- 
erness, where  perhaps  they  would  permit  her  to  have  her  baby, 
as  she  would  only  ask  small  wages  if  they  would  do  so;  but  it 
was  otherwise  decreed,  for  next  day  while  they  were  out  on  deck 
taking  the  fresh  air  she  was  recognized  by  a  woman  who  knew 
her  but  difl  not  let  on  then.  When  they  arrived  in  France  it 
seemed   she  alread\'  had   a  letter   written   to  a  friend  of  hers  in 
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Scotland,  telling  her  that  she  saw  her  and  the  baby  on  board  the 
ship;  that  they  had  been  picked  up  in  a  boat  drifting"  out  at  sea. 
She  said  she  thought  her  husband  and  all  on  board  must  have 
been  lost  as  she  and  the  baby  seemed  to  be  the  only  survivors 
who  were  picked  up.  She  sent  the  letter  by  the  first  mail  leaving 
France  for  Scotland.  The  lady  friend  gave  the  word  out  to  the 
Scotch  people  that  they  were  picked  up  and  all  was  well  with 
them  in  France.  Two  months  afterward  a  brother  of  hers  and 
her  husband  came  to  France.  They  were  arrested  and  taken 
back  to  Scotland — for  in  those  days  you  must  know  a  woman 
was  subject  to  the  power  of  her  husband  and  his  word  was  law. 
He  conveyed  her  back  to  his  home,  while  her  brother  conveyed 
baby  Justin  back  to  his  foster  parents.-  Then  she  lived  a  miser- 
able drunken  life,  her  w'hole  future  was  wrecked.  She  did  not 
care  what  became  of  her,  for  she  hated  the  man  to  whom  she 
was  married.  One  day  she  escaped  from  her  prison  by  tearing 
up  the  sheets  and  blankets  and  the  coverlid  on  her  bed  ;  making 
a  rope  of  them  she  slid  down  and  escaped  in  the  night.  She 
went  to  where  the  Jesuits  lived,  screamed  and  beat  on  their 
gates,  demanding  that  they  give  up  to  her  the  father  of  her  child, 
'i'hey  came  out  and  beat  her  with  switches  and  drove  her  away 
from  the  gate  ;  they  threw  her  into  the  road  where  she  struck 
her  head  on  a  stone  and  became  insensible.  When  she  came  to 
consciousness  she  was  raving  mad.  She  fled  into  the  woods  and 
died  from  hunger.  Perhaps  people  wonder  why  Justin  craves 
for  so  much  water  at  times.  It  is  like  this — he  was  a  born 
drunkard.  She  made  him  so  while  carrying  him  in  her  womb; 
but  the  spirits  had  a  work  for  him  to  perform  ;  they  changed 
his  craving  for  whiskey  to  water. 

\\'hen  they  naturally  saw  that  he  would  crave  for  whiskey 
and  become  a  drunkard  they  brought  upon  his  condition  a  great 
desire  to  drink  much  water  and  through  that  means  they  held 
in  check  his  desire  for  whiskey.  Not  because  he  is  her  child 
will  she  say  this.  He  has  been  a  great  hero  by  living  d(Twn  one 
of  the  most  violent  tempers  that  ever  a  human  being  came  into 
the  world  with.  He  had  a  true  Highland  nature  and  would  re- 
sort of  a  knife  or  dagger  when  he  was  angry  to  inflict  punishment 
upon  his  assailant.  Between  his  wild  Highland  nature  and  the 
condition  of  his  parents  it  seemed  like  a  miracle  to  find  him  as  he 
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was  .today.  It  was  through  his  fearless  Highland  nature  and 
the  assistance  of  the  spirits  that  he  became  the  fearless  spy 
during  the  Civil  ^^'ar.  All  he  received  for  his  work  was  a  little 
over  five  hundred  dollars  which  Abraham  Lincoln  had  given 
him.  promising  him  when  the,  war  was  over  he  would  fix  him 
for  life  ;  but  you  know,  your  President  was  assassinated  and  her 
child  was  left  out  in  the  cold  minus  his  reward.  It  would  not 
have  been  so  had  Abraham  Lincoln,  President  of  the  United 
States,  lived  after  the  war,  but  fortunately  for  her  child  he  came 
into  the  physical  body,  or  I  should  say  entered  that  physical 
bodv  with  talent  whereby  he  earned  sufficient  money  to  procure 
him  the  so-called  luxuries  of  3'our  physical  world.  This  was 
their  desire  that  I  should  give  what  they  have  told  me  in  my 
communication.  I  think  it  is  proper  that  readers  of  books 
should  understand  what  some  children  have  to  pass  through 
when  they  take  on  an  earth  body,  not  only  to  gain  knowledge 
but  to  assist  in  a  nation's  welfare.  Brother  Hulburd,  I  give  you 
what  they  told  me  as  nearly  correct  as  I  can  remember  it.  We 
will  continue  it  at  another  time. 

Wednesday,  May  14,  1902. 

Good  morning.  Brother  Hulburd,  I  will  continue  my  com- 
munication and  take  it  up  where  I  left  off.  I  now  want  to  tell 
a  funny  little  incident  that  happened  to  me  while  living  in  a 
physical  body,  possibly  you  remember  it.  It  was  like  this — One 
evening  while  we  were  attending  a  seance  held  at  Air.  Bushy- 
head's  home,  Rosa  commenced  to  sing  one  of  her  Indian  chants. 
I  was  influenced  by  an  Indian  spirit  while  listening  to  her  sing- 
ing the. chant,  and  before  I  realized  what  I  was  doing  I  stepped 
to  the  center  of  the  room  when  all  of  a  sudden  Justin  and  I  com- 
menced to  dance-  one  of  their  Indian  dances.  It  appealed  to 
the  ridiculous  part  of  the  company's  nature  and  they  all  had  a 
hearty  laugh  at  our  expense.  After  we  had  finished  our  dance 
and  I  realized  that  I  was  in  my  normal  condition  once  more  I 
sat  down  a  mortified  woman  discovering  that  my  husband  en- 
joyed the  joke  very  much.  I  kept  quiet  for  the  rest  of  the  eve- 
ning as  I  was  ashamed  of  what  I  had  done. 

Now,  I  am  going  to  speak  of  church  matters.  Many  of 
the  Spiritualists  in  San  Diego  wondered  why  my  husband  and 
myself  difl  nr)t  join  forces  with  them.     A\'e  did  to  a  certain  ex 
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tent  but  we  never  found  anything  interesting  enough  in  the 
philosophy  of  Spiritualism  to  take  us  away  from  the  Unitarian 
church.  We  had  worked  with  the  Unitarian  meetings  ever 
since  it  was  a  Sunday  school ;  before  it  became  the  beautiful 
church  that  it  did.  There  would  have  to  be  something  very 
grand  in  Spiritualism  before  we  would  leave  that  Unitarian 
church,  as  we  found  there  was  a  great  deal  of  happiness  in  work- 
ing for  its  upbuilding.  I  have  heard  sermons  preached  by 
L'nitarian  ministers  that  were  very  spiritual  and  in  advance  of 
most  of  the  spiritual  lectures  that  I  listened  to,  many  of  them 
were  very  elevating  and  on  a  high  intellectual  plane.  Outside 
of  Mr.  Colville,  Justin,  Mr.  Ravlin  and  Moses  Hull  I  never  heard 
anything  in  Spiritualism  that  compared  with  sermons  that  I 
heard  preached  by  Unitarian  ministers.  Those  four  spiritual 
speakers  that  I  just  mentioned  gave  us  intellectual  thought  to 
think  over.  The  rest  of  the  spiritual  speakers  that  I  listened 
to  were  only  lukewarm  as  there  was  very  little  in  their  lectures 
that  was  elevating  to  the  soul.  That  is  wdiy  we  did  not  join 
forces  entirely  with  the  Spiritualists. 

Now  I  wish  to  give  you  an  explanation  of  how  I  found  it 
in  spirit  life.  I  found  it  even  better  than  I  expected  for  I  was 
not  carried  away  with  the  glowing  colors  of  those  mountebanks 
calling  themselves  spiritual  mediums.  When  I  lived  in  my 
earth  form  I  enjoyed  private  circles  at  the  dififerent  homes  of  our 
friends  where  I  knew  the  medium  was  in  earnest  and  did  not 
expect  pay  for  the  beautiful  truth  they  gave  us  of  Spiritualism. 

I  was  always  delighted  when  Justin  was  controlled  by  his 
Indian  guide,  Rosa,  when  she  described  spirits  or  made  predic- 
tions for  the  future.  After  I  came  into  possession  of  my  reas- 
oning faculties  and  was  greeted  warmly  by  my  spirit  friends 
and  loved  ones  who  had  preceded  me  I  looked  around  to  see  if 
there  was  such  an  individual  who  claimed  to  be  Jesus  of  Nazar- 
eth, who  the  New  Testament  speaks  of.  or  any  woman  claiming 
to  be  his  mother.  I  found  no  such  individuals  but  I  found  com- 
mon sense  awaiting  me  to  guide  me  to  the  higher  truths  of  life. 
I  allowed  Reason  to  take  possession  of  my  soul  and  through 
that  condition  I  found  I  was  still  the  spirit  mate  of  my  dear 
husband  and  loved  him  more  than  ever,  all  his  good  qualities 
became  so  plain  to  me  then  that  I   laughed   with  joy  and  hap- 
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piness  realizing  that  when  once  truly  mated  the  golden  cord  can 
never  be  severed.  Then  my  first  desire  became  to  reach  my  dear 
husband  to  let  him  know  and  understand  that  I  was  his  same 
plain  ]\Iary  Morse.  ]\Iy  joy  was  great  when  the  band  of  Justin 
granted  me  the  permission  to  send  a  letter  to  my  dear  husband 
informing  him  that  I  was  Avith  him  at  different  times.  You  see, 
Brother  Hulburd,  it  gives  a  true  wife  great  joy  in  her  soul  to 
know  that  she  is  loved  by  such  a  man  as  Ephriam  Weed  Morse. 
Xow  I  wish  to  tell  you  something  about  my  education  in 
spirit  life,  for  I  am  only  a  little  pupil  listening  to  the  great 
teachings  of  Searchlight.  AA'e  received  many  lessons  of  great 
benefit  to  the  development  of  our  spirituality.  A\'e  received 
one  the  other  day  that  was  highly  interesting  to  the  mental  qual- 
ities of  our  spiritual  nature.  It  was  the  echo  or  vibration  of  the 
wind  soughing  through  the  pines.  When  the  wind  comes  in 
rapport  with  the  etherial  condition  that  surrounds  the  pines  it 
gives  forth  speech  of  the  woodland,  which  is  a  full  expression  in 
nature  embellishing  its  condition,  in  sunlight  it  gives  forth 
forth  praises  to  God  of  Nature — the  eon  of  mentality.  The 
variations  in  the  tremolo  of  sound  are  constantly  vibrating 
throughout  sound  which  brings  speech  not  only  to  the  animals 
and  birds  of  woodland  but  to  the  human  tongue.  The  echo  of 
the  wind  resounding  through  the  pines  and  trees  taught  the 
savage  to  articulate.  He  tried  to  form  and  fashion  the  guttural 
sound  of  speech  to  the  vibrations  of  wind  sound.  After  he  had 
discovered  that  and  mastered  it  then  his  great  desire  was  to 
imitate  the  warbling  sound  of  the  birds.  Through  that  con- 
dition he  discovered  there  were  high  notes  lying  dormant  in  his 
vocal  powers,  so  then  he  brought  forth  those  sounds  which  in 
time  gave  him  a  crude  realization  of  a  musical  ability  in  his 
nature.  He  sent  forth  from  his  vocal  organs  a  sound  that 
pleased  him  and  also  appealed  to  the  vanity  of  his  higher  nature. 
He  discovered  that  those  sounds  were  pleasing  to  his  ear.  He 
gave  full  sway  to  his  will  in  that  capacity  which  brought  forth 
crude  chants.  Listening  to  the  voice  of  the  animals,  especially 
those  that  gave  forth  deep  bass  growls  he  made  the  discovery 
there  were  higher  and  lower  notes  to  the  human  voice.  Listen- 
ing to  the  guttural  sounds  of  the  male  and  female  tongue  the 
crude,   coarse    savage    discovered    lime    and    tune.      By   that    re- 
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quisition  they  Isrought  harmony  into  their  natures,  then  through 
their  ability  and  love  of  their  crude  singing  voices  an  idea  en- 
tered the  mind  to  produce  a  reed  instrument  whereby  in  time 
the  intelligence  came  to  the  mind  they  could  strike  the  higher 
notes  of  the  bird  and  also  the  lower  notes  of  the  animal.  That 
was  the  first  discovery  of  tuning  the  human  voice  to  the  different 
keys  which  would  bring  the  result  of  harmony  in  their  crude 
chants  by  striking  the  key  on  this  crude  reed  instrument,  they 
could  blend  their  voices  in  harmony  to  each  other.  Thus  was 
introduced  to  the  world  the  symphony  and  register  of  the  human 
voice. 

All  those  who  have  perfect  ears  and  love  foi  music  can 
tune  the  notes  in  the  human  voice  to  the  rustling  of  the  leaves 
in  the  forest.  The  distant  call  of  a  bird  to  its  mate  can  bring 
forth  the  love  of  song  from  the  human  soul.  There  is  no  note 
more  perfect  than  the  note  of  the  skylark  as  he  ascends  singing 
to  the  morning  bride  of  Nature.  The  warbling  of  the  wild 
canary,  linnet  and  nightingale  is  the  intermingling  of  all  notes 
m  God's  feathered  family.  This  was  one  of  the  little  lessons 
given  to  us  by  Searchlight.  I  try  to  remember  it  as  near  as  I 
can  but  you  know  memory  sometimes  fails  to  catch  all  the  full 
sentiment  of  A\'isdom's  law.  So  we  must  be  content  for  a  time 
with  that  which  has  been  a  benefit  to  our  understanding.  After 
awhile  we  will  become  more  perfect  in  the  lessons  of  life  and  get 
a  full  understanding  of  the  higher  teachings  of  Searchlight  and 
the  masters  from  whom  she  receives  her  glorious  instructions. 
Life  when  properly  understood  will  become  a  perpetual  joy  as 
we  are  the  recepticles  and  chalice  of  all  knowledge  coming  from 
our  father  and  mother  God  that  holds  all  the  ethers  and  gasses 
of  thought  expressed  through  the  laws  of  perfection,  which  means 
the  reality  of  all  life.  I  have  a  sister's  affection  for  Justin.  ]\Ir. 
Meyer  and  yourself.  Thanking  you  much  for  your  kindness  in 
conveying  my  love  to  my  husband.  The  work  you  are  perform- 
ing in  taking  down  the  different  communications  shall  bring  a 
reward  that  you  and  God  shall  understand  some  day.  I  mean 
the  God  of  Love  and  Truth  ;  not  the  Jehovah  of  the  Bible.  With 
many  blessings  and  long  life  to  perform  your  work  I  am  your 
true  friend  and  sister,  Mary  C.  Morse. 

\\'hen  you  write  Sister  She.pherd,  give  her  my  \o\e.    Good  dav. 


Helen   Bushyhead 

Chapter  XXIX 


Tuesday,  January  28,  1902. 

Good  afternoon.  Brother  Hulburd.  I  take  the  Hberty  of 
calling  you  Brother  Hulburd,  as  we  are  both  interested  in  the 
same  cause — the  great  philosophy  of  Spiritualism.  It  is  rather 
a  dull,  stormy  day,  but  why  I  want  to  commence  my  communi- 
cation today  is  the  fact  that  on  the  28th  day  of  January,  1869,  I 
first  got  proof  of  spirit  power,  or  that  disembodied  spirits  could 
communicate  with  the  loved  ones.  It  was  through  a  little  girl 
twelve  years  of  age  that  I  got  my  first  communication.  Her  name 
was  ^lary  Wilson.  She  said  at  school  she  was  not  a  good 
scholar  and  was  looked  upon  as  rather  a  dull  pupil.  She  wished, 
she  said,  that  that  queer  influence  would  not  come  to  her  as 
she  thinks  it  made,  her  a  bad  scholar  and  prevented  her  from 
making  headway  in  school.  I  said,  "Mary,  you  are  a  greater 
pupil  than  any  in  your  class  for  you  can  divine  with  the  angels 
and  through  you  I  have  received  proof  that  our  loved  ones  can 
return  and  communicate  with  us  in  the  body.  Friend  and 
Brother  Hulburd  I  was  known  when  living  in  a  body  as  Mrs. 
Helen  Bushyhead.  My  husband  and  loved  one  has  been  a 
prominent  man  for  many  years  in  San  Diego,  Southern  Califor- 
nia. At  one  time  he  was  connected  with  the  Union,  the  prin- 
cipal newspaper  of  San  Diego.  At  another  time  he  was  sherifif 
of  San  Diego  county,  and  at  the  present  he  is  chief  of  police  of 
San  Diego  city.  A  nobler  and  better  man  God  never  created 
to  live  in  a  physical  body.  He  was  all  kindness  and  love  in 
everything  to  me.  I  wish  I  had  always  been  so  to  him  but  I 
was  a  weak,  credulous  woman,  full  of  egotism  and  conceit. 

Now,  Brother  Hulburd,  I  am  going  to  speak  the  truth  in  all 
that  concerns  myself  anrl  others.       Few  individuals  understood 
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my  husband  and  I  did  not  always  myself;  but  he  proved  himself 
to  be  one  of  God's  loving  creatures  and  was  always  thinking  of 
others  and  how  he  could  help  them ;  but  sometimes  he  was  mis- 
understood, as  many  living  in  a  body  are.  His  whole  nature 
went  out  for  the  benefit  and  upbuilding  of  San  Diego.  I  was 
a  woman  who  gave  my  whole  heart  and  soul  for  the  benefit  of 
Spiritualism  when  I  should  have  given  a  great  deal  more  of  it  for 
the  benefit  of  my  husband.  His  patience  with  me  was  remark- 
able, and.  Oh,  God.  I  wish  I  could  have  appreciated  it  more  than 
I  did.  I  have  discovered  that  to  my  soul's  experience  since  I 
have  come  to  live  here  in  spirit  life.  We  realize  many  things 
here  when  our  past  life  is  placed  before  us  that  we  did  not  realize 
when  living  in  a  physical  body.  I  think  the  true  love  of  the 
human  race  should  first  hold  its  great  place  and  true  aspect  of 
the  law  of  Reason  in  the  hearts  of  the  husband  and  wife  towards 
each  other  and  their  children;  but  alas,  it  seems  to  be  a  failure 
in  many  homes.  It  was  not  a  failure  between  my  spirit  mate 
and  myself,  but  I  was  so  easily  led  by  wantons  calling  them- 
selves spiritiial  mediums.  I  wished  to  be  charitable  and  help 
all  that  came  within  my  reach.  Unfortunately,  I  made  calls 
upon  my  husband's  purse  too  often  to  supply  the  wants  of  those 
traveling  mountebanks.  He  was  generous  to  a  fault  and  in- 
dulged my  wishes  too  often.  I  wish  now  it  could  have  been 
otherwise  and  that  I  could  have  accepted  some  of  the  good, 
sensible  advice  that  he  gave  me  in  reference  toward  those  trav- 
eling fakirs  receiving  money  under  false  pretenses,  calling  them- 
selves mediums  and  servants  of  the  spirit  world.  Now,  when 
I  look  back  and  think  how  those  hypocrites  and  sycophants 
would  roll  their  eyes  up  and  say",  "Dear  Sister  Bushyhead,  you 
\\[\\  get  you  rew^ard  in  spirit  life.  There  is  a  beautiful  home 
waiting  for  you.  The  landscape  gardening  part  of  the  grounds 
is  marked  out  by  angel's  hands ;  they  attend  to  the  watering 
and  beautifying  and  blending  of  the  colors,  all  is  in  perfect  har- 
mony with  your  soul  just  waiting  for  the  coming  of  your  spirit 
presence  into  the  region  of  beautiful  bliss  and  heavenly  devotion. 
Your  house  is  furnished  by  paintings  executed  by  the  masters, 
the  most  exquisite  touch  has  been  given  to  the  blending  of  the 
colors  so  that  they  may  harmonize  with  your  highly  developed 
spirit,  for  you  must  understand  you  are  above  the  conuuon  class 


442         THE  LIFE  OF  LITTLE  JUSTIN  HULBURD 

of  spiritualists.  The  statuary  in  your  home  has  been  graciously 
chiseled  by  angel's  hands  to  complete  the  perfection  of  that 
heavenly  abode  that  is  waiting  for  you."  All  have  turned  out 
Brother  Hulburd  to  be  lies  of  the  worst  kind.  It  was  through 
that  misleading  tiattery  that  led  me  on  to  be  generous  with  my 
husband's  money.  I  tell  you  there  are  vampires  walking  around 
dressed  up  like  men  and  women  calling  themselves  spiritual  me- 
diums who  hath  no  more  mediumistic  power  in  their  make-up 
than  those  dogs  out  there  and  yet  they  are  permitted  to  go 
around  and  fleece  people  out  of  their  mone}^  with  their  long 
drawn  out  words  claiming  that  your  home  is  the  abode  of  highly 
developed  spirits.  During  their  perigrination  of  so-called  me- 
diumship  they  have  made  a  discovery  of  facts  connected  with 
your  family  and  they  give  them  to  you  or  I  should  say  describe 
them  to  you  as  coming  from  some  of  your  loved  ones,  which 
myself  and  other  credulous  dupes  believed  to  be  genuine  tests, 
since  they  are  only  facts  that  they  have  picked  up  from  some  of 
your  acquaintances.  I  hope  the  day  is  not  far  distant  when 
those  black  sheep  will  be  weeded  out  of  Spiritualism.  Some  of 
them  live  in  San  Diego  and  I  think  they  are  the  worst  liars  I 
ever  met  or  came  in  contact  with.  Things — or  stories,  I  would 
say — that  they  made  me  believe  about  my  husband  were  dread- 
ful, but  I  will  not  relate  them  here.  I  have  found  out  since  I 
came  to  spirit  life  that  I  was  misled  by  a  class  of  vagabonds 
passing  themselves  off  as  true  men  and  women.  Brother  Hul- 
burd I  want  to  reach  my  husband  in  order  that  I  may  beg  his 
pardon  and  ask  his  forgiveness  for  I  did  not  have  the  full  con- 
fidence in  him  that  I  should  have  had.  I  cannot  progress  in 
spirit  life  until  I  get  his  full  forgiveness.  He  has  a  charitable 
soul  and  I  know  he  will  help  me  on  to  progress.  God  bless  him. 
I  am  preparing  a  home  for  him  now,  and  await  his  coming.  I 
did  not  find  anything  in  spirit  life  as  it  had  been  promised  to  me  ; 
but  I  found  many  conditions  that  I  have  to  outlive  and  beg  peo- 
ple's forgiveness  for  what  I  said  about  them  while  living  in  a 
body.  My  daughter,  Cora,  says  she  hopes  they  will  all  forgive 
me  as  the  great  divine  principle  in  nature  is  willing  to  forgive 
them  their  past  errors.  Oh,  the  conscience— the  conscience  of 
the  soul  is  the  greatest  monitor  and  regulator  of  things  that  we 
hav'e  in   life. 
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I  am  glad  that  dear  Sister  Shepherd  made  you  that  visit 
last  fall :  it  was  worth  a  mine  of  wealth  to  talk  to  her  face  to 
face.  God  l)Iess  her.  She  was  my  true  friend,  and  if  I  had 
only  listened  to  the  warnings  she  often  gave  me  concerning  these 
fraudulent  people  calling  themselves  mediums,  I  would  have 
been  a  better  woman  than  I  was  ;  but  I  was  weak  and  believed 
in  them,  all  for  the  cause  of  Spiritualism.  I  often  thought  what 
a  grand  work  I  was  doing  for  that  glorious  cause,  when  at  the 
same  time  I  was  feeding  spiritual  paupers,  for  that  is  the  only 
name  I  can  designate  them  by.  They  are  wantons  and  brigands 
to  the  true  cause  of  Spiritualism  or  anything  else  that  they  are 
connected  with  in  this  world.  Brother  Hulburd,  you  may 
think  that  I  am  severe  in  denouncing"  charlatans  to  the  world 
but  since  coming  here  to  the  spirit  world  and  discovering  their 
true  characters  it  makes  me  furious  to  denounce  all  such  mal- 
contents to  the  world.  Some  of  those  beastly  creatures  lied 
about  your  medium,  Justin,  to  me  and  one  of  them  whose  true 
character  I  have  discovered,  was  the  biggest  liar  of  them  all.  She 
vilely  slandered  him  as  being  a  fraud,  as  she  had  learned  our 
friendship  had  come  to  an  end.  That  is,  the  friendship  between 
him  and  me  that  existed  for  a  while.  He  did  not  flatter  me 
btit  told  me  the  truth  and  that  was  not  pleasing  to  my  credulous 
ears,  so  I  had  no  further  use  for  his  mediumship.  When  he  first 
came  to  San  Diego  and  spoke  to  the  people  in  my  parlor  I  was 
proud  of  him  then,  for  he  gave  me  several  valuable  tests  as  he 
did  others  wdio  were  present  at  the  meetings,  but  unfortunately  a 
vampire  came  to  San  Diego  in  the  guise  of  a  woman  and  weeded 
her  w^ay  into  my  favor  making  me  believe  she  was  my  greatest 
friend  and  had  many  wonderful  things  to  tell.  These  wonderful 
things  were:  She  poisoned  my  mind  against  Little  Justin  and 
represented  to  me  that  he  was  a  terrible  fraud,  and  would  you 
believe  it,  sir,  I  was  so  credulous  I  believed  her  after  all  the 
fine  tests  he  had  given  me.  So  you  see,  sir,  how  these  creatures 
can  play  their  mountebank  work  upon  your  weak,  credulous 
mind.  I  was  so  deluded  by  them  aufl  hajipy  in  my  own  eg(^- 
tistical  ideas  that  I  thought  I  was  going  to  a  beautiful  palace  in 
spirit  life  built  especially  for  me  as  I  was  such  a  great  worker  in 
the  cause.  I  was  a  worker  but  sometimes  in  the  wrong  way 
Thev  told   me   if   T   would   believe   in   them   and   be     advised   bv 
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their  spirit  guides  wonderful  manifestations  would  be  shown 
to  me  and  I  would  develop  into  a  wonderful  medium  that  woulr! 
astonish  the  world.  The  development  that  I  received  was  that 
I  was  misled  and  duped  by  a  lot  of  frauds. 

^^'e  will  continue  at  another  time,  ^Ir.  Hulburd. 

AA'ednesday,  January  29,  1902. 

Good  morning,  ]\lr.  Hulburd.  How  beautiful  and  white  ev- 
erything looks,  covered  with  snow.  It  looks  just  as  I  have  often 
seen  it  in  ]\Iichigan.  No  doubt  you  wonder  why  it  was  that  Mr. 
^lorse  did  not  find  a  stenographer  to  come  up  here.  He  was  not 
permitted  to  do  so,  as  you  were  chosen  by  the  band  long  ago 
for  this  work  in  order  that  you  could  swear  that  these  com- 
munications were  genuine,  as  you  had  taken  them  down  when 
they  came  from  the  lips  of  the  medium  by  spirits  controlling  his 
organization  ;  in  this  manner  we  give  our  communications.  There 
are  others,  too,  that  have  listened  to  the  communications  pro- 
duced through  his  vocal  organ,  they  can  also  swear  on  oath  to 
the  genuineness  of  the  communications.  There  is  so  much 
fraud  attached  to  our  beautiful  philosophy  of  Spiritualism. 
Sister  Alary  ]\Iorse  is  here  with  me  this  morning— the  wife  of 
E.  A\  .  Morse  of  San  Diego,  well  known  there  for  many  years. 

Yesterday  when  I  communicated  I  spoke  rather  severely  on 
frauds.  I  have  discovered  in  spirit  life  that  I  cannot  progress 
until  I  forgive  others  as  I  hope  to  be  forgiven  for  my  past 
faults  while  I  lived  in  a  physical  body.  Sister  Morse  tells  me 
one  time  while  she  was  visiting  at  Justin's  home,  my  name  was 
brought  up  during  some  conversation — someone  present  said  at 
times  I  would  use  curse  words.  I  admit  I  did,  but  I  was  not 
one  who  would  use  profane  language  as  a  regular  thing;  it  only 
happened  when  I  became  incensed  at  something  that  transpired. 
Sister  Morse  said  that  Justin  defended  my  name,  although  at  the 
same  time  we  were  not  on  friendly  terms.  He  said  that  he  never 
heard  me  use  a  curse  word  in  his  presence.  I  did  not  dare  to, 
for  I  was  afraid  that  he  would  take  me  to  task  for  doing  so. 
I  was  guardetl  in  all  my  language  while  he  made  his  visits  to 
our  house.  I  paid  particular  attention  to  his  conversation  and 
found  nothing  in  it  that  was  crude  or  rough.  All  that  I  ever  dis- 
covered was  of  a  high  spiritual  nature.     Now  I  know  his  spiritu- 


HELEN  BUSHYHEAD  445 

ality  was  superior  to  many  I  came  in  contact  with.  Theodore 
Parker  tells  me  in  spirit  life  that  he  used  to  curse  like  a  pirate 
when  he  was  a  little  chap  ;  he  said  especially  when  things  did 
not  suit  him  or  they  were  not  to  his  liking.  He  must  have 
grown  wonderfully  spiritual  in  all  the  conditions  of  his  life,  for 
when  I  first  met  him  his  voice  sounded  very  musical  and  his 
language  was  pleasant  and  entertaining  to  listen  to,  but  I  was 
not  the  only  one  that  discovered  that  in  life.  Since  I  came  here 
to  spirit  life  I  have  met  many  of  his  friends  who  said  they  loved 
to  hear  him  talk  while  living  in  a  body.  Brother  Hulburd,  I 
have  been  permitted  to  look  upon  so  many  bright  spirits  here 
that  the  radiation  and  semblance  of  a  great  aura  that  surrounds 
them  fills  my  heart  with  joy  to  look  upon  them.  I  know  some 
day  I  too  will  look  like  them.  I  feel  so  happy  when  I  think 
how  good  the  great  God  is  to  his  children,  my  soul  is  filled  with 
love  for  the  human  race.  I  am  willing  to  forgive  all  that  mis- 
led me,  but  why  I  described  them  and  gave  full  expression  of 
their  ways  was  that  others  would  not  be  misled  by  such  char- 
latans when  they  read  my  communication ;  but  I  suppose  through 
all  earth  experience  there  will  be  such  vagabonds  as  those. 
Brother  Hulburd,  I  think,  I  have  met  some  of  the  most  beautiful 
characters  I  ever  knew  in  the  spiritual  philosophy.  That  glori- 
ous philosophy  of  Truth  ought  to  guide  them  and  mould  them 
into  such  a  spiritual  condition  that  the  expression  of  their  coun- 
tenances would  become  beautiful,  for  what  is  grander  than  the 
truths  of  our  spiritual  philosophy? 

It  makes  me  blush  with  shame  to  think  there  are  such  frauds 
in  such  a  religion  as  ours.  It  brings  to  mind  one  of  my  dear, 
dear  husband's  sayings.  He  would  say  to  me  sometimes, 
"Which  is  of  the  most  consequence  to  you,  your  bread  and  but- 
ter or  defending  these  frauds?"  I  thought  it  was  cruel  and  he 
did  not  understand  them  :  but  God  l)Iess  him,  I  have  discovered 
since  I  came  here  that  he  understood  them  better  than  I  did. 
They  could  not  psychologize  him  like  they  did  me.  Just  look  at 
the  way  that  Jesse  Shepherd  psychologized  A\'illiam  E.  High,  an 
honest,  hard-working  man.  he  and  his  brother  John  earned  their 
money  by  the  sweat  of  their  brows.  They  saved  it.  hoping  that 
in  their  old  days  they  could  live  in  comfort  and  peace,  but  that 
male  wanton  had  to  come  along,  break  up  their  peaceful  home 
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and  almost  reduce  them  to  poverty,  as  it  were,  claiming  that  he 
was  going  to  elevate  Spiritualism  when  they  would  build  him  a 
beautiful  home.  The  results  of  that  condition  the  people  of 
San  Diego  have  fully  realized  and  yet  we  wonder  why  it  is  that 
people  want  to  shun  Spiritualism.  Can  you  blame  them  when 
such  wolves  walk  around  in  sheep's  clothing  devouring  whom 
they  can? 

Theadore  Parker  tells  me  that  he  realized  Spiritualism  was 
a  truth  when  living  in  the  physical  body.  He  was  convinced 
through  little  Justin's  mediumship.  He  said  he  held  a  great 
love  in  his  heart  for  little  Justin  and  was  much  attracted  to  him 
and  ^Ir.  Warren.  I  only  wish  that  Justin's  poor  old  body  could 
get  strong  enough  in  order  to  be  taken  to  San  Diego  that  I  might 
speak  to  the  public  through  his  organization.  I  think  I  would 
be  able  to  manifest  in  such  a  manner  that  it  would  open  the  eyes 
of  many  and  surprise  their  hearing  qualities ;  but  I  am  afraid  it 
will  never  come  to  pass,  the  body  is  too  frail  now  he  has  passed 
through  so  much  in  life  and  now  in  his  seventy-fourth  year. 
I  am  afraid  it  would  be  like  a  miracle,  at  least  the  people 
would  look  upon  it  as  such,  to  bring  him  before  the  public 
again.  Oh.  how  it  will  set  Spiritualists  and  others  to  thinking 
when  his  life  is  produced  through  publication  and  the  reading 
public  at  large  will  have  the  pleasure  of  perusing  the  pages 
wherein  type  will  convey  the  words  to  their  ideas  and  thoughts 
of  expression  will  enter  their  minds  when  they  read  those  ancient 
communications  and  also  modern  ones  given  by  others  and  my- 
self. It  will  be  a  revelation  to  the  American  public  to  know 
that  hid  away  in  these  mountains  in  this  beautiful  dell  lives  the 
old  body  of  Lincoln's  private  spy  that  carried  to  that  great  man 
much  information  that  he  had  stolen  from  inside  the  rebel  lines. 
It  was  a  work  laid  out  for  him  and  he  carried  it  out  to  the  letter. 
He  was  little  and  dwarfish-looking  then,  but  there  was  a  spirit 
power  back  of  it  all  that  led  him  through  it  as  if  he  moved  in  a 
dream.  I  still  see  some  of  the  old  grit  and  energy  is  left  in  his 
little  body  yet. 

On  one  of  my  visits  to  San  Francisco  I  was  introduced  to 
an  elderly-looking  military  officer  at  the  home  of  Mrs.  Barnes, 
who  was  a  grand  medium  from  childhood.  Through  this  Mrs. 
Barnes  organization  Mary  Wilson  controlled  and  told  me  how  I 
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was  surrounded  l)y  human  vultures  claiming  to  be  spiritual 
mediums.  She  gave  me  some  good  advice  or  that  part  of  it 
wherein  she  told  me  to  pay  more  attention  to  what  my  husband 
said  about  these  would-be  mediums  that  paid  me  visits.  I  was 
so  full  of  self-conceit  that  L  paid  no  attention  to  that  part  of  -the 
advice.  1  wish  to  God  that  I  had  done  so  now;  it  would  have 
saved  me  a  great  deal  of  trouble  and  much  expenditure  of  money. 
She  told  me  they  were  lying  to  me  about  my  husband.  I  was 
weak  and  built  up  of  so  much  egotism  that  ^Mrs.  Bushyhead 
knew  it  all  and  especially  her  own  business;  therefore,  I  paid  no 
heed  to  the  warning  that  this  spirit  gave  me.  I  now  blush  to 
think  how  weak  and  credulous  I  was.  I  wronged  my  husband 
in  thought  many  times,  which  I  never  allowed  him  to  know  any- 
thing about,  and  Oh,  God,  how  I  crave  now  for  his  pardon  and 
forgiveness.  If  I  could  only  speak  to  him  face  to  face  I  know 
his  generous  heart  would  forgive  me  when  he  knew  how  weak 
I  was  in  the  mortal. 

Now\  we  will  go  back  to  that  military  officer  that  I  met  at 
Mrs.  Barnes'  home.  He  said  his  name  was  Colonel  Simpson 
and  he  belonged  to  the  Confederate  Army.  One  day  an  old 
woman  entered  his  tent,  a  ver}^  little  old  woman,  he  said,  and 
talked  with  a  strong  Tennessee  accent — such  an  accent  as  the 
poor  white  people  in  the  mountains  of  Tennessee  used  in  their 
conversation.  She  had  a  basket  on  her  arm  with  all  kinds  of 
kinch-knacks  such  as  soldiers  purchased.  She  claimed  she  had 
valuable  information  for  him  and  that  he  must  drop  the  flaps  of 
his  tent  while  she  w^ould  speak  in  a  low  voice,  as  it  was  for  his 
ears  alone.  He  did  as  requested.  When  she  had  laid  down  her 
basket  he  noticed  what  beautiful  hands  she  had  for  an  old  lady. 
He  stepped  toward  her,  taking  one  of  her  hands  in  his,  saying, 
"^^'hat  a  pretty  hand  }ou  have  for  an  old  woman."  She  said, 
"Yes,  I  reckon  it  looks  good,  never  known  anything  but  a  needle 
before  the  war."  He  said  he  felt  a  peculiar  feeling  while  holding 
her  hand,  so  much  so  that  he  took  the  other  one  up  and  held  it. 
While  he  did  so  he  looked  into  her  eyes  and  thought  he  never 
saw  such  beautiful  eyes  in  an  old  woman's  head  before.  He 
said  those  eyes  fascinated  him  and  he  seemed  to  become  power- 
less while  she  looked  into  his  eyes.  All  of  a  sudden  she  said, 
"Here,  Colonel,  I'se  got  something  good  to  drink.       I  only  keeps 
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it  for  the  likes  of  you  ims."  She  pulled  a  brandy  flask  out  of  her 
pocket  and  gave  him  a  drink.  He  said  from  that  moment  he 
was  a  doomed  man.  She  sang  him  a  low  lullaby,  such  as  she 
would  sing'  for  a  child  when  putting  it  to  sleep.  He  went  into 
a  deep  sleep  and  she  robbed  him  of  valuable  papers  that  were  in 
his  inside  coat  pocket.  They  had  been  given  to  him  for  safe 
keeping  and  he  was  to  convey  them  to  General  Lee.  After  she 
had  done  this  she  had  seemed  to  disappear.  AVhile  going  through 
the  camp  she  sold  many  of  her  knick-nacks  to  the  soldiers  as  she 
was  making  her  way  to  the  outside  of  the  camp.  She  must  have 
reached  the  Union  lines  in  safety  as  no  more  was  seen  of  her. 
"A\'hen  I  awoke,  that  is  when  I  came  back  to  my  senses,  I  dis- 
covered there  were  several  officers  standing  around  me  and  that 
it  was  night  in  place  of  day  and  I  was  quite  dazed  and  stupid  in 
the  head.  •  One  of  the  officers  said  to  me,  'Colonel,  we  came  to 
see  what  was  the  matter  as  you  did  not  come  to  your  meals. 
Your  colored  servant  was  worried  and  became  alarmed  as  you 
slept  so  long.'  I  said,  'Where  is  that  kttle  old  woman  with  those 
beautiful  eyes.'  I  said,  'Gentlemen,  did  you  see  those  eyes?' 
A  captain  spoke  up  and  said,  'Do  you  mean  that  little  old  woman 
that  was  passing  with  her  wares  among  the  soldiers?'  I  said, 
'Yes,  where  is  she?  She  gave  me  a  drink  and  I  went  to  sleep.' 
I  said,  'Gentlemen,  she  had  the  prettiest  hand  for  an  old  woman 
I  ever  saw.  If  she  is  anywhere  to  be  found  in  the  regiment  bring 
her  here.  Oh,  she  can  sing  so  sweetly  and  she  sang  me  to  sleep. 
Gentlemen,  I  dreamt  I  was  in  love  with  that  little  old  woman.' 
When  I  said  that,  it  was  the  cause  of  quite  a  laugh.  She  was 
nowhere  to  be  found.  I  ordered  my  colored  servant  to  bring 
me  a  cup  of  coffee.  When  he  had  done  so  I  sat  up  to  drink  it 
and  as  I  did  so  I  thought  I'd  put  my  hand  inside  of  my  coat  to 
see  if  my  papers  were  all  safe  and  to  my  astonishment  I  found 
they  were  all  gone.  I  sprang  to  my  feet  and  cried  out,  'Good 
God  !,  I  have  been  robbed.'  I  gave  the  alarm  and  detachments 
were  sent  out  in  all  direclif)ns  tf)  see  if  they  could  discover  the 
whereabouts  oi  the  little  old  woman.  Nothing  could  be  found  or 
heard  of  her.  I  said  she  was  a  spy  and  I  knew  now  she  had 
robbed  mc  of  the  valuable  papers  that  I  was  conveying  to  Gen- 
eral Lee.  Alas,  it  was  too  late ;  she  must  have  reached  the 
Union  lines,  since  I  slept  so  long  before  giving  the  alarm.    I  was 


HELEN  BUSHYHEAD  449 

disgraced  and  resigned  my  position.  I  was  forgiven  by  the  lead- 
ing general,  as  I  was  too  weak  a  man  to  hold  the  position  of  a 
colonel.  About  two  weeks  afterwards,  w'hile  at  home  in  Rich- 
mond, word  was  brought  to  our  family  that  General  Lee  had 
been  fascinated  by  a  boy  who  was  a  sweet  singer.  That  night 
General  Lee  was  robbed  of  valuable  papers  by  the  same  boy 
who  escaped  in  the  darkness  to  the  Union  lines.  The  general 
said  to  JefT  Davis  that  the  boy  had  the  most  fascinating  eyes 
that  he  ever  saw  and  his  singing  was  something  beautiful.  He 
appeared  to  him  the  most  loving  and  innocent  creature  he  ever 
met.  He  told  Mr.  Davis  that  the  little  chap  sat  on  his  lap,  pat- 
ted his  chin,  and  sang  for  him  such  pretty  songs  and  gave  him 
some  of  the  most  luscious  kisses  he  ever  received  from  a  mortal 
being.  An  idea  struck  me  then,  that  is,  crept  into  my  mind, 
there  was  strong  connection  between  the  little  boy  and  the  little 
old  woman.  I  then  and  there  swore  an  oath  I  would  find  this 
little  individual  if  it  cost  my  life.  I  fully  believed  that  same 
little  individual  was  the  little  old  woman  that  caused  my  dis- 
grace. I  assumed  a  disguise,  entered  the  L'nion  lines  by  night, 
got  to  Washington  as  soon  as  possible  and  there  swore  to  be- 
come a  private  detective  for  the  Confederacy  and  through  my 
^^'ashington  friends  was  introduced  into  society. 

"One  day  I  visited  a  friend  in  Georgetown  whose  family  bore 
the  name  of  Mitchell.  W'hile  the  family  and  I  were  sitting  in 
the  parlor  and  one  of  the  daughters  was  playing  and  singing,  the 
bell  rang  and  in  a  few  mintites  the  colored  servant  tishered  into 
the  parlor  a  very  elegantly  dressed  young  lady,  who  was  intro- 
duced by  the  name  of  Miss  Lucile  Strong.  I  found  during  her 
visit  she  was  quite  entertaining.  She  claimed  to  be  a  young 
w^estern  girl  from  the  state  of  Illinois.  I  understood  the  family 
to  say  they  first  met  her  at  ]\Irs.  Lander's  home  in  Washington. 
She  fascinated  me  so  during  the  afternoon  that  when  she  arose  to 
take  her  leave  I  asked  the  permission  to  accompany  her  back  to 
^^^ashington.  She  consented.  She  kissed  all  the  ladies  good-bye 
and  promised  to  call  again  soon.  \Vhen  she  had  done  so,  she 
said,  'Now,  Mr.  Holland — for  that's  the  name  I  passed  under  then 
— I  will  accept  you  as  an  escort  back  to  A\'ashington  with  much 
pleasure.'  I  thought  to  myself,  where  had  I  seen  such  eyes  as 
those  before?     I  did  not  for  the  first  moment  sto])  to  think  that 
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there  was  any  connection  between  the  fashionable  young  lady 
and  the  old  woman.  This  young  lady  being  a  guest  of  my  friends 
waived  aside  all  suspicion  that  this  was  the  person  that  I  was 
looking  for.  When  we  arrived  in  \^"ashington,  a  very  fashion- 
ably attired  young  man  approached  us  on  the  sidewalk.  The 
voung  lady  stopped  to  speak  to  him,  when  he  said,  'Miss  Lucile, 
have  you  been  visiting  this  afternoon?'  She  said,  'Yes,  and  I 
found  ]Mr.  Holland  was  also  a  visitor  at  the  Mitchell  family  in 
Georgetown.  He  was  kind  enough  to  accompany  me  back  to 
A\'ashington.'  AMiile  they  were  talking  another  gentleman 
friend  of  hers  came  up  and  was  introduced.  After  we  had  all 
conversed  a  little  while  she  said,  'Now,  gentlemen,  I  shall  bid 
you  ta-ta.'  Addressing  me  she  said,  ']\Ir.  Holland,  I  will  leave 
you  with  these  kind  friends.'  Addressing  the  other  men  she  said, 
'You  will  do  me  a  great  kindness  if  you  will  show  Mr.  Holland 
some  of  the  city  of  Washington ;  he  is  somewhat  of  a  stranger 
here,  only  arriving  about  a  week  ago  from  the  south.'  It  sur- 
prised me  how  she  knew  I  was  from  the  south.  She  said,  'You 
will  do  me  a  favor  by  introducing  Mr.  Holland  at  your  club.' 
Then  she  gave  her  head  a  saucy  toss,  bidding  us  good  evening, 
as  it  was  growing  dark.  The  gentlemen,  as  they  seemed  to  be 
asked  me  to  walk  with  them  to  their  club.  Would  you  believe 
it.  friends,  that  club  house  was  the  prison.  I  was  arrested  as  a 
Southern  spy.  She  knew  me  and  had  been  dogging  my  steps. 
She  followed  me  to  the  ^litchell  home,  where  she  did  ever3^thing 
in  her  power  to  fascinate  me.  She  led  me  to  Washington  as  a 
lamb  was  led  to  the  slaughter.  She  gave  me  into  the  hands  of 
those  detectives,  and  I  was  conveyed  to  prison.  She  had  already 
acquainted  them  with  the  facts  of  whom  I  was  and  that  my  real 
name  was  Simpson  and  that  I  had  been  a  colonel  in  the  Confede- 
rate Army."  He  struck  his  forehead  and  said,  "Friends,  this 
fashionable  young  lady,  the  little  old  woman  and  the  boy  that 
robbed  General  Lee  were  all  one  and  the  same  person.  They  re- 
leased me  after  awhile  from  the  prison,  for  they  could  not  prove 
I  was  a  spy.  As  soon  as  I  was  released  P  made  tracks  for  Canada 
and  from  Canada  I  came  here  to  San  Francisco.  The  memory 
of  those  eyes  haunt  me  still,  and  if  I  could  find  her  I  would  wed 
her  if  she'd  have  me,  and  forgive  her  for  all  the  treachery  she 
brought  to  bear  against  mc,  seeing  it  was  done  for  the  love  of 
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her  country.  That  is  the  kind  of  a  woman  a  sokhcr  should  have 
for  a  wife." 

Brother  Hulburd  since  I  came  to  spirit  Hfe  Ihavc  made  the 
discovery  that  that  indivi(hial  was  Httle  Justin.  W'e  will  con- 
tinue it  at  another  time;  the  medium's  feet  are  getting  too  cold. 

Thursday,  January  30,  1902. 

Good  morning,  Brother  Hulburd.  All  looks  beautiful  this 
morning — the  ground  is  so  white.  I  think  it  was  a  beautiful 
conception  of  the  poet  when  he  compared  a  white  flower  to  the 
purity  of  the  soul.  Your  trees  are  dazzling  in  the  sunlight.  It 
would  make  a  beautiful  scene  for  Christmas  if  there  were  a  large 
number  of  children  here  to  sing  their  Christmas  carols  to  the 
winter  king  of  the  forest. 

Now,  I  am  going  to  tell  you  how  I  had  a  great  deal  of  the 
conceit  taken  out  of  me  when  I  came  to  consciousness  in  the 
spirit  world.  When  I  thoroughly  realized  that  I  was  in  spirit 
existence  and  beheld  several  individuals  that  once  lived  in  a 
physical  body,  I  demanded  to  be  taken  to  my  beautiful  home  that 
had  been  promised  to  me  by  lying  hypocrites  claiming  to  be  me- 
diums. jNIy  daughter,  Cora,  led  me  by  the  hand,  saying,  "Mother, 
dear,  come  with  me  and  tarry  at  our  home  for  awhile — that  is 
the  home  of  my  spirit  mate  and  myself.  Mother,  dear,  you  have 
been  deceived  like  thousands  of  others  that  come  here  to  spirit 
life  and  do  not  find  it  as  it  had  been  promised  to  them  by  those 
fraudulent  mountebanks  posing  as  mediums.  AMien  you  have 
realized  and  seen  things  clearly,  satisfactory  to  your  own  senses, 
then  you  will  understand  homes  in  the  spirit  world  are  built  up 
by  the  good  works  of  each  individual."  Then  I  said,  "Is  it  pos- 
sible there  is  no  such  home  awaiting  me  as  had  been  promised 
by  those  mediums?"  Cora  says,  "Xo,  mother,  dear;  it  is  all  a 
delusion.  \\'lien  you  get  to  understand  things  properly  you  will 
commence  to  build  up  a  home  for  Papa  Bushyhead  and  yourself. 
Why  I  call  him  'Papa  Bushyhead'  is  that  he  was  as  dear  to  me 
as  any  father  ever  could  be.  Had  he  been  my  real  father  he 
could  not  have  been  kinder.  His  name  to  me  brings  joy  and 
happiness  when  I  think  of  all  the  kindnesses  shown  to  me  by  him 
and  the  good  deeds  performed  by  such  a  manly  soul  as  his  while 
I  lay  a  sickly,  wasted  being  waiting  for  death  to  release  my  spirit 
from  its  wasted  body.     Xow.  I  am  going  to  help  you  to  over- 
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come  your  difficulties  and  to  live  down  the  conceit  that  had 
lodged  in  your  mind  whereby  you  thought  a  mansion  was  await- 
ing you.  Such  a  nature  as  yours,  dear  mama,  will  never  lay  dor- 
mant for  any  length  of  time  ;  there  is  too  much  energy  in  your 
nature  to  do  so.  It  is  a  benefit  for  us  all,  dear  mama,  to  have 
a  great  deal  of  the  conceit  taken  out  of  us ;  then  we  realize  what 
we  are  and  in  time  we  can  realize  what  we  can  be."  While 
daughter  Cora  was  giving  me  this  explanation,  Sister  Morse  and 
Sister  Pierce  came  up  with  a  number  of  others  to  welcome  me  to 
spirit  life.  An  old  friend  that  I  knew  in  the  east — or  I  should 
say,  two  old  friends — Brother  and  Sister  Webb,  came  and  kindly 
took  me  by  the  hands,  saying,  "Sister  Helen  Bushyhead,  we  are 
glad  to  welcome  you  to  the  spirit  world  and  you  must  visit  our 
home  for  we  want  you  to  feel  at  home  here  among  the  friends." 
^Ir.  A\'ebb  was  one  of  my  school  teachers  while  living  in  a  phys- 
ical body.  Then  my  soul  commenced  to  rejoice  finding  that  I 
had  many  friends  on  the  spirit  side  of  life.  Xow,  I  am  building 
a  home  for  dear  hubby  and  myself.  I  loved  to  call  him  "hubby" 
when  I  lived  in  the  body.  His  good  works  assist  me  here  in 
weaving  things  into  their  proper  place.  I  am  glad  those  char- 
latans could  not  deceive  him  as  they  did  me. 

X'ow,  I  must  relate  another  circumstance  where  a  consider- 
able part  of  my  conceit  was  laid  bare.  One  evening,  in  com- 
pany with  Sister  ]\Iorse  and  others,  we  visited  your  home  to  be 
present  at  a  circle,  in  order  that  we  might  listen  to  the  questions 
that  were  answered  through  Justin's  organization.  Before  the 
individuals  presented  their  questions  to  the  guide  I  asked  per- 
mission to  control  Justin's  organization,  as  I  discovered  Sister 
Shepherd  was  one  of  the  guests  present.  They  gave  me  permis- 
sion and  Rosa  attached  my  forces  to  Justin's  forces  and  when  I 
had  thorough  control,  as  I  thought,  I  commenced  to  use  Justin's 
vocal  organ  in  the  manner  of  speech.  I  commenced  to  address 
Sister  Shepherd  and  the  other  members  of  the  circle,  when  all 
of  a  sudden  I  became  confused  and  could  not  realize  who  I  was 
or  what  I  wanted  to  say.  I  seemed  to  mumble  or  utter  some- 
thing just  as  an  idiot  would  that  had  no  understanding  of  their 
self-consciousness.  After  I  had  been  permitted  to  go  on  in  this 
way  for  some  time,  all  of  a  sudden  I  was  released  from  that  con- 
dition.      It  seemed  to  me  as  if  a  heavy  weight  had  been  lifted 
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from  oft'  my  head.  Then  I  found  my  perfect  consciousness  again 
had  been  restored  to  me.  I  addressed  my  Sister  Shepherd  and 
the  friends  present  telling  them  of  the  condition  that  I  had  been 
laboring  under,  when  I  discovered  they  were  all  having  a  hearty 
laugh  at  my  expense.  When  I  was  released  from  the  control  of 
Justin's  magnetic  forces  I  discovered  Sister  ]Morse  and  other 
spirits  were  laughing  at  the  trick  Rosa  had  played  upon  me. 
Rosa  laughed  and  said,  "Squaw  lUishyhead,  you  think  you 
knows  a  heap,  but  she  em  thinks  (meaning  herself),  deres  other 
braves  and  squaws  what  knows  a  heap  too.  When  you  lives  in 
the  body  in  dat  udder  hunting  ground  you  thinks  you  knows  it 
all  and  when  my  meddy  tells  you  the  truthums  you  no  believe. 
You  think  them  other  ones  better  medys  than  my  medy.  Now, 
I  make  that  fun  to  make  you  look  soon  that  we  got  some  thinks 
too,  and  knows  a  heap  sometimes.  I  like  to  make  the  braves 
and  squaws  think  they  haint  got  it  all  in  their  topknot.  Now 
I  make  you  them  fools  to  take  them  conceit  away  from  you." 
I  thanked  her  kindly  that  she  had  done  so  for  she  had  opened  up 
my  mind  and  set  me  to  thinking  what  weak-minded  creatures 
some  of  God's  children  are  .  That  was  the  grandest  lesson  that 
had  ever  been  taught  me  that  I  had  any  memory  of,  and  it  was 
taught  to  me  by  an  Indian  sister  spirit.  It  has  been  to  me  worth 
untold  gold  for  it  has  pointed  out  to  me  the  way  of  Truth  and 
Wisdom  and  only  through  those  conditions  can  we  become  spirit- 
ual and  manifest  ourselves  unto  the  divinity  of  the  true  God. 

I  received  a  great  deal  of  comfort  when  living  in  the  physical 
body  listening  to  the  lectures  of  Air.  Colville  and  also  receiving 
instructions  through  his  mediumistic  powers  in  our  own  private 
home.  He  was  a  wonderful  medium  and  furnished  a  great  deal 
of  comfort  and  happiness  to  those  wdio  came  in  rapport  with 
him.  I  think  the  Spiritualists  and  others  of  San  Diego  were 
much  benefitted  by  the  instructive  lectures  he  gave  them.  The 
teaching  of  Spiritual  Philosophy  in  his  class  set  many  minds 
to  thinking.  They  were  upbuilding  of  spirituality  and  I  am 
glad  that  I  was  the  one  selected  to  invite  him  here  to  San  Diego 
to  lecture.  The  beautiful  thoughts  that  they  received  through 
his  teachings  while  in  San  Diego  they  can  never  forget ;  that  is 
an  impossibility,  it  is  written  on  their  minds  with  the  nidelibility 
of  spirituality. 
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Others  and  myself  also  received  many  instructive  lessons 
through  ]\Irs.  Prior's  mediumship  and  others  Avhom  I  could  name. 
That  will  suffice  for  the  present. 

Xow,  I  want  to  tell  you  something  about  my  work  in  spirit 
life.  I  am  one  of  the  little  sunbeams  attached  to  the  train  of 
Searchlight.  We  are  receiving  grand  instructions  through  the 
manifestations  and  teachings  of  that  glorious  spirit,  Searchlight. 
She  knows  no  rest  but  only  work  for  the  benefit  of  the  human 
race.  She  loves  to  do  it  as  her  whole  makeup  is  that  of  Love 
and  generosity.  She  is  searching  into  the  depths  of  the  great 
spiritual  beyond  in  order  that  she  may  herald  her  intelligence 
and  wonderful  light  that  she  has  received.  It  is  her  soul's  de- 
sire to  give  this  light  to  the  children  of  God  who  take  on  re- 
embodiment  through  the  parentage  of  men  and  women.  Her 
instruction  each  day  is  life  to  us  pupils.  We  are  glorified  by  her 
condition,  as  she  brings  us  nearer  to  our  father  and  mother  God. 
She  teaches  us  that  we  can  become  divine  and  through  that  di- 
vinity we  can  see  our  father  and  mother  God's  face  in  all  nature. 

Brother  Hulburd,  it  is  onl}^  through  the  law  of  progression 
and  evolution  that  we  can  become  re-embodied.  She  is  teaching 
us  how  to  purif}'  our  soul  and  spiritual  condition  and  fit  us  for 
re-embodiment.  It  is  her  desire  as  it  is  the  desire  of  all  advanced 
spirits  that  when  we  take  on  earthly  bodies  again  we  shall  have 
the  power  to  minister  unto  the  human  race  who  are  seeking  after 
knowledge  and  wisdom's  religion.  Spiritual  Theosophy  will 
revolutionize  the  thoughts  of  men  and  women  which  will  lead 
them  into  the  paths  of  IVIorality  and  Truth.  When  I  lived  in 
the  physical  body  L  did  not  understand  the  truths  of  Spiritual 
Theosophy  then  as  I  do  now.  The  guides  of  Justin  were  teach- 
ing it  to  us  in  my  parlor  but  were  all  too  dull  of  compre- 
hension— that  is,  we  were  not  advanced  enough  in  spirituality  to 
comprehend  the  sayings  of  his  guides.  Many  of  us  looked  upon 
it  as  visionary  ideas,  while  others  said  it  was  all  nonsense  and 
made  by  himself.  Now,  I  have  had  the  naked  truth  revealed 
to  me  since  I  came  here  to  spirit  life.  My  understanding  has 
l^rovided  me  with  the  knowledge  to  know  his  guides  spoke  the 
truth  then.  I  have  discovered  that  when  minds  are  too  gross 
and  not  spiritually  developed  they  cannot  accept  facts  beyond 
their  understanding,  that  is,  higher  thoughts  than  they  are  in  the 
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habit  of  receiving  through  their  own  condition.  It  is  only 
through  spiritual  education  that  they  can  reach  that  condition, 
^luch  of  that  education  I  received  through  !Mr.  Colville  and  ]\Irs. 
Pryor,  with  the  assistance  of  Sister  Fidelia  Shepherd,  who  is  a 
true  spiritual  Theosophist  in  nature.  In  our  class  taught  by 
Searchlight  all  the  neophites  received  wisdom's  expression  of 
the  highest  thought  of  life.  W^e  are  benefitted  so  much  that 
many  of  our  souls  cry  out  with  joy,  "Glory  to  the  divine  part  of 
\\'isdom  and  nature's  embellishment  in  life."  Oh,  how  the  sun- 
light has  penetrated  into  the  soul's  of  the  pupils  of  Wisdom's 
religion.  The  great  lore  of  the  Orient  is  being  revealed  to  men 
and  women  who  live  in  physical  bodies  through  Wisdom's  re- 
ligion. The  school  of  Yoga  is  ever  at  work  and  the  masters 
of  the  higher  thought  are  delineating  the  character  of  the  Orient 
to  all  religious  bodies  of  the  earth.  It  matters  not  what  sect  or 
body  of  religion  they  belong  they  are  building  up  Karma  ac- 
cording to  their  condition,  and  the  wisdom  religion  is  lighting 
their  paths  although  they  do  not  understand  it.  It  is  constantly 
revealing  itself  to  their  intellectual  minds  bringing  to  bear  an 
embodiment  of  spirituality  that  will  wear  for  all  time. 

I  send  my  spiritual  greetings  to  all  my  friends,  for  I  want 
them  to  understand  I  have  learned  to  forgive  past  conditions 
and  now  will  hold  the  gate  ajar  so  that  they  may  enter  in  and 
receive  Searchlight's  welcome  and  become  pupils  of  Yoga  School 
of  Life  in  order  that  they  may  reach  the  highest  divinity  of  Wis- 
dom's light,  sending  messages  to  all  the  downtrodden  and  out- 
casts who  live  in  the  human  body.  I  beseech  the  blessed  angels 
to  be  merciful  unto  them  all  as  they  have  been  merciful  unto  me. 
Xow  I  am  outworking  my  past  errors  in  the  physical  body  and 
beg  that  all  may  forgive  me  that  I  had  slandered  by  any  word  or 
deed.  I  ask  and  beg  their  forgiveness  in  order  that  I  may  gain 
strength  to  forgive  those  that  had  wronged  and  deceived  me.  I 
send  my  love  to  my  dear  husband  who  was  ever  gentle  and  pa- 
tient with  me.  I  ask  the  angels  to  bless  him  as  I  bless  from 
the  depths  of  my  soul.  God  grant  that  he  will  soon  come  to  me 
in  spirit  life,  that  I  may  make  amends  for  the  wrong  thoughts 
that  I  held  toward  him  sometimes.  I  am  near  him  and  with  him 
a  great  deal  of  the  time  ;  but  I  want  him  o^■er  here  so  that  I  can 
u'l.anifest    mv   true    love   and   show   him    that    in    mv   soul    is   the 
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warmest  part  of  my  spiritual  existence  for  him  and  his  love.  I 
was  weak  when  I  listened  to  the  slanders  against  him.  Now,  I 
want  to  make  amends  for  it  since  I  am  left  to  my  own  true  in- 
dividuality. He  will  now  find  me  a  true  woman  in  all  my  spirit- 
ual conditions.  His  wife,  Helen  Bushyhead  sends  her  grateful 
love  for  all  the  kindness  he  showed  her  while  living  in  a  physical 
body,  as  I  will  be  his  true  spirit  mate  through  all  eternit5^ 

I  thank  you.  Brother  Hulburd,  for  taking  down  my  com- 
munication and  leave  a  sister's  love  for  little  Justin,  as  he  has 
fully  forgiven  me.  His  nature  is  made  up  of  generosity  and 
forgivenesses,  although  sometimes  he  puts  on  his  positive  cap 
and  says  he  will  not  forgive,  but  the  great  spirit  of  Intellect  and 
Intelligence  in  time  holds  the  highest  part  of  his  nature,  then  the 
law  of  reason  slips  in  and  he  forgives  his  enemies.  His  little 
physical  body  is  built  up  of  the  male  and  female  element — the 
female  element  largely  predominates.  That  is  why  he,  like 
others  is  weak  in  a  human  body,  being  a  natural  born  medium. 
He  has  been  swayed  this  way  and  that  by  spirits  who  wish  to 
carry  out  a  work  and  that  work  has  been  fulfilled  through  many 
lines  which  will  surprise  the  public  when  they  read  his  life.  It 
is  through  those  conditions  of  his  nature  and  his  fascinating 
eyes  that  he  fulfilled  his  mission  during  the  war  between  the 
Xorth  and  the  South.  I  leave  my  regards  for  Mr.  Meyer  and 
Mr.  High  and  to  others  who  listened  to  me  in  the  circle.  Now, 
Brother  Hulburd,  I  will  thank  you  for  this  good  work.    Good  day. 


Madame  Blavatsky 

Chapter  XXX 


Saturday,  June  1,  1901. 

I  greet  you,  gentlemen,  with  soul  measure.  I  once  inhabited 
a  material  body  called  a  fleshy  element  in  nature.  \Miile  walking 
around  on  what  you  call  your  earth  plane  distributing  my  time 
in  many  lands,  I  was  known  to  the  people  at  large  and  the  press, 
magazines  and  papers,  a  woman  by  the  name  of  Madame 
Blavatsky.  I  was  born  in  Russia ;  but  from  a  child  had  a  desire 
to  gain  knowledge  and  travel  over  much  of  the  world,  which  I 
finally  did.  I  was  at  one  time  known  as  a  married  woman — 
that  is,  what  you  people  in  the  body  call  marriage.  If  I  had 
not  burst  those  marriageable  bonds  I  would  have  been  a  slave 
for  life  and  the  world  would  have  known  nothing  of  a  woman  by 
the  name  of  IMadame  Blavatsky.  The  man  that  the  world  called 
my  husband  was  an  old  man.  I  was  betrothed  to  him  while 
yet  a  child.  He  was  a  man  who  had  a  stubborn  and  brutal  na- 
ture— one  that  was  born  to  command  and  tried  to  compel  me  to 
submit  to  his  wishes,  to  which  I  rebelled  and  revolted  against. 
There  was  nothing  in  common  with  our  desires  or  wishes.  He 
was  a  man  who  thought  women  were  too  much  educated  already 
and  if  it  proceeded  any  further  it  would  be  the  ruination  of  the 
human  race ;  but,  thanks  to  a  mother  who  had  an  idea  in  her 
head  or  her  mind  that  her  daughter  should  have  some  education. 
While  living  in  the  body  I  prayed  morning  and  evening  that  God 
might  bless  her  and  when  she  died  might  take  her  to  his  home. 
Little  did  I  know  or  understand  that  we  always  lived  in  the  home 
of  God — that  is,  if  we  wished  to  make  it  so.  I  had  a  mind  of  my 
own,  gentlemen,  to  which  I  had  an  intuition  some  day  to  put  it 
to  use.  This  mind  was  backed  up  by  an  intelligence  called  a 
reasoning  power.       It  was  my  desire  to  gain  knowledge  and  to 
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become  the  possessor  of  that  knowledge  I  must  travel.  In  order 
to  travel  and  gain  that  knowledge,  I  must  come  to  an  under- 
derstanding"  with  that  man  called  husband. 

During  that  understanding,  or  in  other  words,  controversy, 
I  told  that  man  he  retarded  my  natural  growth.  He  deprived 
me  of  spiritual  intelligence  I  had  a  desire  to  gain,  for  which  T 
must  launch  out  into  the  wide  world.  His  severe  expression 
and  brutal  language  I  laughed  at.  I  said,  "Man,  there  is  only 
one  wa}'  to  stop  me  and  that  is  death.  There  is  a  position  in 
life  that  I  must  gain.  It  is  even  greater  than  your  name  could 
bring  me.  Truth  only  sits  upon  the  throne — royalty  has  no 
learning  there."  I  became  a  wanderer  after  knowledge  and 
truth  and  finally  gained  it.  It  was  hard  work,  but  I  mastered 
it  for  my  spirit  guides  led  me  to  the  fountain  head  and  when  I 
had  served  my  apprenticeship  it  came  to  me  like  a  gushing  young 
bride,  decked  in  all  the  garments  of  purity  and  love.  How  did  it 
come  to  me  3'ou  would  ask?  By  penetrating  into  the  temple  of 
knowledge  and  studying  other  languages  outside  of  "my  own.  I 
found  located  somewhere  in  me  was  a  conception  and  in  that 
conception  a  realization  came  to  me  that  I  was  mediumistic.  It 
also  taught  me  there  was  a  tale  to  tell  and  that  tale  led  me  to 
what  the  world  calls  a  mediumship.  I  was  a  psychic  and  dealt 
in  occult  power,  which  conveyed  to  my  thinking  organ  there  is 
something  beyond  all  this.  I  investigated  Spiritualism  thor- 
oughly and  discovered  it  was  the  foundation  to  a  higher  knowl- 
edge which  in  time  would  bear  the  name  Modern  Theosophy. 
I  visited  the  Eddy  brothers  at  Chittenden,  Vermont,  while  in- 
vestigating the  phenomena  called  "^laterialization."  An  Arab 
chief  came  to  me  and  gave  me  the  Masonic  signs — that  is,  the 
Arabic  signs  of  Masonic  condition.  There  is  one  thing  that  I 
wish  to  convey  to  your  minds,  gentlemen,  that  is,  a  natural  born 
medium  can  receive  and  give  Masonic  degrees.  How  can  they 
give  them  ?  Simply  by  an  ancient  Masonic  spirit,  giving  them 
through  their  organization.  When  they  are  out  from  under 
that  power  they  know  nothing  of  what  has  transpired.  I  was 
one  of  those  beings  like  the  one  I  now  control.  While  on  that 
visit  to  the  Eddy  brothers,  I  came  in  rapport  with  a  gentleman 
who  bore  the  cognomen  of  "Colonel  Olcutt."  After  quite  a  long 
conversation  I  found  him  a  very  pleasant  companion.     He  said. 
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"I,  too,  am  investigating  the  spiritual  philosophy,  1  am  dealing 
entirely  with  the  innate  sense  and  the  inner  consciousness  called 
mind  over  matter."  I  found  him  a  scholarly  gentleman,  one 
versed  in  science  who  read  up  occult  sincerity  and  by  that  means 
we  came  in  rapport  with  the  subject  dearest  to  our  soul's  desire. 
I  said,  "Mr.  Olcutt,  there  is  a  science  higher  than  and  greater 
beyond  this  and  when  our  minds  become  attuned  to  this  con- 
dition and  we  find  that  we  must  grow  and  go  beyond  and  take 
up  the  power  that  deals  with  astral  light  we  will  find  the  earthly 
tenement  amounts  to  but  ^■ery  little.  It  is  the  higher  and  segre- 
ment  condition  that  blends  with  the  soul.  Let  the  latent  powers 
have  their  sway  and  you  will  find  that  we  will  emerge  into  a 
higher  plane  where  life  is  a  constant  growth,  and  as  we  take  our 
passage  through  the  different  earth  bodies  we  will  see  the  time 
that  at  the  pole  we  are  trying  to  reach  nature  will  blossom  for 
us  in  all  its  beauty  and  as  we  strew  the  deeds  of  propagation 
on  our  way  to  this  pole  of  beauty,  life  will  become  dearer  to  us 
than  ever."  To  which  he  said,  "Amen."  I  then  knew,  under- 
stood and  realized  our  work  laid  together.  In  time,  afterwards, 
he  was  a  great  help  to  me  and  assisted  in  preparing,  "Isis  Un- 
veiled" for  the  press,  or  as  you  would  call  it,  for  publication. 
'Sir.  Olcutt  wrote  some  on  the  spiritual  philosophy  knowing  and 
understanding  its  truths  which  to  him  and  me  was  a  guide  for 
future  work. 

I  met  this  medium  at  the  circle  of  the  Holmeses,  in  Phila- 
delphia, in  the  year  1874.  I  invited  him  to  call  at  my  rooms  on 
West  Tenth  street,  which  he  did  and  while  there  in  communi- 
cation with  each  other,  our  conversation  led  to  the  astral  or  shade 
light  of  knowledge  in  which  I  discovered  he  was  a  spiritual  The- 
osophist,  or  in  other  words,  through  re-incarnation  the  perfection 
of  the  spirit  was  gratified.  Mr.  Olcutt  and  myself  said  we  must 
reach  out  and  grasp  that  higher  work.  While  in  New  York 
with  a  number  of  others,  Mr.  Olcutt  and  myself,  we  were  all 
assisting  in  organizing  that  society  that  you  call  Modern  The- 
osophy.  I  told  him  now  we  must  commence  the  work,  light  on 
the  path  which  must  go  abroad  to  find  elevated  minds  so  that 
they  may  comprehend  that  there  is  an  elevation  to  live  for  be- 
yond the  common  condition  of  Christianity,  or  man  worship.  In 
our  regal  power  laid  the  work  of  communicating  with  elevated 
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minds  that  had  passed  to  spirit  existence  or  understanding  the 
sensibility  that  they  had  placed  upon  us  wherein  dwelt  cabras 
communing  nature.  Our  possible  manner  of  placing  thqse 
ideas  before  the  public  built  us  up  in  strength  and  health.  The 
purity  of  our  minds  came  from  the  greatest  sense  in  dealing  with 
the  occult  that  gave  its  light  to  the  world.  We  purified  our 
bodies  in  abstaining  from  all  flesh  diet  or  partaking  of  anything 
that  caused  pain  to  feed  our  stomachs.  We  lived  on  cereals, 
water  and  fruit  to  prepare  our  condition  so  that  we  might  build 
up  a  receptacle  to  receive  the  higher  knowledge  of  the  Mahat- 
mas.  When  you  are  advanced  far  enough  to  receive  communi- 
cations and  to  send  messages  to  the  Alahatmas  you  have  mounted 
the  first  step  that  embellishes  your  life,  that  brings  you  into  the 
sunbeam  of  nature — this  beautiful  sunbeam  that  is  casting  its 
rays  and  shadows  for  your  gratification  and  is  tinted  with  those 
beautiful  colors  that  nature  has  provided  for  the  span  of  life 
when  in  time  your  soul  can  dance  like  the  rays  of  the  sunbeam 
and  cast  your  mellow  shadows  on  those  around  you. 

Oh,  life  !  life !  that  severe  portal  wherein  man  is  equal  with 
God  because  God  is  the  only  embellishment  that  he  can  give  to 
look  like  the  human  family.  This  human  God  or  family  of  life 
that  crosses  the  sky  with  all  its  glories  tints  and  shadows  is  an 
emblem  of  grace  and  beauty  provided  by  man's  own  conception 
and  holy  work  of  art,  in  which  the  sovereign  power  of  man  is 
king.  That  requires  no  images,  no  God's  or  virgin  saints  to 
worship — all  such  ideas  are  cast  into  oblivion  when  time  dictates 
the  working  hour  in  which  God  and  man  alone  have  manifested 
through  the  elements  to  undeveloped  minds  on  earth,  wisdom. 
power  and  glory  is  the  benediction  imbued  in  all  the  human  race. 
No  God  built  up  through  visionary  minds  such  as  Christianity 
worships  can  change  the  progress  of  nature  one  iota.  The  gen- 
eration of  life  when  it  placed  upon  this  planet  a  span  called 
growth,  in  which  we  find  the  power  of  evolution  hugging  and 
kissing  and  leading  it  on  as  a  young  bride  to  destiny,  we  find 
that  the  soul-power  is  king  motor  and  teacher  of  eternal  life. 

What  brings  me  here  today,  gentlemen,  is  to  contradict 
many  articles  called  communications  purporting  to  come  from 
Madame  Blavatsky  through  people  calling  themselves  mediums 
or  servants  of  the  spirit  world,  which  is  all  a  falsification,  or,  per- 
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haps,  what  you  would  call  it,  a  straight  lie.  I  have  never  com- 
municated through  any  other  medium  before  but  one  outside  of 
the  medium  I  now  communicate  through.  That  one  bore  the 
name  of  Lady  Mansfield,  of  England.  There  are  communications 
coming  through  so-called  mediums  trying  to  convey  to  the  minds 
of  the  people  that  I  as  a  spirit  in  spirit  life  have  denounced  the 
philosophy  of  Theosophy  and  all  that  pertains  to  it,  which  is 
another  straight  lie.  I  am  a  Theosophist  of  the  highest  order 
and  my  soul  is  attuned  to  its  teachings.  There  is  nothing  in  the 
human  mind  today  that  can  lead  to  such  a  high  and  perfect  bliss 
as  the  power  and  teachings  of  Theosophy.  There  are  many 
other  spirits  and  myself  that  know  whereof  we  speak.  Rein- 
carnation is  a  truth  and  reality  and  through  its  laws  we  grow  to 
divinity.  We  take  upon  ourselves  that  part  called  divine  or 
esoteric  celestials  embodiment  of  a  high  civilization  wherein  we 
rule  as  Gods  of  planets.  Science  some  day  will  prove  to  the 
world  that  all  bodies  celestial  and  otherwise  that  are  the  em- 
bodiment of  planets  get  their  growth  from  reincarnited  sense 
order  of  wisdom  and  without  it  all  would  become  chaos  or  a 
dark  blank  on  eternity.  These  lying  spirits  or  mediums,  it  is 
immaterial  which,  I  denounce  as  impostors  and  mountebanks 
grovelling  in  space  who  dare  to  say  I  have  communicated  with 
them  and  thrown  slurs  or  slights  on  re-embodiment.  It  is  only 
through  embodiment  and  intelligence  that  we  collect  in  our  way, 
that  we  reach  Nirvana  of  Nirvana.  Do  you  remember,  gentle- 
men, that  you  visited  the  lighthouse  on  the  point  or  neck  of  land 
and  there  were  other  parties  in  your  company  that  I  do  not  see 
present.  On  your  return  from  the  lighthouse,  when  you  came 
to  a  part  of  the  road  that  was  quite  rocky,  my  astral  emanation 
appearefl  to  the  medium.  He  would  not  describe  my  appear- 
ance, thinking  the  strangers  would  laugh  at  him  ;  but  I  brought 
a  power  to  speak  alond  through  which  he  conveyed  my  message 
to  all  of  you,  saying,  "Here  someday  will  be  erected  a  temple  of 
learning,"  which,  gentlemen,  you  have  seen  has  come  to  pass. 
I  visit  all  Theosophical  temples  or  institutions  of  learning  and 
impress  the  teachers  or  princij^al  ones  of  such  institutions  with 
my  thoughts  concerning  the  education  of  the  children  and  also 
the  higher  growth  of  the  adults  of  the  institutions.  I  greet  you, 
gentlemen,    through    life's    oracle    which    is    the    torch-bearer    of 
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light  that  Hfts  you  up  and  bears  with  you  through  all  immortality. 
AMien  I  lived  in  earth  form,  or  the  material  banner  of  a 
seeming  progression,  they  called  me  crude,  coarse,  low  and  mas- 
culine. The  ignorant  masses  did  not  understand  the  law  of 
passivity  which  would  bring  them  in  rapport  with  our  beautiful 
philosophy,  reincarnation  and  Theosophy.  It  is  the  custom  of 
Russian  ladies  to  smoke  cigarettes,  drink  wine  and  sometimes 
tea.  AA'hen  the  vulgar  looked  upon  my  mode  of  diversement 
in  which  I  smoked  cigarettes  to  collect  my  Avorshipful  thoughts 
together  that  I  might  reverence  the  higher  aspirations  of  the  be- 
nignant condition  through  which  I  was  passing".  My  books, 
writings  and  other  literature  that  I  compiled  in  my  passive  mo- 
ments so  that  they  might  be  circulated  among  the  masses  will 
bear  me  out  as  a  woman  of  some  intellect  at  least.  If  I  was 
crude  and  coarse,  my  mediumship  was  the  open  receptacle 
through  which  I  took  the  willing  step  to  gain  the  higher  light 
that  led  me  into  the  Theosophical  field  and  which  led  me  on  to 
a  higher  motive  power,  and  in  the  consular  motive  I  found  a 
bearing  where  on  its  banner  the  words  proclaim  truth  that  will 
lead  you  to  become  the  worshipful  master  so  that  you  may  take 
the  highest  degree  in  senility.  There  and  then,  you  will  become 
the  great  commander  that  will  lead  the  power  of  life  through  the 
gates  of  docility  that  the  crude  and  coarse  of  earth  call  death. 
You  can  give  the  sign  of  obliteration  that  will  wipe  out  all  fear  in 
minds  that  are  grasping  for  the  highest  point  of  truth.  When 
in  the  body  I  was  only  a  humble  woman  but  with  that  part  of 
masculinity  that  was  my  nature — it  brought  a  force  to  bear 
through  which  I  cleared  away  all  obstacles  so  that  I  might  enter 
the  temple  of  the  Himalaya.  There  I  found  peace,  quietness  and 
comfort  in  the  society  of  the  Tvlahatmas.  Hid  away  in  quietude 
from  the  world  of  sin,  I  came  forth  fortified,  clothed  in  armor,  to 
combat  with  all  destructive  elements  that  attacked  my  peaceful 
mind,  I  traveled  through  Egypt  and  India — the  land  of  ancient 
Theosophy.  I  girded  on  my  armor  and  carried  a  banner  with 
the  word  "Excelsior."  I  was  admired  and  loved  by  many  friends 
in  those  lands,  also  in  England,  where  I  was  received  with  open 
arms  in  the  Jjest  of  society — so-called  on  earth.  I  ministered 
to  those  hungry  souls  that  were  waiting  for  the  new  baptism 
and  immersion  through  the  talisman  of  learning.     I  was  glad  I 
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had  finished  one  of  the  chapters  in  ni}'  hfe  and  tliat  my  spirit  had 
passed  out  of  my  body  and  had  left  it  on  the  shores  of  Great 
Critain,  where  at  one  time  I  had  received  the  worst  persecution 
in  all  of  my  neophyte  studies.  There  were  individuals  lix'iui^" 
there  that  claimed  I  allowed  my  mantle  to  fall  upon  them.  The 
same  proceedings  went  forth  in  your  l)eautiful  country,  America. 
I  wish  the  world  to  understand  that  m}'  mantle  fell  on  all  the 
devotees  of  progression,  both  spiritual  and  theosophical,  for  no 
one  was  ever  created  to  beg"  at  the  door  of  knowledge  and  not 
receive  a  benefit.  If  their  mind  leads  them  into  true  investi- 
gation all  imbecility  of  Christianity  will  drop  from  them  carry- 
ing the  scales  of  superstition  in  the  new  birth ;  individuality  will 
then  claim  its  rights. 

Gentlemen,  I  will  speak  on  the  divination  of  our  work.  It 
has  many  phases  and  spreads  out  like  a  beautiful  fern.  For  il- 
lustration, you  have  one  gentleman  in  San  Diego  wdio  bears  the 
name  of  Sidney  Thomas.  He  is  a  soldier  in  the  field  of  rectitude. 
He  has  girded  on  his  armor  and  carries  a  battle  shield  on  wdiich 
is  the  motto,  "Truth  and  the  path  to  Light."  This  man  is  a  sol- 
dier and  minister  in  the  ranks.  His  bearing  brings  with  it  a  sen- 
timent in  which  it  says,  "True  life  to  all."  If  you  will  only  drink 
from  the  fountain  of  intuition  and  true  love  that  swells  up  from 
the  fount  of  all  nature,  that  says,  "Come  and  we  will  bear  your 
burdens,  as  infinitude  and  aspirations  is  our  teacher.  There  is  a 
lady  that  bears  the  name  of  Katherine  Tingley,  the  guiding  star 
of  Point  Loma  institution.  She  has  a  way  of  her  own  through 
which  she  works  miracles  with  the  help  an'd  assistance  of  others. 
She  has  a  mode  of  education  through  which  she  will  bring  the 
little  ones  up  to  a  higher  light  of  divination  and  divinity.  Her 
soul  and  astral  condition  will  become  in  time  the  master  of  the 
situation  through  her  ministration  and  others.  They  will  send 
out  alphabetical  teachers  into  the  world  and  through  their  ele- 
ment of  truth,  peace  and  morality,  they  will  teach  the  people  how 
to  read  the  signs  of  the  times. 

There  are  many  institutions  of  learning  in  our  philosoj-jhy. 
The  sentiments  and  laws  are  the  same,  but  the  constellation  of 
the  human  mind  divines  new  thought,  which  is  a  monitor  and  a 
revelation  to  our  philosophy.  The  beauty  in  all  di\-inity  shows 
minds  working  constantly  in  new  channels  from  which  the  peo-" 
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pie  get  graces  and  attitudes  with  a  complex  stesthenic  that  forms 
a  combination  through  which  humanity  will  gain  a  new  growth 
in  life.  It  is  much  better  that  all  minds  do  not  divine  the  same 
sentiment  or  there  would  be  no  expansion  to  life.  It  is  much 
better  for  them  to  be  clothed  with  emotion  and  intuition,  then 
they  can  deal  better  with  the  commercial  point  of  view.  Our 
extraction  will  draw  forth  from  the  human  mind  all  superstition 
imbedded  there  which  pagan  religion  governed  by  an  elementary 
part  in  life  called  the  subdued  worship  of  man.  All  flowers  are 
loved  through  intuition.  Why  should  not  truth  take  up  the  same 
avocation  and  bear  with  it  the  ministration  of  ideality  that  men 
and  women  through  their  idea]  of  love,  find  in  nature  a  glowing 
tribute  of  tints  and  colors  that  bring  to  the  vision  of  the  eye  a 
shimmering  condition  of  lines  in  which  we  find  a  maxim  called 
Nature's  God.  This  should  be  a  revelation  to  a  bigoted  mind 
clothed  in  superstition  and  watered  by  the  froth  of  a  pulpit  par- 
rot. You  must  understand  that  all  the  laws  of  nature  create  in 
the  mind  or  the  lobe  cells  of  the  brain  that  guides  you  on  an 
ever-flowing  river  called  "progression,"  and  the  boat  that  sails  in 
it  is  evolution.  When  you  have  become  a  captain  of  the  situ- 
ation 3'ou  will  find  those  waters  endless  and  have  enough  salt  in 
them  to  crystalize  superstition.  The  waters  that  are  constantly 
pouring  over  the  cascade  of  erudition  only  whiles  away  the  time 
until  it  meets  the  great  sea  of  manifestation  and  as  the  Christian 
ministers  call  me  coarse,  crude,  low  and  untruthful,  they  forget 
I  have  penetrated  into  the  womb  of  time  and  found  there  a  babe 
lying  in  a  dormant  coiidition.  I  touched  it  with  my  will  power 
and  it  sprang  into  life  and  it  swore  to  me  on  the  altar  of  oblation 
that  it  would  become  a  martyr  of  all  time  and  that  it  would  drink 
from  the  cup  of  the  seven  .senses,  omitting  the  sixth  degree  so 
that  it  might  hurry  on  through  restless  souls  and  bring  them  to 
a  heaven  of  peace  and  futurity  and  as  we  cross  our  swords  in  the 
form  of  an  emblem  of  growth,  and  the  Grand  Master  says,  "Peace 
be  with  you"  sons  of  earth,  as  your  drill  lacks  no  strength  and 
the  combination  is  that  of  charity  to  all  humanity  and  the  higher 
degree  speaks  for  itself  claiming  the  power  of  peace  and  good  will 
on  earth.  When  sordid  action  assails  your  ranks,  remember 
the  aspiration  that  emanates  from  the  high  degree  spread  your 
hands  to  the  four  points  of  the  world  and  say,  "I  have  manifested 
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the  compass  and  celebity  of  the  waking  mind.  The  Grand 
Master  will  proclaim  "Finis"  or  finished — or,  as  you  say  in  the 
Masonic  vocabulary,  "It  is  finished." 

And  so,  gentlemen,  I  hope  I  have  finished  my  communica- 
tion, and  I  thank  you  all  for  your  abiding  condition  and  bearing 
with  me  to  this  true  manifest  which  I  give  unto  the  world. 

Always  a  Theosophist  unto  all  time. 

MADAME  BLAVATSKY. 

Given  in  the  presence  of  E.  W.  Hulburd,  F.  D.  C.  ]\Ieyer  and 
John  E.  High. 


Juanita  Jaurez 

Chapter  XXXI 


July  22,  1905. 
Mr.  J.  R.  Francis,  Editor: — 

Some  time  ago  I  forwarded  to  the  Progressive  Thinker  a 
communication  from  General  Winfield  Scott  which  was  a  pre- 
diction made  by  him  through  the  mediumship  of  Justin  Hulburd, 
October  2,  1885,  in  regard  to  the  great  California  Desert.  Now 
comes  Juanita  Juarez — his  spirit  mate — who  was  with  him  when 
he  made  the  prediction  and  makes  what  might  be  called  a  sup- 
plementary prediction,  which  I  forward  for  publication,  if  you 
think  it  worthy  to  fill  the  space  it  will  occupy.  In  a  few  places  I 
have  made  slight  alteration  in  the  phraseology  to  make  it  more 
clear  to  the  vmderstanding  of  the  reader,  but  have  adhered  strictly 
to  the  meaning  she  wished  to  convey. 

The  great  rush  of  settlers  to  the  desert  is  a  surprise  to  Cali- 
fornia and  spirit  General  Scott  says  it  is  coming  much  sooner 
than  he  expected  when  he  made  the  prediction,  in  1885.  He  says 
the  floods  of  this  season  will  be  something  of  a  set-back  to  the 
immigration,  but  they  will  soon  overcome  that  trouble  and  the 
rush  become  greater  than  ever. 

Juanita  Juarez  was  the  private  spy  of  General  Scott  when  he 
was  in  the  City  of  Mexico,  during  the  war  with  that  country. 

E.  W.  HULBURD. 


Me  say  Good  morning,  friend.  Me  Juanita  Juarez.  Me 
make  talk  for  you.  Me  no  talk  English  so  good.  Winfield, 
he  say  you  make  it  good  in  your  tongue.  Him  say  I  try  talk 
like  you.  I  will  try  plenty  now,  so  make  it  good.  Him  say  I 
come    this    time    make    plenty    talk.      Plenty    big   desert.      That 
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desert  by  and  l)y  will  ha\e  plenty  people — make  plenty  talk- 
some  like  you,  some  like  that  other  one — foreigners.  Me  tell  you 
now,  heap  water  go  through  in  the  canal.  Oh,  plenty,  plenty 
deep  and  plenty  wide.  W'infield  say,  "All  along  the  sides  of  the 
canal  will  be  strong  dykes  which  will  confine  the  water  to  the 
channels.  The  main  canal  will  be  one  hundred  feet  wide  and 
forty  feet  deep.  Alucho  grande  boats  will  go  on  that  water.  They 
will  have  many  good  boats.  A  canal  will  be  built  to  the  gulf  on 
which  boats  will  run  from  the  city  to  the  gulf,  along  the  canal 
will  be  many  small  towns.  Bath  houses  will  be  numerous ;  on 
the  gulf  will  be  many  resorts. 

The  desert  will  become  grand  and  beautiful,  trillions,  mil- 
lions of  people  will  be  there.  They  will  have  plenty  money 
and  will  build  a  large  city,  plenty  wide  streets,  plenty  houses. 
People  what  come  from  where  it  is  cold  in  winter  like  it  here ; 
good,nice  ride,  plenty  sail.  By  and  by  they  will  build  big  house 
— you  call  him  hotel.  It  be  plenty  big.  Two  thousand  people 
will  go  in  that  house.  All  mucho  grande — plenty  trees,  plenty 
florita,  (you  call  him  flower).  Oh,  plenty  so  beautiful.  Plenty 
people  come  what's  sick — mucho  marie — they  have  plenty 
money ;  they  make  big  houses — oh,  beautiful  houses.  They 
make  them  canals  so  big;  them  big  ships  come  up  out  of  the  big 
water  to  them  big  city.  ?\Iucho  grande.  They  will  grow  all 
kinds  of  fruit.  All  winter,  all  summer  they  got  plenty  fruit. 
They  got  plenty  them  little  ones  what  you  eat  all  the  time.  I 
can  no  make  that  name  good — Oh,  me  got  him  now,  "vege- 
tables,"— plenty  berries  all  time  plenty.  By  and  by  they  make 
that  water  from  mountain  come  down  in  ditch  like,  him  go  in 
pipe  to  mucho  grande  city.  By  and  by  plenty  railroad  got  no 
fire  box,  they  make  him  go ;  got  no  fire.  All  over,  all  over,  they 
make  em  go ;  plenty  railroad,  plenty  boats  go  by  electricity — 
they  gather  electricity  from  the  air.  By  and  by  they  got  them 
flying  ships  what's  in  the  air ;  mucho  grande  too.  By  and  by 
plenty  people,  plenty  money,  they  make  it  so  grand  people  come 
all  plenty  from  all  countries ;  it  so  nice,  it  so  beautiful — no  coun- 
try like  this.  All  around  in  the  water  plenty  fish  ;  they  like  that. 
All  plenty  melon,  plenty  orange,  plenty  lemon,  plenty  guava, 
plenty  banana,  plent}'  pineapple,  plenty  nuts,  plenty  pear,  plenty 
everything.     There  comes  a  time  when  she'm  got  twelve  million 
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people.  In  them  mountains  they  make  big  ones — what  you  call 
em  ?.  Oh,  me  got  em — reservoirs — for  to  keep  water  plenty  long 
time.  In  them  valley  heap  high  tree  grow,  got  plenty  water.  In 
the  mountains  they  got  plenty  stone,  white,  blue,  brown  and 
other  kinds,  too.  In  that  valley  got  heap  big  house,  plenty  mans 
and  plenty  womans,  they  go  and  look  in  them  books,  they  make 
read,  make  them  mans  and  womans  got  big  think,  what  you  call 
— Oh,  yes,  "College."  Oh,  plenty  big;  so  big  I  no  can  tell  you. 
They  make  it  so  good ;  they  got  no  winter. 

When  my  spirit  mate  Winfield  came  by  my  country,  I  tell 
him  there's  plenty  desert,  you  go  see.  When  him's  by  my  coun- 
try, I  help  him  plenty  time.  I  tell  him  many  things  that  make 
him  help;  he  like  that.  He  go  see  desert.  Ale  go,  too;  he  love 
me  plenty.  He  tell  me,  "Juanita,  you  good  angel ;  you  tell  plenty 
things ;  now  me  love  you  for  that."  In  the  spirit  world  we  all 
time  be  there;  we  spirit  mates.  He  tell  me,  "Now,  Juanita,  you 
make  talk  this  time  him  make  em  good  for  the  paper.  I  can  no 
talk  your  tongue  good.  I  no  make  it  like  you,  what  you  make  it 
like  the  book.  Winfield,  him  say,  "You  make  it  like  the  book 
plenty  straight.''  Now,  you  make  him  good.  Me  bleege  em. 
Good  day.  Next  time  me  make  it  better,  maybe.  That  man  he 
say  to  me,  "You  make  em  grammar  like  in  your  talk."  Me  go 
now.  Him  say^  "This  make  consolation  for  the  people."  Him 
say.  "This  is  the  foundation  for  you  make  the  talk."  Bueno 
Diaz.     Me  Juanita  Juarez.     Winfield  Scott. 

A  spirit  says,  "The  desert  will  raise  fruit  and  vegetables 
the  whole  year  round  for  the  eastern  market.  It  will  become  the 
paradise  of  America  for  vegetables. 

Sent  the  Progressive  Thinker,  July  24,   1905,  but  declined. 


John  Hammond 

Chapter  XXXII 


Sunday,  August,  1901. 

Good  morning,  sir.  I  come  this  morning  to  practice  my 
Sabbath  devotion  by  relating  and  adding  a  little  spice  in  the 
history  of  this  individual. 

At  one  time  during  the  Civil  War,  I  was  a  chaplain  and  con- 
nected with  the  Union  Army.  If  there  was  any  preaching  in  me 
I  felt  it  my  duty  to  tell  the  soldiers  in  the  field  of  God  and  the 
beauties  connected  with  the  great  divinity  in  life.  I  thought  I 
would  leave  my  church  and  parish  to  some  other  sleepy  hollow 
that  he  might  preach  and  pray  about  something  that  they  called 
the  great  divine  Savior. 

W^hen  I  was  connected  with  the  army,  one  day  I  was  at  the 
headquarters  of  General  Meade.  A  sprucy-looking  little  chap 
came  up  with  blue  pants,  blue  jacket  and  brass  buttons  and  a 
military  cap  on  his  head.  When  he  got  in  front  of  the  general's 
tent  he  came  to  attention,  saluting  the  general  in  military  style, 
he  said,  "General,  I  would  like  a  word  with  you  in  private,  if  you 
have  the  time  to  spare."  The  general  said,  "Certainl}-,  Puss, 
come  this  way."  He  turned  around  to  me,  saying,  "Chaplain,  ex- 
cuse me  for  a  few  minutes.  The  Little  One  has  something  to 
communicate."  He  then  led  the  way,  the  Little  One  following 
him.  They  remained  closeted  in  the  back  part  of  the  tent  for 
fully  an  hour.  AMien  they  came  forth,  the  general  addressed 
me  saying,  "Chaplain,  go  and  hold  your  services.  I  will 
not  be  present  this  morning.  There  is  another  duty  that  requires 
my  immediate  attention." 

He  ordered  his  horse  to  be  brought  up  in  front  of  his  quar- 
ters. He  gave  some  directions  to  those  in  attendance.  He  then 
mounted  his  horse,  saying  to  the  Little  One,  "Come,  sweetheart. 
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put  one  of  your  feet  onto  mine  and  give  me  your  hand,"  which 
the  Little  One  did,  and  vaulted  up  behind  him  like  a  circus  rider. 
Then  they  rode  off.  I  addressed  one  of  the  officers  present, 
saying,  "Who  is  that  little  chap  that  conveys  such  information 
to  the  general  and  takes  him  away  from  morning  services?" 
The  officer  said,  "They  call  him  little  Warren,  and  he  is  the 
bearer  of  despatches  quite  frequently  to  the  general."  I  said, 
"He  is  almost  too  pretty  for  a  boy.  He  should  have  been  a  girl." 
He  said,  "Some  say  it  is  a  girl,  but  no  one  knows,  as  far  as  we 
can  understand,  and  we  have  to  treat  him  with  the  greatest  re- 
spect. If  we  didn't  I  believe  our  shoulder  straps  would  come 
off."  I  said,  "Oh,  ho !  That's  the  way  of  it,  it  it?"  He  said  "Yes ; 
that's  the  way  of  it.  Chaplain.  When  he  visits  the  General,  that 
same  day  or  the  next  there  are  orders  given  to  prepare  for  battle. 
Then  we  understand  the  little  chap  has  been  the  bearer  of  de- 
spatches." 

I  bade  the  officer  good  morning  and  went  to  prepare  for 
morning  services.  At  about  three  o'clock  that  afternoon  we 
received  orders  to  make  preparation  and  prepare  for  battle  early 
in  the  morning,  and  it  was  a  bloody  battle — the  battle  of  An- 
tietam — where  the  men  were  mowed  down  like  sheep.  The  next 
time  that  I  saw  the  little  individual  he  was  riding  past  on  a 
horse,  in  a  little  tweed  suit  of  clothes,  and  looked  very  much  like 
a  low  Southern,  such  as  the  negroes  call  "low,  white  trash."  I 
said  to  Colonel  Henderson,  "Who  is  that  Little  One,  and  what 
is  he  to  the  army?"  He  said,  "God  only  knows;  I  don't.  We 
receive  orders  from  headquarters  that  we  are  to  grant  his  re- 
quests, if  it  is  in  our  power."  He  says  to  me,  "Chaplain,  what 
do  you  think  about  it?  Is  it  a  boy  or  a  girl?"  I  told  him,  I 
thought  it  was  too  pretty  for  a  boy.  He  said  to  me,  "One  day 
that  Little  One  came  riding  inside  of  our  lines,  as  if  the  devil 
was  after  him.  I  heard  some  balls  whizzing.  I  looked  up  and 
saw  two  rebel  officers  who  had  just  turned  their  horses  and  were 
galloping  off  towards  the  rebel  lines.  Some  of  the  cavalry  went 
after  them,  but  the  officers  got  too  far  in  advance,  and  the  cav- 
alry could  not  capture  them.  As  that  individual  passed  my 
c|uarters  at  breakneck  s])eed,  making  for  one  of  the  New  York 
regiments,  as  I  understood,  he  became  too  exhausted  and  fell 
from  his  horse.       He  was  picked  up  by  a  Captain  Knowles,  who 
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seemed  to  be  acquainted  with  him.  He  carried  him  into  his 
tent  and  would  allow  no  one  to  come  near  him.  When  the  horse 
was  caught  by  the  men  it  was  found  to  be  the  property  of  a  rebel 
officer. 

I  approached  the  tent  of  Captain  Knovvles  and  asked  him, 
"Who  was  the  little  chap  and  what  is  he  doing  with  a  rebel  of- 
ficer's horse  inside  of  the  Union  line?"  The  captain  answered 
me  quite  curt,  saying,  "Colonel,  that  is  none  of  your  business  nor 
mine.  A^'hen  he  comes  around  all  right  he  will  answ^er  for  him- 
self." 

This  Captain  Knowles,  Chaplain,  is  a  cousin  of  Warren's, 
and  knows  more  about  that  Little  One  than  he  wishes  to  tell.  I 
said,  "Captain  Knowles,  I  am  colonel  of  this  regiment  and  de- 
mand an  explanation.  WHiy  did  this  Little  One  come  racing  or 
running  at  breakneck  speed,  pursued  by  two  rebel  officers? 
Captain  Knowles,  I  want  an  explanation  of  this."  He  said, 
"Colonel,  you  must  receive  your  explanation  from  your  superior 
officer,  'Sir.  Warren.  I  have  sent  for  him  to  come  and  get  his 
boy.  I  said,  "Is  this  Warren's  boy?"  He  said,  "Yes,  Colonel, 
it  is,  and  if  you  attempt  to  question  him  or  treat  him  unfairly  in 
any  way  it  will  cost  you  your  position  in  the  army,  so  you  will 
oblige  me  by  withdrawing  to  your  own  quarters  and  leave  him  to 
me."  In  about  an  hour  afterwards,  Warren  rode  up  attended 
by  his  staff;  also  he  had  the  company  of  General  Sheridan.  I 
drew  near  to  the  tent  to  pay  my  respects  to  my  superiors.  Wlien 
I  looked  into  the  tent  ^^'arren  had  the  Little  One  in  his  arms, 
saying,  "Oh,  sweetheart,  open  your  e^^es  and  look  at  me.  It's 
me.  Papa  W^arren."  He  addressed  Captain  Knowles,  saying, 
"Captain,  how  did  it  all  happen?"  Captain  Knowles  gave  a  full 
explanation  of  what  transpired  as  far  as  he  knew.  W'arren 
handed  the  Little  One  to  General  Sheridan,  who  took  him  in  his 
arms.  Then  Warren  took  a  flask  of  liquor  out  of  his  pocket, 
addressing  Captain  Knowles,  he  said,  "Cousin  Robert,  oblige 
me  with  some  water."  That  was  the  first  time  I  knew  Knowles 
was  a  cousin  of  Warren's.  While  General  Sheridan  was  holding 
the  Little  One  in  his  arms  I  stooped  down,  looking  over  his 
shoulder  at  the  Little  One,  when  the  general  looked  up  and  said 
to  me,  "God,  Colonel :  but  he  is  pretty.  He  is  too  pretty  for 
such  a  business.''     ^^'arren  looked  up  and  spoke  sharp,  saying. 
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"Sheridan,  bring  him  here."  Then  the  flaps  of  the  tent  were 
dropped  and  he  was  shut  out  from  my  gaze.  He  said,  "Chap- 
lain, there  is  a  secret  in  that  Little  One's  life.  Perhaps  some 
day  it  will  be  revealed  to  the  world.  He  goes  and  comes  at  his 
pleasure  and  no  one  dare  question  him.  They  say  he  is  older 
than  he  looks." 

One  day,  while  I  w^as  in  Washington,  I  saw  him  sitting  in  a 
carriage  between  General  Scott  and  President  Lincoln.  They 
were  coming  down  Pennsylvania  avenue.  He  said,  "I  tell  you, 
Chaplain,  that  Little  One  is  no  common  stock,  and  don't  you 
forget  it."  That  same  evening  that  I  saw  him  in  the  carriage, 
about  half-past  eleven  I  saw  him  riding  in  another  carriage  with 
General  Scott  and  another  gentleman,  whom  I  could  not  recog- 
nize. They  drove  up  in  front  of  a  fashionable  restaurant,  got 
out,  went  in  and  had  some  refreshments.  I  followed  them  in  to 
see  if  I  could  discover  some  of  their  conversation.  They  talked 
so  low  I  gained  no  knowledge  whatever.  When  they  had  finished 
their  repast  and  rose  to  go  towards  their  carriage  the  other  gen- 
tleman said,  "General,  you  and  Puss  must  come  and  stop  with 
me  tonight.  My  wife  said  I  mustn't  fail  to  bring  you,  for  the 
women  folks  have  prepared  some  undergarments  for  the  Little 
One."  The  little  chap  spoke  up  and  said,  "Uncle  Scott,  I  want 
a  big  drink  of  lemonade  and  lots  of  lemon  in  it,  too."  I  didn't 
want  your  old  wine."  Just  then  Mr.  Stanton  and  another  gen- 
tleman entered  the  restaurant  and  when  he  discovered  the  party 
he  came  forward,  holding  out  his  hands,  saying,  "Why,  gentle- 
men, this  is  a  surprise."  At  the  same  time  the  Little  One  dodged 
behind  General  Scott,  who  hid  him  entirely  from  the  other  gen- 
tlemen. Mr.  Stanton  said,  "Gentlemen,  come  join  me  in  a  glass 
of  wine."  The  general  said,  "Friend  Stanton,  you  will  have  to 
forgive  us  tonight,  we  were  on  our  way  to  Mr.  Chase's  home  to 
spend  the  night — that  is,  the  Little  One  and  myself."  He  looked 
around  to  present  the  Little  One ;  when  he  saw  he  wasn't  there 
he  said,  "Where  in  hell  has  he  got  to  now?  I  will  be  damned, 
Stanton,  if  you  haven't  got  your  hands  on  him  he  will  disappear 
like  a  sky  rocket."  Just  then  the  Little  One  came  up  between 
Stanton  and  the  general,  saying,  while  he  was  looking  up  in  the 
general's  face,  "Oh,  Uncle  Scott,  you  said  a  naughty  word."  The 
general  said,  "I  will  be  damned  if  you  wouldn't  make  God  him- 
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self  swear.  Now,  you  stand  right  in  front  of  me,  where  I  can 
see  you."  At  the  same  time  the  general  placed  his  arm  around 
him  and  looking  at  the  gentlemen,  said,  "Have  either  of  you  a 
chain  or  a  strong  piece  of  cord  about  you,  so  that  we  can  tie 
him  to  Chase  and  myself,  for  I  believe  in  God  we  will  lose  him 
before  we  get  home  yet.  I  tell  you,  Stanton,  he  will  slip  out  of 
your  hands  like  an  eel,"  which  made  all  the  people  near  by  burst 
out  laughing. 

The  gentleman  called  Chase  said,  "Gentlemen,  we  will  join 
you  just  once  and  then  we  will  get  into  the  carriage  and  go 
home  for  the  general  is  not  as  young  as  he  was  forty  years  ago." 
They  all  walked  towards  a  table  that  was  prepared  for  them,  the 
general  leading  the  Little  One  by  holding  on  to  the  collar  of  his 
jacket,  which  made  us  all  laugh.  \Mien  they  had  got  to  the  table 
the  general  placed  the  Little  One  on  a  chair  next  to  the  wall, 
saying,  "Now,  you  sit  there  where  Lncle  Scott  can  see  you;  he 
hasn't  seen  you  for  over  a  month.  I  suppose  you  have  been 
gallivanting  over  the  whole  country.  You  are  worse  than  any 
young  colt  I  ever  saw,  I  tell  you.  Puss,  you  are  breaking  Uncle 
Scott's  heart  the  way  you  are  going  on.  Xow,  tomorrow  morn- 
ing we  are  going  to  start  for  home  and  I  tell  you.  Puss,  you  are 
going  to  stay  right  there  if  I  have  to  put  a  big  ball  and  chain 
to  your  feet  until  the  war  is  over  and  Papa  Warren  comes  for 
you,"  which  made  us  all  laugh.  We  could  see  that  the  old  gen- 
eral felt  bad  the  way  the  Little  One  was  going  on,  and  that  it 
worried  him  a  great  deal.  They  drank  their  glass  of  wine  and 
got  up  to  go  to  their  carriage.  Mr  .Stanton  and  the  other  gen- 
tlemen accompanied  them.  I  followed  thinking  I  might  learn 
something  from  their  conversation.  When  they  arrived  at  the 
carriage  and  the  coachman  had  opened  the  door  to  admit  them 
the  general  said,  "Xow,  Puss,  you  get  in  ahead  of  me.  so  that  I 
can  keep  my  eyes  on  you."  He  stepped  into  the  carriage  ahead 
of  the  general,  but  I  will  be  damned,  Chaplain,  if  he  didn't  van- 
ish out  the  other  side  like  a  streak  of  lightning  and  the  poor  old 
general  fell  on  to  the  floor  of  the  carriage  with  a  heavy  groan, 
saying,  "Oh,  God,  he  is  gone."  Two  of  them  w'ent  to  pick  him 
up,  while  the  rest  of  us  ran  around  the  carriage  to  see  if  we 
could  not  intercept  the  young  scoundrel  and  bring  him  back, 
but  he  had  vanished  into  the  night  as  if  the  earth  had  swallowed 
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him  up  :  he  was  nowhere  to  be  seen.  When  they  had  lifted  the  gen- 
eral and  placed  him  on  the  seat,  I  heard  one  of  the  most  fiendish 
mocking"  laughs  that  I  ever  heard  in  my  life.  It  seemed  to  come 
out  of  the  air,  when  the  general  said,  "Damn  you,  selfish  spirits. 
You  will  be  the  ruin  of  our  little  Pet,  yet." 

Mr.  Chase  spoke  to  ]\Ir.  Stanton  and  the  other  gentlemen, 
saying,  "Get  in  gentlemen,  and  accompany  me  to  my  home  and 
we  will  try  and  cheer  up  the  general  for  that  damned  imp  of 
hell  is  worrying  the  life  out  of  him.  He  is  an  uncanny  being. 
You  never  can  tell  anything  about  him.  He  is  here  today  and 
there  tomorrow,  and  I  think  the  general  is  very  foolish  to  allow 
such  a  creature  to  worry  him  so.  The  general  spoke  up  and 
said.  "I  love  the  Little  One  and  he  lives  me.  His  life  has  been 
such  a  hard  one  that  I  wish  those  damned  spirits  could  be  all 
shut  up  in  a  lunatic  asylum.  He  had  no  sooner  said  the  words, 
Chaplain,  when  we  heard  that  mocking  laugh  again.  It  sent  such 
a  chill  down  my  back  that  I  thought  I  was  going  to  fall  on  the  side 
walk.  \\^hen  the  general  heard  the  laugh  he  gave  such  a  groan, 
Chaplain,  that  it  went  to  my  heart.  Then  a  voice  in  the  air 
said,  "Until  the  end,  AMnfield."  The  general  said,  "Oh,  God, 
until  the  end."  The  man  who  bore  the  name  of  Chase  spoke  up 
and  said,  "Sam,  for  the  love  of  Christ,  drive  home,  if  you  ever 
expect  to  get  us  there  tonight.  Every  time  where  that  damned 
imp  is  something  is  happening,  and  he  is  breaking  the  general's 
heart.  I  believe  the  cursed  imp  was  born  in  hell  anyhow.  Drive 
on,  I  tell  you ;  drive  on."  They  left.  Chaplain,  and  how  I  got  to 
my  room  at  the  hotel  I  never  can  tell  you.  The  first  thing  that 
I  had  any  knowledge  of  was  that  the  sun  was  shining  warm  into 
my  room  in  the  morning.  I  looked  at  my  watch  and  discovered 
it  was  ten  o'clock.  I  got  up,  dressed  and  went  to  breakfast. 
After  attending  to  the  wants  of  the  inner  man,  I  called  on  a  few 
friends  to  bid  they  good  bye.  They  all  said,  "Colonel,  you  look 
very  pale  this  morning."  After  I  bade  them  good  bye  I  made 
tracks  for  my  regiment. 

"Chaplain,  the  experience  I  had  that  night  convinces  me  we 
live  hereafter  and  that  little  cricket  you  saw  passing  here  today 
riding  on  that  horse  is  a  medium  and  I  believe  there  is  a  mystery 
connected  with  his  life  and  some  day  that  secret  will  astonish 
the  world."     He  took  hf)ld  of  my  hand  and  laid  his  other  hand 
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on  my  shoulder,  sa^nng,  "I  am  going.  Chaplain  to  tell  you  some- 
thing and  this  must  be  a  secret  between  you  and  me.  I  believe 
that  Little  One  is  a  woman,  and  the  wife  of  General  Warren. 
I  have  confided  this  to  you,  Chaplain,  and  it  must  be  kept  secret. 
I  rely  on  your  honor  as  a  gentleman.  I  have  been  told  that 
that  would-be  boy  is  seen  frequently  at  the  White  House  and 
that  he  enters  President  Lincoln's  private  office  at  will.  Chap- 
lain, let  us  now  watch  the  outcoming  of  all  this.  Some  day 
it  will  l)e  read  by  the  world  like  a  novel,  for  I  feel  it  in  my  soul."' 
After  the  war  was  over  and  peace  once  more  reigned  in  our 
land,  one  day  as  I  was  w'alking  along  a  street  in  Rochester,  I 
saw  a  bill  poster,  posting  bills  on  a  fence.  I  could  not  tell  why 
I  was  attracted  to  those  bills  but  I  waited  until  he  had  finished 
posting  them,  then  I  read  the  bill,  which  said,  "The  little  queen 
of  burlesque  will  appear  at  the  Opera  House  on  September  4th. 
If  you  wish  to  enjoy  a  good  laugh,  don't  fail  to  come,  as  she 
appears  only  one  night  before  sailing  for  England."  Then  I 
went  on  my  way,  thinking  nothing  further  of  it.  On  the  morn- 
ing of  the  4th  of  September  I  called  at  a  book  store  on  the  main 
street  to  make  a  few  purchasers.  While  I  was  selecting  the  ma- 
terial I  required  Colonel  Henderson  walked  into  the  store. 
^^4^en  he  saw  me  he  came  forward,  laughing,  saying,  "Ham- 
mond, you  are  just  the  very  man  I  want  to  see."  I  said,  "What's 
up  now.  Colonel?"  He  said,  "Who  do  you  suppose  is  in  town?" 
I  said,  "Has  his  honorable  worshipful  Master  come  to  town  to 
grace  our  city  with  his  presence?  Of  course  it's  no  one  else  but 
the  President  of  the  L'nited  States  who  could  make  you  feel  so 
happy  this  morning."  He  said,  "No,  it  is  Mr.  A\'arren  with  his 
Little  One  ;  I  saw  their  names  in  the  list  of  arrivals  at  the  hotel." 
I  immediately  put  on  my  coat  and  hat,  called  at  the  hotel  and 
was  received  very  graciously  by  ]\lr.  \\"arren,  who  invited  me 
to  sit  down  and  have  a  cup  of  chocolate  as  they  had  their  break- 
fast served  in  their  rooms.  He  said  to  me,  "Plenderson.  my 
boy,  I  have  most  all  our  meals  served  in  our  own  apartments, 
as  I  have  to  watch  what  my  Little  One  eats,  in  case  his  stomach 
gets  out  of  order.  I  don't  allow  him  to  rise  early  in  the  morning 
only  when  we  have  to  take  an  early  train.  We  arrived  here 
last  night  by  the  express,  as  you  see  he  takes  a  little  breakfast 
in  bed  and  after  an  hour  or  hour  and  a  half  he  gets  up  and  I  give 
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him  a  bath,  then  he  dresses  and  sits  down  to  the  table  and  finishes 
the  rest  of  his  breakfast.  If  there  is  anything  else  he  would  like 
in  place  of  that  which  we  have  it  is  ordered  and  brought  to  the 
room.  He  works  hard  at  the  theater  during  the  performance 
and  we  enjoy  our  breakfast  much  better  in  our  own  rooms  than 
by  going  to  the  public  dining-room. 

"You  see,  Henderson,  while  w^e  travel  the  only  home  we 
have  in  our  suite  of  rooms  in  the  hotel.  Our  life  is  largely  a  Bo- 
hemian one  and  we  must  take  all  the  comfort  out  of  it  that  we 
possibly  can.  Some  da}^  we  are  going  to  settle  down  on  the 
Hudson,  then  you  must  come  and  make  us  a  visit  and  bring  your 
family,  for  my  Little  One  likes  company,  especially  children. 
The  mother  nature  is  largely  developed  in  that  little  body.  He 
would  like  to  hug  and  kiss  all  the  kids  in  the  country.  He  draws 
no  line  at  color."  I  enjoyed  a  second  breakfast  with  them  hugely. 
\Mien  leaving,  \A"arren  handed  me  an  envelope  wnth  these  tickets 
in  it,  saying,  "Bring  your  friends  tonight." 

"Xow,  Hammond,  we  will  go  and  see  what  that  little  urchin 
can  do  on  the  stage.  If  he  can  fly  around  the  stage  as  quickly  as 
he  flew  out  the  other  side  of  that  carriage  on  that  night  he  will  be 
worth  looking  at."  There  were  twelve  of  us  went  in  a  body  to 
gaze  on  that  little  piece  of  humanity.  The  play  was  "Aladdin," 
and  of  all  the  antics  of  a  young  scamp  that  could  be  produced  on 
a  stage  for  the  public  to  look  at  we  saw  them  manifested  to  the 
height  of  perfection  that  night.  I  said  to  Henderson,  "That 
urchin  is  a  natural  born  scamp  or  he  could  not  do  those  things 
so  natural."  He  said  to  me,  "Hammond,  keep  quiet ;  I  want 
to  tell  you  something.  \Miile  we  were  looking  and  enjoying  the 
performance  that  voice  came  to  me  again  and  said,  'Tell  that 
dufifer,  Hammond,  that  sits  alongside  of  you,  when  he  has  got 
through  preaching  hell  and  hell  fire  by  the  ton,  then  he  will 
pass  out  of  his  body  and  we  will  have  some  other  work  for  him." 
I  said,  "Henderson,  it  is  wicked  for  you  to  listen  to  the  devil  in 
that  way.  He  will  tempt  you  and  lead  you  to  ruin  some  day." 
He  said,  "If  he  will  only  lead  me  to  where  I  can  take  that  young 
scamp  in  my  arms  and  give  me  a  good  chance  to  kiss  and  hug 
him  I  will  be  willing  to  stand  what  follows."  I  said,  "Hender- 
son, my  friend.  I  am  afraid  you  are  on  the  broad  road  that  leads 
to  destruction." 
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Just  then  the  curtain  went  up  to  some  Hvely  music.  There 
was  the  Little  One  discovered  with  a  beautiful  tight-fitting  suit 
to  display  his  form  to  the  people.  He  was  smoking  a  cigar  that 
looked  pretty  nearly  as  big  as  he  did  ;  he  walked  down  to  the 
footlights,  looked  at  the  people  in  a  roguish  way,  gave  a  wink  to 
the  old  men  and  dudes  in  the  front,  threw  his  foot  out  with  a 
kick,  that  he  was  noted  for,  so  the  papers  say.  He  struck  a 
gallus  position,  took  the  cigar  out  of  his  mouth,  cocked  his  head 
on  one  side  and  commenced  to  sing,  "Walking  on  the  spar,  a- 
smoking  a  sigar."  Then  I  commenced  to  think  I  wouldn't  mind 
if  I  had  a  smack  at  those  lips  myself ;  but  you  know  I  was  a 
minister  of  the  gospel  and  wouldn't  dare  to  put  my  thoughts  into 
practice  if  any  one  was  near  by  looking  on ;  but,  Oh,  Lord !  if  I 
had  only  had  the  creature  alone  I'm  damned  if  I  wouldn't  have 
broken  the  ten  commandments.  I  preached  a  few  years  longer 
when  I  passed  out  of  the  body. 

One  day  in  spirit  life  I  saw  a  very  benevolent-looking  spirit 
coming  towards  me.  AVhen  he  reached  where  I  was  standing 
he  put  out  his  hand,  saying,  "Friend  Hammond,  I  have  work  for 
you."  I  said,  "Mr.  Franklin  harness  me  up,  I  have  loafed  and 
rested  long  enough.  I  want  to  enter  the  field  of  progress.  I 
have  become  tired  of  being  an  old  religious  fossil.  'Aint  there 
some  way  in  this  life  that  I  can  reach  the  people  of  earth  and 
tell  them  their  superstitious  religion  is  all  a  dream  and  a  lie?  It 
is  all  man  made  and  built  up  by  selfish  priestcraft  to  hold  the 
human  race  in  bondage  and  superstition  so  that  those  vipers  of 
priestcraft  may  live  on  the  fat  of  the  land,  get  drunk  and  hold 
intrigues  with  weak-minded  women,  who  think  it  is  heavenly  to 
lay  up  with  these  coarse,  crude,  licentious  brutes  in  nature  who 
have  been  educated  in  book  learning  to  fit  them  for  priestcraft 
and  to  ])ecome  the  leeches  of  the  human  race.  In  ancient  times 
they  worshipped  animals  and  other  brute  creation  such  as  they 
call  priestesses  of  the  temple  ;  but  in  the  present  day  they  are 
called  harlots  who  live  in  houses  for  the  accommodation  of  men 
or  in  other  words,  you  might  call  them  beautiful  yachts  to  serve 
the  ministers  of  priestcraft  while  sailing  on  their  bodies  in  the 
mazy  dance  of  fornication,  or  in  other  words,  low  prostitution 
which  the  poor,  misguided  creatures  think  will  lead  them  to  the 
paths  of  heaven  because  they  have  tasted  of  the  sexual  organ  of 
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these  vampires  that  prey  on  the  human  family.  This  man  made 
God  and  his  God-forsaken  mother  that  they  speak  of,  who  tempt- 
ed an  old  imbecile  to  play  father  to  her  bastard — this  is  the  ma- 
terial that  your  Christian  religion  is  built  on."  I  could  say  more, 
but  this  time  I  thought  I  would  be  gentle  and  mild  while  deal- 
ing with  this  diabolical  question  which  is  no  question  at  all,  but 
merely  a  mystic  illusion  forced  on  to  the  people  by  the  inquis- 
ition, the  fiery  faggot,  rapine  and  the  bloody  sword  that  forced 
people  into  a  delusion  that  must  be  wiped  out  by  the  power  and 
growth  of  evolution.  Hail  the  day  when  the  churches  will  be- 
come the  temples  of  science  and  common  reason,  and  good 
judgment  will  be  seated  on  the  throne  of  Justice,  dealing  out 
Truth,  Mercy,  Love  and  Charity  to  all  quarters  of  the  earth. 
]\Iay  the  true  God  of  Justice  and  the  spirit  world  that  adores 
such  a  principle  bring  it  to  pass. 

Mr.  Franklin  led  me  to  this  ^Medium,  saying,  "]\Iy  dear  friend 
Hammond,  here  you  will  find  an  organ  of  speech  through  which 
you  can  break  down  the  barriers  of  hell,  and  fire  your  grape  and 
canister  into  the  midst  of  superstition,  scattering  it  on  all  sides. 
Now,  see  that  you  do  your  work  well  and  redeem  your  name, 
making  it  fit  a  better  principle  than  that  of  the  low  down  Chris- 
tian slush  that  you  preached  while  inhabiting  an  earth  body  or 
a  physical  astral  in  which  you  degraded  your  manhood  by  telling 
people  there  was  a  burning  hell  paved  with  infants  skulls  that 
you  and  others  did  not  have  the  pleasure  of  dropping  a  little 
sta'ie  water  on  the  child's  forehead  and  giving  it  a  name  that  its 
great  grandchildren  might  bear  and  feel  ashamed  to  think  jts 
great  grandfather  had  been  christened  by  the  sprinkling  of  water 
that  was  the  hazy  bosh  of  that  time. 

I  controlled  this  medium's  organization  for  over  four  years 
and  did  what  I  could  to  redeem  people  and  reclaim  them  froni 
the  age  of  superstition.  I  only  wish  to  God  that  he  was  strong 
and  healthy  that  I  might  strike  the  anvil  so  that  the  sound 
might  go  forth  to  the  world  and  I  would  cry  aloud,  "Hammond 
is  himself  again  come  back  to  undo  the  errors  that  he  had  forced 
upon  the  people  through  a  theological  education,  minus  of  com- 
mon sense  and  Truth." 

I  leave  my  love  ior  the  Little  One,  thanking  him  for  the 
service   he   gave   to   my   ministrations   while   controlling  his   or- 
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ganizatioii.  I  also  thank  you,  sir,  for  taking  down  my  com- 
munication. Alake  up  your  mind,  my  beloved  friend,  you  will 
pass  out  while  in  the  harness.  Good  day,  and  may  God  bless 
you.  Tell  Meyer  I  thank  him  also  for  the  part  he  played  in 
the    work.      Adieu. 

JOHN  HAMMOND. 


Agnes  Sutherland 

Chapter  XXXIII 


(Letter  to  Dr.  Peebles.) 

^larch  10,  1905. 

Brother  Peebles,  a  man  whose  structure  was  built  up  through 
the  rugged  inflation  and  natural  resources  of  the  green  mountain 
atmosphere.  His  life  through  the  peregrinations  of  time  hath 
become  like  a  beautiful  ivy  whose  branches  are  spreading  out  on 
a  solid  wall  of  knowledge,  each  fiber  as  it  clings  to  the  wall  is  an 
expression  of  elevation;  every  cranny  in  the  wall  holds  a  jewel 
called  intuition ;  each  year  produces  a  flourishing  growth  grander 
than  the  previous  one.  As  the  ivy  climbs  up  the  wall  of  knowl- 
edge there  adheres  to  it  a  power  called  "soul's  growth."  When 
the  ivy  has  almost  reached  the  top  and  its  tendrils  have  fastened 
themselves  there  the  ivy  smiles  at  the  sunlight  of  Truth,  who  re- 
ceives it  as  a  welcome  visitor  into  the  hall  of  generations  of  ex- 
perience that  holds  a  vibration  called  the  highest  culture  in 
spiritual  intellect.  In  that  hall  it  beholds  a  map  of  living  life, 
then  it  has  accomplished  a  condition  whereby  it  can  give  birth 
to  a  beautiful  flower  or  chalice  cup ;  into  that  cup  the  angels 
have  breathed  the  violet  breath  of  Heaven,  whose  fragrance 
goes  forth  to  the  children  of  God,  with  messages  of  Soul's  love 
gathered  on  its  peregrination  through  life,  the  roots  have  taken 
up  their  home  in  rich  soil  receiving  nutrition  from  that  great, 
powerful  law  called  Truth  and  as  the  fluid  of  life  pulsates  through 
the  vine  it  produces  a  smile  on  each  leaf;  that  smile  has  created 
an  ofifering  of  peace  to  men  and  women  whereby  their  minds  can 
rest  in  a  law  called  "security."  understanding  the  power  of  prayer 
can  break  up  Obsession  in   its  most  malignant  form. 

Prayer  is  an  antidote  for  all  that  is  cruel  in  life.  When  the 
law  of  Wisdom  has  reached  the  mental  faculties  of  egotistical 
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minds,  they,  too,  can  give  birth  to  a  beautiful  flower  or  chaHce 
cup,  whose  deep  rich  color  was  placed  there  through  the  minds  of 
higher  angels  than  those  groveling  on  earth's  sphere.  There  is 
an  embellishment  that  comes  through  the  power  of  Truth  gar- 
nished by  the  radiations  of  Sunlight ;  that  light  has  destroyed  the 
conception  of  a  sulphurous  hell  and  built  in  its  place  a  school  of 
education.  Dear  Brother  Peebles  is  now  the  principal  teacher. 
Persecution  lies  all  around  the  entrance  to  that  school  house. 
Fear  has  no  place  in  the  tuition  therein.  A  creation  has  taken 
place  in  a  publication  teaching  the  human  intellect  of  Possession 
and  Obsession.  That  book  is  like  Alorse  telegraph,  its  rays 
shall  reach  every  land,  read  and  perused  through  the  eyes  of  all 
heathens  living  in  a  wilderness  of  doubt.  It  will  produce 
a  sense  of  reason  which  is  very  catching  and  I  know  many  of 
the  weak  minds  living  under  a  power  of  egotism  will  catch  on ; 
that  egotistical  faculty  will  become  subdued  through  the  pages 
of  that  book  when  properly  understood  and  their  thinking  fiber 
has  got  to  work  to  solve  the  problem  ;  that  problem  is  a  talis- 
man of  Light  now  revolutionizing  the  great  spiritual  philosophy 
— the  religion  of  the  coming  ages. 

I  thank  you  for  taking  down  this  communication.  Your 
loving  sister,  Pheaness.  a  missionary  in  spirit  life.  I  knew  the 
medium  in  earth  life.  I  was  known  to  him  as  Agnes  Sutherland, 
the  Scotch  nightingale.  I  was  introduced  to  the  American  public 
under  the  management  of  P.  T.  Barnum.  You  will  send  this  to 
Mr.  Peebles.       I  once  more  thank  you. 

P.  S. — The  band  says,  "If  you  wish  to  publish  any  article 
sent  by  them,  you  have  their  full  permission  to  do  so."  They 
say,  "The  letters  that  come  from  them  are  letters  of  friendship." 


Predictions 

Chapter  XXXIV 


On  the  evening  of  November  2,  1900,  while  Justin  Hulburd, 
F.  D.  C.  Aleyer  and  E.  W.  Hulburd  were  enjoying  a  social  chat 
at  the  home  of  the  latter,  near  Descanso,  California,  Justin  was 
controlled  by  an  unknown  spirit  that  did  not  give  its  name,  and 
made  the  following  predictions : 

In  one  hundred  years  the  United  States  will  attain  a  po- 
sition from  which  she  will  arbitrate  the  world.  A  man  will  be 
born  in  the  United  States  who  will  be  a  greater  inventor  than 
Edison.      His  name  will  be  Silas  Strong.    Time  not  given. 

The  greatest  artist  the  world  ever  saw  will  be  born  in  the 
United  States.  '  Time  not  given.  His  name  will  be  Caleb 
Lipman. 

The  United  States  will  be  the  native  country  of  Rachael 
Wiseman,  who  will  be  a  singer  that  will  set  the  world  wild. 

There  will  be  born  in  the  city  of  New  York,  of  Polish  Jew 
parentage,  Solomon  Weber,  (now  in  the  womb),  who  will  be- 
come America's  greatest  statesman.  In  his  previous  incarnation 
he  was  a  Bavarian.  Madame  Blavatsky  will  be  reincarnated. 
She  will  select  her  parents,  who  will  select  her  name  by  lot,  and 
it  will  be  Helen.  She  will  be  the  first  woman  president  of  the 
United  States. 

During  the  evening  of  January  6,  1901,  Dr.  F.  D.  C.  Meyer 
called  at  the  home  of  Justin  Hulburd  and  E.  W.  Hulburd.  He 
said  that  several  times  during  that  afternoon  a  strong  impression 
came  to  make  the  call,  but  he  did  not  heed  it  until  it  came  so 
strong  that  he  could  not  resist.  He  had  been  there  but  a  short 
time  when  Justin  was  controlled  by  a  s])irit  who  said  that  he 
was  Joe  Overmeyer,  an  old  and  intimate  friend  of  Dr.  Meyer, 
who  when  in  the  body  lived  at  Memphis,  Tennessee. 
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The  doctor  was  contemplating'  a  trip  to  the  great  Colorado  des- 
ert to  prospect  for  oil  lands.  The  spirit  gave  him  much  valuable 
advice,  which  he  thought  would  be  of  great  benefit  to  him  in  his 
search. 

Spirit  Overmeyer  made  quite  a  lengthy  stay,  during  which 
Dr.  Meyer  and  Mr.  Hull)urd  conversed  with  him  on  various  sub- 
jects of  interest  to  all.  Among  the  matters  referred  to  were 
the  archeological  predictions  of  Spirit  Sir  Thomas  Clifton,  of 
London,  England,  who,  eighteen  to  twenty  years  ago  predicted 
many  surprising  discoveries,  proving  this  continent  to  have  been 
inhabited  many  ages  prior  to  historical  record,  many  of  which 
have  been  verified.  Spirit  Overmeyer  referring  to  ~Slr.  Clifton 
said  this  continent  had  existed  over  two  billions  of  years,  and  that 
discoveries  would  be  made  greater  than  any  preceding  ones ; 
that  three  hundred  to  four  hundred  feet  below  the  surface  of  the 
earth  would  be  found  plates  of  stone  engraved  in  Sanscrit,  the 
interpretation  of  which  would  be  given  by  spirits.  Referring 
to  a  prediction  made  through  Justin  November  2nd,  he  said  the 
United  States  would  elect  a  woman  president. 

She  would  be  the  reincarnation  of  Madame  Clavatsky,  and 
her  chief  advisor  would  be  reincarnated  \\\  E.  Gladstone.  Re- 
ferring to  the  recent  presidential  election  the  spirit  said  that 
when  in  the  body  he  was  a  rampant  Democrat;  but  he  and  the 
spirit  world  generally  worked  for  the  election  of  Mr.  McKinley, 
who  has  made  the  best  president  since  Lincoln.  He  said  if  Bryan 
had  been,  elected  the  country  would  have  been  ruined.  He  and 
thousands  of  spirits  who  in  earth  life  had  been  Democrats, 
worked  hard  for  the  election  of  McKinley.  Mr.  Gladstone  came 
and  gave  quite  a  lengthy  talk  on  the  question  of  "The  Double." 
which  was  very  interesting  and  instructive. 

Sunday  evening,  January  20,  1901,  Justin's  guides  directed 
]Mr.  Hulburd  to  go  for  Dr.  Meyer  and  ]\Ir.  J.  E.  High.  When 
they  arrived  Justin  was  controlled  by  Mr.  Gladstone,  who  gave 
a  splendid  lecture  on  "Morality,"  after  which  a  beautiful  ]:)ocm 
was  given  by  spirit  Jennie  Lees.  Justin  was  then  controlled  by 
Doctor  ^lever's  old  friend,  Joe  Overmeyer.  He  told  us  that  Mr. 
Gurney.  who  when  in  the  body  was  the  great  photographer  of 
New  York,  was  perfecting  an   invention  by  which  photographs 
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would  be  taken  in  colors,  and  was  now  making  it  known  to  the 
public  for  the  first  time  through  the  mediumship  of  Justin,  who 
was  a  particular  friend  of  his  before  he  passed  to  spirit  life. 

Tuesday  evening,  January  22,  190L  The  same  persons  were 
summoned.  ^Nlr.  Gladstone  again  controlled  Justin,  and  gave  a 
grand  lecture  upon  "Reason,"  which  he  exemplified  by  many  il- 
lustrations. In  the  course  of  the  lecture  he  mentioned  having 
attended  a  lecture  in  spirit  world  given  by  the  personality,  or 
"double"  of  a  spirit  who  claimed  to  have  lived  on  this  earth  the 
incredible  period  of  eight  hundred  and  twenty  billion  years  ago, 
and  said  that  this  earth  was  at  this  time  in  a  high  state  of 
civilization. 

He  lived  on  a  large  continent  beyond  the  North  Pole.  He 
said  that  when  the  Arctic  regions  again  became  inhabitable  there 
would  be  discovered  buried  cities,  showing  that  the  region  about 
the  Xorth  Pole  was  once  inhabited  by  a  highly  civilized  race. 

AA  hen  asked  wdiy  it  was  that  the  people  of  earth  seemed  to 
have  deteriorated,  he  replied,  "Nations  and  races  come  and  go. 
There  are  millions  of  elementary  spirits  in  a  dormant  condition 
who  are  brought  forward  as  conditions  require  to  take  the  place 
of  those  that  pass  away." 

His  lecture  was  intensely  interesting  and  gave  us  a  vast 
deal  of  information  of  great  value.  We  regretted  having  no  one 
to  take  notes  of  the  lecture,  not  only  this,  but  all  preceding  ones. 

He  was  followed  by  Joe  Overmeyer,  who  through  his  friend. 
Doctor  ]\Ieyer,  presented  the  medium  with  a  copy  of  "Rei\ding 
the  Veil." 

Spirit  Overmeyer  gave  quite  an  interesting  talk  upon  various 
subjects  pertaining  to  spirit  life.  Justin  was  then  controlled 
by  his  guardian  spirit  Rosa,  who  gave  one  of  her  usual  humcrous 
chats,  which  are  always  full  of  fun  and  jollity.  The  seance  then 
closed  by  an  unknown  spirit  giving  a  short  poem.  It  should 
have  been  noted  in  its  i)roi)er  place  that  Mr.  Gladstone  predicted 
that  in  one  hundred  ygars  the  United  states  would  be  the  most 
powerful  nation  in  the  world;  that  England  and  the  United  States 
will  have  a  war  with  Russia  and  conquer  her,  and  in  time  Ger- 
many will  unite  her  forces  with  England  anrl  the  United  States. 
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AZTECS 

Saturday  evening,  January  26,  1901.  Justin  had  retired  to 
his  room,  adjoining  the  sitting  room,  unusually  early,  as  he  was 
not  feeling  as  well  as  usual,  while  E.  W.  Hulburd  remained  in 
the  sitting  room  reading. 

After  Justin  had  been  in  bed  about  half  an  hour,  Mr.  Hul- 
burd hearing  something  unusual  went  to  his  room  and  found 
him  under  control  of  strange  spirits,  who  were  singing  in  an  un- 
known language. 

While  speculating  as  to  the  language,  one  of  the  spirits  said, 
"We  are  Aztecs,  and  are  singing  songs  of  our  native  land,  and 
oi:r  war  songs,  and  'Death  to  the  Spaniards.'  "  It  said,  "We  can- 
not sing  in  English,  but  I  can  speak  a  little  English  ;  none  of  the 
others  can." 

Being  asked  how  many  there  were,  she  said,  "Several" — that 
her  name  was  Kusmutta,  that  she  was  a  priestess  :  her  brother's 
name  was  Erastmus,  he  was  a  priest. 

She  gave  the  names  of  two  others,  but  they  were  unintel- 
ligible. They  lived  in  the  City  of  Mexico  at  the  time  of  the  Cor- 
tez  invasion,  and  were  all  murdered.  She  was  ravished,  and  then 
thrown  from  the  battlements. 

They  predicted  that  their  people  would  rise  again  and  rule 
the  land.  Those  who  had  been  murdered  by  the  Spaniards  were 
being  reincarnated  by  the  thousands  for  the  express  purpose  of 
driving  out  the  Spanish  race  and  the  Catholic  religion.  The 
Spaniards  would  be  driven  out  or  mingle  with  other  nations  and 
disappear  as  a  nation.  They  would  again  possess  their  native 
land,  but  it  would  probably  be  under  the  rule  of  the  United 
States.  The  Aztecs  were  descendents  of  those  Atlantians  who 
were  on  this  continent  when  Atlantis  was  overwhelmed.  The 
buried  cities  of  which  Mr.  Gladstone  spoke  Tuesday  evening, 
January  22nd,  where  buildings  would  be  found  built  of  nearly 
transparent  marble,  were  built  by  their  people,  and  were  buried 
by  an  earthquake. 

\Mien  asked  to  state  a  time  when  the  Aztecs  would  repossess 
their  country  they  replied.  "\Mien  the  earth  has  her  second 
moon," — which  Justin  predicted  eighteen  years  ago  at  Kansas 
City — the  outlines  of  which  have  been  seen  through  some  of 
our  powerful  telescopes. 
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They  stated  that  their  people  were  highly  educated  at  the 
time  of  the  Spanish  invasion.  They  were  not  a  warlike  people, 
hence  could  not  contend  successfully  with  the  Spaniards.  They 
were  naturally  a  musical  people.  They  said  that  before  their 
time  the  country  was  inhabited  by  a  race  of  people  with  red 
hair  and  blue  eyes,  as  they  found  mummies  in  a  good  state  of 
preservation.  She  said  the  reincarnation  w^as  taking  place 
through  parents  who  hated  the  Spaniards ;  that  because  the 
Spaniards  were  such  bigoted  Catholics  the  Aztecs  would  become 
Protestants,  and  so  far  as  possible  drive  the  Catholic  religion 
from  their  country. 

Sunday  evening,  January  27,  1901.  Present  J.  E.  High,  Dr. 
Meyer,  E.  \A  .  Hulburd  and  Justin  Hulburd,  medium.  The  first 
spirit  control  was  our  favorite,  Rosa,  who  has  been  with  Justin 
since  December,  1876.  She  is  a  sprightly,  fun-loving  spirit,  and 
always  creates  mirth  and  a  harmonious  feeling.  She  says  she 
comes  "to  fix  the  box."  Next  came  several  who  were  not  aware 
they  had  left  the  body. 

They  were  being  taken  by  spirit  missionaries  to  different 
mediums  for  instruction.  Some  were  swearing,  others  praying. 
They  were  followed  by  Air.  Gladstone  who  gave  a  very  interest- 
ing address,  giving  his  reasons  why  he  favored  the  United  States 
and  in  his  next  incarnation  would  be  born  in  the  United  States, 
and  become  a  citizen  of  our  grand  Republic.  He  predicted  that 
in  time  there  v\-ould  be  a  radical  change  in  the  organization  of 
our  government,  woman  suffrage  would  be  universal,  and  a 
woman  would  be  president.  The  president  would  then  be  elected 
for  ten  years.  Next  would  be  a  Grand  Council  of  twelve,  who 
would  be  elected  for  life,  and  all  laws  must  be  submitted  to  this 
council  for  approval.  All  officials,  including  Senate  and  House 
of  Representatives  must  be  educated  for  the  position,  and  must 
pass  a  rigid  examination  and  must  have  had  experience  by  serv- 
ing in  minor  offices  before  they  could  become  meml^ers  of  any 
branch  of  the  government. 

The  president  and  council  must  have  served  in  both  branches 
of  congress.  In  the  selection  of  officials  money  would  have 
no  influence.  Millionaires  would  have  no  greater  influence  than 
the  laboring  man,  and  legislation  would  be  largely  for  the  benefit 
of  the  laboring  man.     Mr.  Gladstone  said  he  was  now  in  training 
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for  the  position  he  was  to  occupy — that  of  the  head  or  chief  of 
the  Grand  Council  of  twelve. 

He  predicted  that  the  reign  of  King  Edward  VII.  would  not 
be  long,  and  the  time  was  not  far  distant  when  England  would, 
become  a  republic,  modeled  after  the  United  States,  that  at  that 
time  there  would  be  a  very  few  monarchical  governments  in  the 
world.  His  lectures  are  intensely  interesting,  and  we  greatly 
regret  we  have  no  stenographer  to  record  them  verbatim.  Mr. 
Gladstone  was  followed  by  Spirit  Fitch  Adams,  who  passed  over 
from  Cleveland,  Ohio,  about  thirteen  years  ago.  He  was,  when 
in  the  body,  an  intimate  acquaintance  of  the  medium,  and  an 
old  schoolmate  and  chum  of  forty  years'  standing  with  E.  W. 
Hulburd. 

Then  came  Rosa,  who  was  followed  by  a  spirit  who  gave  a 
beautiful  short  poem. 

Tuesday  evening,  January  29,  1901.  Present  same  as  on 
Sunday  evening.  Justin  was  controlled  by  a  spirit  that  an- 
nounced himself  as  George  Washington,  who  gave  a  very  in- 
teresting address  upon  "Our  Country,"  of  the  patriots  who  in 
rags  and  barefooted,  in  snow  and  on  ice,  fought  and  bled  to 
found  the  grandest  country  on  earth.  He  spoke  of  its  remarkable 
growth  and  expansion,  and  predicted  it  would  become  the  most 
powerful  nation  existing. 

Washington  was  followed  by  Abraham  Lincoln,  whose  ad- 
dress was  on  "Liberty."  It  was  very  interesting  and  character- 
istic of  the  great  man  who  gave  it.  He  spoke  of  the  great  influx 
of  the  scum  of  Europe,  and  predicted  that  in  a  short  time  con- 
gress would  enact  laws  to  prevent  the  landing  of  such  immigrants 
on  our  shores. 

Next  came  Eliza  Logan,  who  gave  an  emphatic  talk  on  the 
equality  of  woman  and  man,  and  predicted  that  within  ten  years 
military  schools  would  be  established  for  women,  and  they  would 
march  side  by  side  with  husband  and  brother. 

The  next  spirit  was  an  old  Quaker  lady,  who  gave  her  name 
as  "Old  Elsie  Cummings,  of  Philadelphia."  She  talked  in  the 
mild,  pleasant  manner  of  her  sect,  and  was  very  pleasing  to 
listen  to. 

Then  came  ^Ir.  Gladstone,  who  called  for  questions,  saying 
the  others  had  occupied  so  much  time,  he  would  not  take  any 
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subject.  He  said  from  this  time  America  was  his  home.  Then 
came  Rosa,  -who  is  always  welcome,  and  gave  us  one  of  her  char- 
acteristic joval  talks. 

She  was  followed  by  Jennie  Lees,  who  gave  a  beautiful 
poem,  which  closed  the  seance. 

Saturday  evening,  February  9,  1901.  While  Justin  Hulburd, 
Dr.  ]\Ieyer  and  E.  A\'.  Hulburd  were  enjoying  a  social  chat  at 
the  home  of  E.  A\\  Hulburd — it  was  not  a  seance — Justin  was 
convalescing  from  a  severe  illness  and  Dr.  Meyer  and  Mr.  Hul- 
burd proposed  remaining  with  him  during  the  night. 

Without  being  entranced  Justin  predicted  the  coming  in- 
vention of  a  warship  of  a  very  peculiar  shape  and  construction, 
which  he  said  General  Aleade  was  perfecting  in  spirit  life.  He 
said  General  Aleade  often  told  him  when  in  the  body  that  he 
preferred  the  navy  to  the  army,  but  he  went  to  West  Point  be- 
cause there  was  no  vacancy  at  Annapolis  from  his  district.  The 
ship  would  be  so  constructed  that  it  could  be  turned  rapidly 
within  its  own  length.  It  would  be  shaped  something  like  the 
letter  S,  and  would  be  made  to  turn  as  if  on  a  pivot.  This  de- 
scription is  very  imperfect,  but  it  is  the  best  I  can  do. 

He  also  predicted  the  building  of  an  immense  ship  canal,  or 
as  the  spirits  called  it,  "An  inland  sea,"  to  run  across  the  con- 
tinent, starting  in  Florida,  and  entering  the  Pacific  ocean  near 
Seattle,  A\'ashington.  They  have  discovered  and  traced  the  bed 
of  a  similar  canal  nearly  the  whole  way  which  existed  many 
years  ago.  When  built  it  will  greatly  modify  and  change  the 
climate  of  the  central  states  through  which  it  will  pass.  \\'hen 
completed  the  government  vessels  will  be  able  to  run  from  ocean 
to  ocean  in  three  days.  This  is  the  first  time  the  spirits  project- 
ing these  things  have  allowed  them  to  be  made  public. 

Sunday  evening,  February  10,  1901,  there  were  present  Justin 
Hulburd.  the  medium.  Dr.  F.  D.  C.  Meyer,  J.  E.  High  and  E.  W. 
Hullmrd.  Justin  was  controlled  by  spirit  Peter  Cooper,  who  said 
spirit  Gladstone  was  engaged  elsewhere  and  could  not  be  with 
us  at  this  time  ;  but  he  came  to  tell  more  about  the  inland  sea,  re- 
ferred to  the  ])revious  evening. 

Thousands  of  years  ago  this  continent  was  divided  into  two 
parts  by  an  inland  sea,  running  from  the  Atlantic  to  the  Pacific 
ocean ;  the  channel  of  which  has  been  traced  much  of  the  distance, 


PREDICTIONS  489 

and  the  same  will  be  utilized  as  far  as  possible  for  the  new  one. 
From  causes  which  he  explained,  the  Gulf  of  Mexico  has  during 
the  last  fifty  years  risen  ten  feet,  while  the  waters  of  the  Pacific 
.are  slowly  sinking,  and  in  fifty  years  more  the  change  will  be  suf- 
ficient to  give  a  strong  current  from  the  Gulf  of  Mexico  to  the 
Pacific.  The  question  was  asked  Mr.  Cooper  if  his  Institute  in 
New  York  had  accomplished  as  much  as  he  had  anticipated  when 
he  founded  it.       He  replied  it  had,  and  much  more. 

The  cheap  concerts  which  he  inaugurated  for  the  benefit  of 
the  poorer  classes  had  produced  astonishing  results.  It  had  in- 
stilled in  them  a  desire  for  music,  and  he  knew  of  three  thou- 
sand boys  who  were  learning  to  play  the  violin  from  attending 
those  concerts. 

It  had  also  been  the  means  of  reclaiming  many  drunkards, 
and  reforming  many  women.  He  said  he  was  highly  pleased 
with  the  result  of  his  investment. 

Thursday  evening,  February  14,  1901.  Present,  same  as  be- 
fore, with  the  addition  of  Mr.  Hulburd's  brother,  H.  R.  Hulburd. 

Justin  was  controlled  by  W.  E.  Gladstone,  who  took  for  his 
subject,  "Judge  not,  that  ye  be  not  judged."  He  gave  a  grand  ad- 
dress, with  many  illustrations.  He  then  spoke  upon  the  reor- 
ganization of  the  government  of  the  United  States.  In  remodel- 
ing the  government  the  senate  and  house  of  representatives 
would  be  done  away  with. 

There  would  be  a  male  and  female  president,  with  a  Grand 
Council  of  twent3'-five.  One  chief  of  council,  who  for  the  first 
council  will  be  the  reincarnation  of  Air.  Gladstone,  and  twelve 
females  and  twelve  males  who  will  enact  all  laws  for  the  nation. 
There  will  be  many  radical  reforms.  Money  will  have  no  in- 
fluence in  afi"airs  of  state.  There  will  be  no  more  millionaires — 
no  one  will  be  allowed  to  own  more  land  than  he  can  work — no 
more  money  lenders.  Should  anyone  be  necessitated  to  borrow 
money,  the  state  will  loan  them  at  three  per  cent  interest,  and 
should  the  borrower  die  before  he  is  able  to  repay  the  loan,  the 
debt  will  be  cancelled.  Jennie  Lees  then  came  and  gave  one  of 
her  beautiful  poems. 

She  was  followed  by  Kate  Field,  who  gave  a  very  interesting 
talk.  Music,  instrumental  and  vocal  will  be  the  principal  enter- 
tainment in  the  churches.     The  sermon  will  last  only  fifteen  to 
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twenty  minutes,  the  balance  of  the  time  will  be  taken  up  with 
music,  which  will  harmonize  the  people,  and  bring  in  the  true 
Christ  principle ;  and  the  churches  will  be  filled  to  overflowing. 
The  public  schools  will  introduce  music,  and  the  children  will 
be  taught  their  lessons  by  and  through  music. 

Rosa  came  as  usual.     Seance  ended. 

Sunday  evening,  February  17,  1901.  Present,  Justin  Hul- 
burd,  Dr.  Meyer,  J.  E.  High,  H.  R.  Hulburd  and  E.  W.  Hulburd. 

Justin  was  controlled  by  General  George  Warren,  who  de- 
lineated the  character  of  Madame  Blavatsky,  showing  why  she 
was  chosen  to  be  the  first  female  president  of  the  United  States. 
He  then  took  the  Grand  Council,  one  by  one,  giving  their  gen- 
eral characteristics,  and  explaining  why  they  were  selected  for 
the  council.  He  also  explained  the  duties  that  will  devolve  upon 
the  corresponding  secretaries,  speakers  of  the  realm,  shorthand 
reporters  and  guards  of  the  day. 

After  a  short  time  given  to  general  remarks,  General  War- 
ren retired  and  was  followed  by  Mr.  Gladstone,  who  gave  a  very 
interesting  address  on  "Conscience  and  Consolation."  I  think 
that  all  present  received  information  new  to  them.  The  address 
was  very  instructive,  and  gave  much  food  for  thought.  Mr. 
Gladstone  was  followed  by  Jennie  Lees,  who  gave  one  of  her 
beautiful  poems.  Then  came  Kate  Field,  who  gave  a  short  ad- 
dress remarkable  for  its  beauty  and  depth  of  thought. 

We  all  regretted  her  time  was  so  limited.  Before  the  se- 
ance commenced  we  had  been  talking  of  soul  and  spirit,  as  de- 
fined by  Hudson  Tuttle  in  the  Progressive  Thinker,  and  we  in- 
tended getting  the  views  of  Mr.  Gladstone  when  he  should  con- 
trol, but  he  gave  us  no  opportunity  to  ask  questions ;  but  Miss 
Field  mentioned  having  heard  our  conversation  on  the  subject, 
and  gave  a  very  concise  explanation,  making  the  subject  very 
clear  to  our  comprehension.  She  was  followed  by  Joe  Over- 
meyer,  who  gave  a  very  pleasing  talk,  and  some  instructions  to  be 
followed  in  the  future.  The  seance  then  closed  with  one  of 
Rosa's  sportive  visits. 

The  medium  was  very  weak  and  the  seance  was  not  con- 
tinued as  long  as  usual.  Mr.  Gladstone  expresses  great  regret 
that  Justin  is  in  such  a  feeble  condition  that  he  cannot  take  him 
before  the  public. 
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Thursday  evening,  February  21,  1901,  there  was  present 
Justin  Hulburd,  medium,  F.  D.  C.  Meyer,  John  E.  High  and  E. 
W.  Hulburd. 

Justin  was  controlled  by  Spirit  ^Margaret  Wilson,  who  when 
in  the  body  was  a  missionary  to  Japan  and  China.  She  gave 
quite  a  lengthy  address  on  religion,  in  which  she  told  of  the 
character  and  conduct  of  the  so-called  "Servants  of  God."  She 
said  there  were  among  them  a  few  conscientious  people  who  go 
there  with  a  full  desire  to  do  their  duty  and  work  for  the  spread 
of  Christianity,  but  the  large  majority  could  get  no  easy  em- 
ployment at  home,  and  went  there  to  live  in  luxury,  and  fill  the 
country  with  half-breeds.  The  Catholics  teach  that  the  Protest- 
ants are  wrong.  The  Protestants  teach  the  abomination  of  the 
Catholic  religion.  Both  Catholics  and  Protestants  would  inter- 
fere with  the  working  of  the  Chinese  government,  thereby  creat- 
ing the  present  feeling  against  the  "foreign  devils."  There  has 
alwavs  been  some  form  of  relgon  from  the  beginning  of  mankind. 


Miscellany 

Chapter   XXXV 


Forty  thousand  years  before  the  time  of  the  Pharaohs,  there 
was  a  sect  whose  home  was  in  the  land  of  Egypt  called  the  Sa- 
bines,  who  were  of  a  milky  white  complexion,  whose  religion 
was  similar  to  the  Presbyterians  of  our  time.  They  worshipped 
one  God.  A  copper-colored  race  had  many  gods,  and,  like  the 
Christians  of  today,  thought  they  must  force  their  religion  upon 
other  nations ;  therefore  sent  missionaries  to  other  lands.  The 
Sabines  would  not  accept  them,  Avhich  they  resented,  and  sent 
their  armies  and  overrun  the  country,  nearly  annihilating  the 
Sabines. 

These  people,  with  the  few  Sabines  that  remained,  became 
the  Eg3'ptians  of  history.  It  should  have  been  stated  in  its 
proper  place  that  there  was  never  the  same  trouble  in  Japan  with 
the  missionaries  as  in  China,  as  fortunately  they  were  generally 
of  the  better  class.  These  unprincipled  missionaries  who  have 
gone  to  spirit  life  are  suffering  ten  times  the  torments  of  a  burn- 
ing hell. 

The  next  spirit  to  control  was  Fitch  Adams,  who,  when  in 
the  body,  was  a  prominent  business  man  in  Cleveland,  Ohio.  An 
acquaintance  of  Aliss  Wilson,  and  an  old  friend  of  E.  W.  Hul- 
burd,  also  of  the  medium. 

He  merely  greeted  those  present,  and  was  succeeded  by  an 
artist  by  the  name  of  C^ammon,  of  Kansas  City,  Mo.,  and  an  in- 
timate friend  of  Dr.  !Meyer  and  the  medium.  He  wished  Justin 
to  have  his  face  shaved  smooth,  and  then  procure  a  photographer 
to  take  a  good  portrait  of  him  to  be  inserted  in  the  biographical 
sketch  of  his  life  which  will  be  published.  The  next  spirit  was 
Dr.  Meyer's  old  friend,  Joe  Overmeycr,  of  Memphis,  Tennessee, 
who  gave  a  few  words  of  instruction,  and  then  gave  way  for 
Rosa,  who  came  as  usual.       She  was  asked  about  her  people    Shs 
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said  they  were  called  "Sac-mo-ta,"  signifying  the  "  Sacrament 
that  was  held  in  the  mountains."  Rosa  at  one  time  al)out  one 
hundred  thousand  years  ago  was  queen  of  a  nation  in  India. 
She  told  us  this  evening  that  she  had  been  reincarnated  hundreds 
of  times. 

As  tomorrow  will  be  the  anniversary  of  the  birth  of  George 
Washington,  the  spirits  requested  that  if  Justin  felt  sufficiently 
able  to  allow  them  to  control,  to  meet  at  one  o'clock,  p.  m. 

It  should  have  been  stated  at  the  proper  time  that  the  Sa- 
bines  were  descendents  of  the  Sac-mo-ta  mentioned  above,  as 
the  people  of  which  Rosa  was  queen.  Miss  Wilson,  in  her  lecture 
on  religion  said  the  old  religions  would  pass  away,  and  the  future 
religion  of  the  civilized  world  would  be  the  religion  of  science. 

February  22,  1901.  The  little  company  was  requested  by  the 
spirits  to  meet  at  the  home  of  Dr.  F.  D.  C.  ^Nleyer,  to  celebrate 
the  one  hundred  and  sixty-ninth  birthday  of  George  Washington. 

Justin  was  first  controlled  by  Spirit  Thomas  Paine,  who 
opened  the  seance  by  a  grand  address,  eulogizing  the  character 
and  acts  of  General  Washington,  the  "Father  of  his  Countr3\" 
Before  retiring  he  stated  that  he  had  been  requested  to  speak  on 
the  subject  of  foreign  missionaries,  but  he  had  no  time  to  waste 
on  such  worthless  scum  of  the  earth. 

Air.  Paine's  address  was  like  everything  that  emanates  from 
him — grand  and  beautiful.  We  all  regretted  there  was  no  sten- 
ographer present  to  take  it  down.  Next  came  ^Margaret  Wilson 
who  talked  about  China  and  the  curse  of  the  missionaries.  She 
gave  some  facts  that  are  not  very  palatable  to  the  orthodox  ele- 
ment who  think  the  Avorld  must  be  proselyted  to  their  religious 
ideas.  Her  mission  is  to  expose  the  hypocrisy  of  missionaries,  and 
making  the  sending  of  them  to  foreign  lands  unpopular.  Then 
came  the  Aztecs,  who  being  unable  to  speak  the  English  lan- 
guage, sang  in  their  own  language,  and  acted  in  pantomime  their 
hatred  of  the  Spaniards  and  love  of  freedom. 

Next  came  General  George  W^arren,  who  talked  of  the  future 
of  this  nation.  He  said  the  time  would  come  when  the  govern- 
ment would  not  support  nor  protect  missions  to  foreign  lands ; 
those  who  went  out  as  missionaries  would  do  so  at  their  own 
risk;  neither  would  the  government  permit  the  scum  of  Europe 
to  be  dumped  on  our  shores. 
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He  gave  an  elaborate  and  forcible  address,  stating  what 
\vould,  in  some  measure,  be  the  policy  of  the  United  States  gov- 
ernment after  it  was  remodeled  and  reorganized.  He  was  fol- 
lowed by  Lucretia  Alott,  the  Quaker  lady  of  Philadelphia.  She 
said  that  as  she  was  to  take  part  in  the  remodeled  government, 
she  must  prepare  and  qualify  herself  for  the  station  she  was  to 
occupy. 

When  in  the  body  she  was  quite  prominent  before  the  pub- 
lic. She  was  known  throughout  the  country,  and  particularly  in 
Philadelphia  as  a  very  forcible  character.  She  spoke  at  some 
length,  and  very  interestingly  in  her  Quaker  dialect,  eulogizing 
George  Washington  and  W'illiam  Penn  for  their  efforts  in  the 
cause  of  freedom. 

Next  came  Bridget  Kelly,  who  in  earth  life  \yas  a  washer- 
woman in  New  York  city,  and,  like  most  of  the  ignorant  Irish, 
was  a  priest  ridden  Catholic.  When  she  first  entered  spirit  life 
she  was  found  by  Rosa,  the  Indian  control  of  Justin  Hulburd, 
looking  for  the  holy  virgin — the  mother  of  God.  Justin,  Mrs.  H. 
H.  Chamberlain,  Joseph  Fleming,  F.  D.  C.  Meyer  and  E.  W. 
Hulburd  were  holding  a  seance  at  Justin's  rooms  in  Kansas  City, 
Mo.  Rosa  told  her  she  would  take  her  where  the  virgin  would 
be  found,  and  brought  her  to  this  circle.  She  soon  began  to 
think  she  had  been  deceived,  and  called  out,  "Who  are  yez?  Is 
it  heretics  ye  are?  Oh,  what  would  Father  Brady  say,  if  he  saw 
me  here?" 

She  then  said  to  Mrs.  Chamberlain,  who  was  a  noble  char- 
acter, highly  cultured  and  dignified,  seventy-two  years  of  age, 
"Auld  lady,  give  me  a  sup  now."  Mrs.  Chamberlain  said,  "What 
do  you  mean?" 

"Arrah,  now,  take  that  bottle  out  of  your  pocket  and  give 
the  poor  old  woman  a  sup."  It  was  some  time  before  she  could 
be  made  to  believe  there  was  no  whiskey  in  the  house.  As  she 
left  she  said  to  Rosa,  "Sure  and  you  said  you  would  show  me 
the  Virgin  Mary."  Rosa  replied,  "I  am  the  Virgin  Mary." 
Bridget  said,  "Arrah,  now,  what  makes  ye  so  black?"  Rosa 
said,  "I  have  got  sun-burned  going  about  from  one  place  to 
another." 

Bridget  Kelly  came  again  soon  after,  and  frequently  for  some 
time,  and  gradually  came  to  an  understanding  of  the  deceit  prac- 
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ticed  by  the  priests  upon  the  ignorant  of  her  race,  and  said  that 
the  members  of  that  Httle  circle  were  her  saviors.  She  has  for 
years  been  a  hard  worker  to  bring  ignorant  Catholic  spirits  from 
darkness  to  light.  She  occasionally  comes  to  see  us,  she  says  to 
see  how  we  are  getting  along.  Spirits  of  the  band  say  she  has 
become  a  grand  spirit ;  but  finds  it  difificult  to  forgive  the  Catholic 
priests  for  taking  from  them  their  hard  earnings  and  taching 
them  so  much  falsehood. 

Then  came  Bishop  Buckley,  who  in  earth  life  was  one  of 
the  celebrated  "Buckley  Serenaders,"  well  known  throughout 
the  world,  with  whom  Justin  was  engaged  about  nine  years. 
He  gave  a  very  interesting  poem  eulogistic  of  Washington.  He 
was  followed  by  Sir  Thomas  Clifton,  who  in  earth  life  was  an 
English  barrister  of  London,  who  answered  cjuestions.  In  ans- 
wer to  a  question  relative  to  the  origin  of  the  Indians  on  this 
continent,  he  stated  they  were  descendents  of  the  Atlantians,  who 
were  on  this  continent  when  Atlantis  was  sunk. 

Their  ancestors  were  highly  civilized,  but  for  want  of  opportun- 
ity' for  education,  and  becoming  seperated  into  small  bands,  they 
deteriorated,  and  during  the  thousands  of  years  down  to  the 
present  time  reached  the  low  conditon  they  were  in  when  this 
continent  was  discovered  by  white  races.  The  question  was 
asked  as  to  the  color  of  the  first  people  on  the  earth.  The  answer 
was,  "The  color  of  the  earth  or  soil  where  they  were  located." 
He  then  explained  the  process  and  causes  of  the  different  colors 
of  the   people  on  the  earth. 

In  answers  to  questions  he  explained  how  spirits  passed 
through  matter  that  to  us  seemed  solid.  When  asked  if  spirits 
had  ever  penetrated  to  the  center  of  the  earth,  he  said  they  had. 
and  said  the  earth  was  a  mass  of  molten  fire.  He  then  sang 
the  "Star  Spangled  Banner."  and  asked  if  he  did  not  do  that 
pretty  good  for  an  Englishman,  retired. 

Sunday  evening,  February  24.  1901.  Present,  Justin  Hul- 
burd,  F.  D.  C.  Meyer,  J.  E.  High  and  E.  W.  Hulburd.  The 
first  spirit  to  manifest  was  General  George  Warren,  who  for 
twenty  years  previous  to  his  death  was  a  close  companion  of  the 
medium.  He  gave  an  elaborate  account  of  his  intercourse  with 
him.    He  first  saw  him  in  1846,  but  did  not  become  his  permanent 
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companion  until  1848.  He  was  not  then  aware  that  Justin  was  a 
medium.  He  was  then  known  as  the  "Dashing  Blanchard,"  and 
lived  in  female  apparel,  and  was  with  the  dramatic  company  of 
Adah  Isaacs  ]\Ienkin. 

During  their  continuous  companionship  of  twenty  years, 
there  were  many  instances  of  spirit  influence.  ]Mr.  Warren  was 
then  captain  in  the  United  States  Army,  and  held  a  position  at 
the  West  Point  ^Military  Academy.  He  did  ever3^thing  in  his 
powxr  to  prevent  Justin  from  coming  in  contact  with  spirit  in- 
fluences, but  when  the  spirits  wanted  him  they  controlled  him  in 
spite  of  all  he  could  do  to  prevent.  They  would  make  Justin 
do  many  absurd  things,  evidently  trying  to  annoy  General  War- 
ren and  cause  him  to  give  up  and  allow  spirits  free  intercourse, 
which  he  would  never  do.  Justin  was  a  warm  personal  friend  of 
President  Lincoln,  who  frequently  wanted  him  to  go  with  him 
to  seances,  but  A\'arren  interposed  so  many  objections  that  he 
never  went.  General  AA^arren  as  a  spirit  admits  his  error  and 
regrets  not  having  encouraged  spirit  intercourse. 

After  General  AA'arren  came  Margaret  AA'ilson  to  answer 
questions.  The  questions  asked  were  :  If  taking  the  life  of  one 
person  is  a  great  crime  and  the  person  committing  the  crime 
must  expiate  for  it,  who  must  expiate  for  the  thousands  killed  in 
war  ? 

The  answer  in  substance  was  that  those  who  were  instru- 
mental, by  their  positions  and  influence,  to  bring  about  the  war 
would  be  compelled  to  atone.  In  the  case  of  individual  murders, 
many  times  they  were  instigated  by  revengeful  spirits,  in  which 
case  the  spirit  must  sufifer  the  penalty.  The  next  question :  AA^hy 
is  it  that  spirits  cannot  manifest  to  their  immediate  relatives, 
but  through  the  same  medium  can  manifest  to  strangers  or  those 
not  connected  by  blood  ties?  This  question  was  answered  to  the 
full  satisfaction  of  the  circle.  The  next  question  was:  AAHiat  is 
the  prime  cause  of  the  Gulf  stream?  This  question  was  satis- 
factorily explained. 

Sunday.  March  3,  1901,  7  p.m.,  at  the  home  of  E.  AA^ 
Hulburrl.  There  were  present.  Justin  Hulburd,  medium,  F.D.C. 
Meyer,  J.  E.  High  and  E.  VJ.  Hulburd.  Spirit  R.  M.  Hooley, 
well  known  in  the  body  as  "Dick  Hooley,"  the  great  theatrical 
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manager,  canie  and  controlled  Justin  Hulburd,  who  was  for 
twelve  years  a  member  of  Mr.  Hooley's  companies  and  they 
were  warm  friends.  The  spirit  said  he  supposed  that  the  medium 
— whom  he  called  his  mascot — had  long  been  in  spirit  life,  and 
when  he,  Hooley,  passed  over  he  looked  for  him  everywhere,  but 
could  not  find  him  until  he  met  Mr.  Gladstone  who  brought  him 
there.  He  was  surprised  to  see  the  medium  look  so  well  ex- 
ternally, but  could  see  he  was  rotten  internally.  He  related 
many  incidents  in  the  life  of  Justin,  while  he,  Justin,  was  playing 
for  him,  which  seemed  very  singular  to  him  then,  but  he  now 
knew  that  he  was  under  spirit  control  most  of  the  time. 

Next  came  Mr.  Gladstone  who  stayed  but  a  short  time.  He 
said  that  he  was  permitted  to  make  known  through  this  medium 
that  scientists  in  spirit  life  were  experimenting  and  would  per- 
fect a  method  by  which  they  could  produce  rain  wherever 
needed. 

Next  came  ^Margaret  A\'ilson,  who  gave  us  a  talk  on  "Gen- 
esis of  the  Old  Testament."  She  said  the  Old  Testament  was 
the  most  filthy  book  in  existence  and  not  fit  to  be  in  any  respect- 
able person's  house.  When  this  country  is  remodeled  and  the 
government  reorganized  laws  will  be  enacted  prohibiting,  with 
other  obscene  books,  the  printing,  selling,  giving  away  or  having 
in  the  house  a  copy  of  the  EJible,  the  violation  of  said  law  be- 
ing punishable  by  fine  or  otherwise. 

Jennie  Lees  then  came  and  gave  one  of  her  beautiful  poems, 
the  subject  being  "Reason."  Rosa  as  usual  gave  one  of  her 
cheery  chats.  Then  came  the  spirit  of  a  poor  woman  wdio  said 
she  had  drowned  herself  and  two  children  by  jumping  from  a 
bridge.  She  said  that  her  husband,  whom  she  called  John,  per- 
suaded her  to  drink  wdiiskey  and  she  acquired  a  love  for  liciuor 
and  became  a  low,  debased  drunkard  and  prostitute.  She  de- 
termined she  would  bring  no  more  children  into  the  world,  and 
therefore  committed  suicide.  She  was  looking  for  salvation 
and  wanted  to  know  if  we  were  the  Salvation  Armv. 
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A  SPIRIT  ON  "DIET." 
(Published  in  Sun  Flower,  March  4,  1905.) 

In  the  year  1884  the  writer  and  his  cousin,  Justin  Hulburd, 
— a  born  medium — and  Dr.  F.  D.  C.  Meyer,  were  by  spirit  in- 
fluence brought  to  Southern  California,  finally  locating,  in  the 
autumn  of  that  year,  in  the  mountains  about  forty  miles  from 
San  Diego,  where  we  have  continued  to  reside  to  the  present 
time. 

Soon  after  locating  in  our  mountain  home  we  made  the  ac- 
Cjuaintance  of  a  highly  cultured  English  gentleman  of  Scotch 
ancestry  by  the  name  of  Gregory.  He  had  been  educated  for 
the  ministry  in  the  Church  of  England,  had  been  a  professor  in 
an  English  college,  but  unfortunately  having  acquired  too  great 
a  love  for  stimulants,  he  resigned  his  professorship  and  came 
to  America,  locating  in  the  middle  west,  where  he  became  a 
teacher  in  the  public  schools.  He  contracted  a  second  marriage, 
which  having  proved  inharmonious,  he  removed  to  California, 
purchasing  land  in  a  beautiful  valley  a  few  miles  from  our  home, 
where  he  settled  his  family,  but  passed  most  of  his  time  in  San 
Diego  where  he  had  purchased  property.  His  health  failing  he 
returned  to  his  mountain  home  where  he  left  his  physical  body 
several  years  ago. 

One  Sunday  evening  several  weeks  ago.  Doctor  Meyer 
called  at  the  home  of  the  writer  and  his  cousin,  Justin.  The 
conversation  for  some  time  was  upon  the  hygienic  properties  of 
food  and  the  dififerent  efifects  of  vegetable  and  meat  diet — we 
eat  no  meat.  The  article  in  the  Progressive  Thinker,  No.  763, 
"A  study  of  food  efifects,"  was  read  and  comments  were  being 
made  when  Justin  was  controlled.  The  spirit  spoke  at  some 
length  upon  the  efifects  of  meat  eating — the  spirit  when  in  the 
body  was  a  great  lover  of  meat — finally  saying,  "In  time  all 
meat  eaters  will  be  looked  upon  as  of  low  caste,  and  all  who 
make  a  business  of  raising  animals  to  be  slaughtered  for  food  will 
be  ostracized  from  good  society  as  would  whiskey  drinkers." 
He  said  spirits  were  at  work  perfecting  a  mode  of  preparing 
grape  juice  for  a  non-intoxicating  drink,  whereby  from  one  bar- 
rel  of  grape   juice    wf)uld   be    made   twenty   barrels   of   wine — of 
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course,  with  the  addition  of  water.  The  mode  would  be  perfected 
within  ten  years,  then  people  could  drink  their  wine  without  any 
of  the  deleterious  effects  of  the  present,  as  people  could  drink  all 
they  wished  without  intoxication. 

"Perhaps  you  would  like  to  know  who  I  am  that  is  talkini^ 
to  you.     I  am  Old  Gregory." 

He  apparently  withdrew,  but  in  a  few  minutes  returned  and 
said,  "Oh,  God,  the  craving  for  whiskey  returns.  When  will  I 
get  rid  of  it?" 


Animals  After  Death 

Chapter  XXXVI 

(Published  in  Progressive  Thinker.) 

In  several  numbers  of  the  Progressive  Thinker  I  have  noticed 
communications  relative  to  the  condition  of  animals  after  having 
passed   through   the    change    called    death. 

About  thirty  years  ago  I  listened  to  a  lecture  given  by  one 
who  was  then — and  is  now — a  celebrated  speaker  from  the  spirit- 
ual platform,  and  author  of  many  highly  interesting  works  on 
spiritual  philosophy  and  kindred  subjects,  in  which  lecture  he 
declared  his  belief  that  animals  did  not  exist  in  the  spirit  world. 
I  had  not  previous  to  that  given  that  subject  any  thought,  tak- 
ing for  granted  that  all  of  God's  creatures  were  so  constituted 
that  progression  was  a  natural  attribute  of  their  being. 

\\'hat  is  man  but  an  animal?  We  claim  to  be  the  highest 
order  or  type  of  all  created  beings,  and  so  far  as  we  have  knowl- 
edge there  is  nothing  in  mortal  form  of  so  high  a  type.  From 
man  there  is  a  gradual  descent  until  we  reach  the  tiny  insect. 
Does  it  stop  there?  Some  spirits  say  no,  the  descent  goes  on 
down  through  the  vegetable  and  mineral.  AAhat  then?  Who 
can  tell  ? 

About  twenty-five  years  ago  I  had  retired  for  the  night,  but 
was  very  wakeful.  After  a  short  time  my  room  became  bright 
as  day,  the  walls  disappearing.  I  seemed  to  be  in  the  open  air 
in  the  suburbs  of  a  town.  I  saw  a  large  mansion  with  a  wide 
piazza  in  front,  with  large  columns  extending  to  the  roof.  The 
floor  of  the  piazza  was,  I  should  judge,  four  to  five  feet  from  the 
ground.  In  front  of  the  house  was  a  beautiful  lawn  on  which 
was  much  ornamental  shrubbery.  In  that  shrubbery  was  a 
beautiful   young  lady  standing  a   few   feet   from   the  piazza   ap- 
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parently  working  at  the  plants.  On  the  piazza  stood  a  large 
black  and  white  Newfoundland  dog'  looking  down  upon  the 
young  lady. 

If  a  dog  has  no  soul  what  was  the  animal  so  closely  re- 
sembling a  dog  that  I  saw  in  my  vision? 

When  living  in  Illinois  I  was  presented  with  a  fine  New- 
foundland pup  which  I  raised.  I  became  very  fond  of  my  dog 
and  he  became  strongly  attached  to  me.  After  a  few  years  he 
was,  through  the  instrumentality  of  poison,  taken  from  me. 
Seventeen  years  after  my  dog's  death  I  was  living  in  Kansas 
City,  Missouri.  A  select  few  were  holding  circles  twice  a  week 
at  the  home  of  Mrs.  Love,  on  East  Fifth  street.  The  circle 
was  composed  of  Mrs.  Love,  her  niece.  Miss  Wyant,  Mrs.  H.  H. 
Chamberlain,  a  highly  cultured  lady,  seventy-two  years  of  age; 
Dr.  F.  D.  C.  Meyer,  Justin  Hulburd,  a  born  medium — an  actor 
well  known  on  the  stage  for  nearly  fifty  years  as  the  "Dashing 
Blanchard,"  and  Justin  Robinson,  which  was  his  stage  name — 
and  myself. 

One  afternoon  Justin  and  the  writer  went  early  to  the  home 
of  Mrs.  Love,  in  order  that  he  (Justin)  might  rest  before  the 
seance.  AMiile  we  were  sitting  in  the  parlor,  Justin,  after  look- 
ing intently  a  short  time  towards  where  I  was  sitting,  said  to 
me,  "Oh,  what  a  splendid  dog.  He  is  a  large  Newfoundland  and 
is  standing  by  you  ;  he  wags  his  tail,  lays  his  head  upon  your 
leg  and  looks  up  at  you  so  aflfectionately." 

I  asked  him  to  describe  the  dog,  which  he  did,  giving  a  bet- 
ter description  of  my  old  dog  Major,  than  I  could  have  done. 

If  dogs  have  no  spirit,  what  was  it  that  the  medium  saw  that 
was  the  exact  image  of  my  favorite  dog? 

As  the  waves  of  time  rolled  us  onward  they  finally  landed 
Justin  and  the  writer  in  the  mountain  region  of  Southern  Cali- 
fornia, in  a  lovely  spot  selected  to  be  made  a  home  for  us  by 
Justin's  band,  where  they  said  they  had  a  work  for  us  to  ac- 
complish. After  we  had  been  here  a  few  years,  Justin  was  pre- 
sented with  a  small  dog  pup  which  became  one  of  the  most  in- 
telligent dogs  I  ever  knew.  We  became  greatly  attached  to  him. 
When  he  wanted  to  enter  or  leave  the  house  he  would  scratch 
on  the  door,  thus  signifying  his  wish  for  some  one  to  open  it 
for  him.    In  time,  he  died  and  was  accorded  a  fine  burial.       The 
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day  after  his  burial  I  was  sitting  reading  when  I  heard  his  signal 
at  the  door.  I  arose  and  opened  the  door.  I  saw  nothing.  Soon 
after  Justin  came  in  and  was  barely  seated  when  he  exclaimed, 
"There's  Tot;  he  just  came  out  from  under  the  lounge  and  went 
into  the  kitchen." 

Did  death  end  all  for  Justin's  pup?  If  so,  what  was  it  that 
he  saw  come  from  under  the  lounge?  What  was  it  that  imitated 
his  signal  at  the  the  door? 

Justin  often  sees  and  describes  spirit  dogs  and  cats.  C3ne 
notable  instance  was  in  Vineland,  N.  J.,  which,  at  that  time  was 
Justin's  home.  One  day  he  called  at  the  home  of  Mrs.  Susan 
Cornell,  a  Quaker  lady,  noted  for  her  philanthropic  ministrations 
to  the  suffering  poor.  As  she  walked  about  the  house,  he  no- 
ticed a  large  tortoise  shell  cat  with  a  silver  collar  around  its 
neck,  which  he  thought  was  a  cat  still  in  the  body.  He  said  to 
her,  "What  a  beautiful  cat  you  have."  She  said,  "Why,  1  didn't 
know  the  cat  was  in  the  house."  He  said,  "Can't  you  see  it?" 
She  asked  him  to  describe  it,  which  he  did.  She  then  said  she 
had  owned  such  a  cat  when  she  was  a  young  girl  in  Pennsyl- 
vania. She  laughed  and  cried,  saying,  "Can  it  be  possible  they 
show  you  such  things  as  that?" 

Justin  tells  the  following:  "One  day,  while  I  was  living  in 
A'ineland,  my  foster  father  and  I  drove  to  Forestville.  We 
called  on  a  Mr.  Joseph  Berry.  As  we  were  alighting  from  the 
buggy  he  came  down  the  walk  to  meet  us.  I  saw  a  horse  fol- 
lowing him.  Before  he  opened  the  gate  to  let  us  in  I  saw  that 
horse  put  its  head  over  his  shoulder  and  rub  its  face  on  his 
cheek.  I  said,  "What  a  pet  that  horse  is,  Mr.  Berry."  He  said, 
"What  horse?"  I  said,  "That  one  that's  rubbing  its  face  against 
your  cheek."  He  laughed  and  said,  "Can  you  describe  that 
horse?"  I  described  the  horse  to  him.  He  said,  "Bless  your 
heart,  Justin,  that  is  a  perfect  description  of  my  old  horse  Queen. 
She  was  foaled  on  my  father's  farm  in  the  state  of  Maine.  I 
raised  her  from  a  colt.  She  had  a  great  affection  for  me  and 
would  often  rub  her  face  against  my  cheek.  When  I  married, 
my  father  gave  her  to  me  as  a  present.  I  brought  her  here  to 
New  Jersey  and  her  old  bones  are  buried  in  that  back  lot." 

Justin  tells  of  another  case.  He  once  made  a  visit  to  West 
Point,  on   the   Hudson.     On   the   parade   ground,   while   he   was 
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talking  with  General  W'infiekl  Scott,  of  the  United  States  /\rmy, 
he  saw  a  beautiful  spaniel  dog  looking  up  at  the  general,  lie 
said  to  him,  "General,  see  how  your  dog  looks  up  at  you.  It 
wants  you  to  pet  it."  The  general  said,  "I  see  no  dog."  Justin 
said,  "Why,  I  do;  just  look  down  there!  Can't  you  see  it?"  lie 
said,  "If  you  see  a  dog,  describe  it ;  what  does  it  look  like?"  Justin 
described  a  beautiful  female  spaniel  dog  with  two  light  spots 
over  her  eyes  and  she  had  lost  part  of  her  tail."  The  general 
threw  back  his  head  and  laughed  loudly,  saying,  "I  owned  such 
a  dog  as  that  when  I  was  a  boy.  She  was  presented  to  me  by 
my  uncle.  She  was  born  with  a  short  tail,  as  you  describe." 
He  then  said,  "Good  God,  can  it  be  possible  that  dogs  have 
spirits?"  The  tears  were  rolling  down  his  cheeks.  He  bent 
down,  being  a  large  man,  and  said,  "Nellie,  Nellie,  is  this  you, 
my  girl?"  She  jumped  into  his  arms  and  he  said  he  felt  some- 
thing pressing  against  his  breast. 

The  general  told  a  colonel,  who  was  present,   what  Justin 
had  seen.     The  colonel  would  never  afterward  speak  to  Justin. 


From  the  Spirit  of  Helen  Potter 


October  21,  1889. 

As  I  stood  on  the  bridge  in  the  dark  hour  of  night 

On  neither  shore  was  there  a  sign  of  light. 

I  looked  down  on  the  dark  waters  below — 

Oh,  God !  must  I  in  there  my  body  throw 

When  I  take  the  fatal  leap? 

Then  the  cry  of  pain  back  I  must  keep. 

Oh,  mother,  why  did  I  not  your  warning  see — 

From  the  life  of  shame  and  crime  that  I  might  flee? 

But  it  will  be  all  hid  when  my  body  is  carried  to  the  sea 

For  now  I  see     'tis  the  only  end  for  me. 

I  took  another  look  at  the  sluggish  waters  there, 

Then  I  tried  to  see  if  I  could  not  say  a  prayer, 

When  a  little  book  from  my  bosom   fell — 

Mother  said,  "Always  read  that,  daughter,  it  will  save  you  from 

heir  — 
And,  with  a  dreadful  scream,  to  the  pavement  I  fell. 
I  cried,  "Oh,  God  !  save  me  from  your  burning  hell." 
That  was  the  last  I  knew,  as  I  had  swooned  away, 
For  I  had  even  forgot  how  to  pray — 
Such  a  miserable  sinner  had  I  become  since  that  day 
\\'hen  he  by  his  flattery  did  me  in  his  power  betray; 
But  when  I  awoke  and  looked  up  in  the  sky 
There  stood  a  white  man  and  a  black  man  close  by. 
The  white  one  said  she  must  have  been  comely  and  fair; 
"Yes,"  says  the  black  one,  "and  she  would  have  ended  it  all  there." 
Oh,  it  must  have  been  some  angel's  hand 
That  saved  me  from  the  fate  I  had  planned ; 
When  I  would  there  have  ended  all 
By  letting  my  body  from   the  bridge  fall. 
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And  as  they  led  me  from  the  spot  away 

I  was  humiliated  and  had  not  a  word  to  say. 

The  white  man  says,  "She  has  no  ring'  upon  her  iiand." 

The  black  man  says,  "God  could  not  let  her  soul  be  damned." 

The  white  one  says,  "The  spirits  will  save  her  for  a  better  land  " 

The  black  one  says,  "Her  soul  they  will  understand." 

The  white   man  says,  "Come   to  our  little  home 

We  are  childless  now,  and  all  alone." 

The  black  man  says,  "There  yoti  will  find  a  spirit  i)lace 

That  teaches  there  is  no  end  to  the  human  race." 

And,  as  we  drew  near,  there  stood  a  face  of  spirit  cheer 

With  outstretched  arms  to  receive  an  outcast  here. 

She  says,  "I  had  a  vision  in  the  night. 

And  then  I  saw  that  spirit  light 

That  showed  me  you  were  on  the  bridge  in  dreadful  plight." 

Then  my  husband  woke  up  the  black  man. 

He  says,  "Follow  me  to  the  bridge  as  fast  as  you  can — 

It  is  a  woman  this  time  we  must  save,  Dan — 

Not  a  hilarious,  drunken  outcast  of  a  man." 

So  you   see  the  spirits  directed  them   to  me 

That  I  might  from  this  life  of  shame  be  free. 

And  now,  by  spirits  heavenly  power, 

I  am  in  a  happy  home  this  very  hour. 

Think  what  was  my  condition  then 

When   I  thought  the  river  all  could  end — 

To  die   all   alone   without   even   a  friend ; 

But  my  mother  these  angels  to  me  did  send. 

A  new  life  has  dawned  upon  me  now, 

And  T   will  save  others  from  that  dreadful  vow. 

I   will  go  in  to  every  den  and  place 

Where  lives  the  white  and  the  black  race 

And  tell  them  all  how  I  did  they  save 

From   a  lone   and   watery  grave. 

So,  let  this  be  a  warning  to  womankind — 

For  we  can  all  become  frail  and  blown  by  the  wind — 

Now,  I  hope  that  fathers  and  mothers, 

Loving  sisters  and  kind  brothers  will  give  a  strong  and  helping 

hand 
And  thev  will  be  revN-arded  in  another  land. 


Amanda  Hulburd  to  Her  Son, 
E.  W.  Hulburd 


Justin   Hulburd,   Medium. 

Why  am  I  now  called  a  spirit? 

Because  I  am  so  much  etherial — 
]\Iy  soul  was  a  regular  ferret 

That  drove  from  my  body  the  blood  arterial. 

I  will  yet  live  in  a  home  sublime — 
Where  all  will  be  passive  and  grand — 

And  nothing  in  that   will   be   unkind ; 

Where  everything  will  have  a  regular  stand. 

As  I  sat  there  in  the  shade  of  the  sun 
And  watched  the  millions  passing  by 

To   see    their   sands    of   life    run 
Into  the  happy  life  by  and  by. 

This  immortal  life  is  a  regular  beehive, 

By  the  great  thoughts  that  are  created  here, 

\\'here  there  is  no  death,  but  all  alive 
In  this  wondrous  working  spirit  sphere. 

Here  the  poor  are  permitted  into  the  temple  of  life 
To  learn  the  wondrous  workings  of  creation, 

That  they  might  understand  the  power  of  strife 
And  the  skillful  laws  of  adaptation. 

We  are  taught  how  orbs  move  in  space 
I'y  the   will   power  of  electric  motion, 

And  all  the  living  atrjms  of  the  human  race 
lla\c  casi    their  souls  in   humble  devotion. 
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To  see  the  wondrous  workiui;'  of  life  here, 

By  mother  nature's  grand,  holy  creation, 
And  all  the  planets  that  drawn  so  near 

To  receive  the  power  of  her  life  and  vibralicni. 

There  is  no  dreamland  I  can  tell  you  now^ — 
Everything  is  bona  fide,  natural  and  true — 

Where  we  are  not  compelled  to  make  a  vow, 
But  live  in  conjugal  love  with  you. 

We  are  taught  to  become  moral,  wise  and  good — 
As  in  all  our  lives  we  are  honest  and  sincere. 

And  every  one  from  their  light  is  understood 
In  this  world  of  ours  called  spirit  sphere. 

The  proof,  you  see,  we  give  you  every  day, 

By  the  communications  of  your  friends. 
All  is   work   here,  and   no   useless   play, 

And  will  keep  on  until  eternity  ends. 

It  would  be  impossible  for  creation  to  stop, 

As  the  generator  of  all  planets  is  on  the  increase — 

For  such  is  the  destiny  of  mother  nature's  lot — 
As  her  powers  can  never  wane  nor  cease. 

You  should  see  the  ins  and  outs  of  her  domestic  life  ! 

To  see  her  stars  and  satelites,  orbs  and  planets 
From  wrangling  with  colors,  those  female  elements  called  W!''c 
That  gives  to  the  male  the  tints  called  "granites." 

Now,  every  color  has  a  perfect  blending 

In  the  trees,  rocks,   flowers  and  human  eye  ; 

And  by  its  perfect  life  is  constantly  sending 
In  all  its  beautiful  truths  to  you  and  I. 

All  minerals  hold  a  part  of  your  daily  life 

As  you  take  from  the  sun  that  wdiicli  gives  emotion — 

When  both  blended  causes  the  love  for  children  and  wile — 
And  sometimes  in  the  home  a  terrible  commotion. 
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If  you  could  only  understand  why  we  see  this — 
By  this  intellect  we  will  gain  a  home  of  love  above. 

Then  we  will  live  in  a  world  of  bliss 

When  we  have  earned  like  the  angels  a  life  of  love. 

Ever}^  drop  of  water  and  every  grain  of  sand 
Holds  part  of  our  life's  power  and  beauty. 

And  we  take  it  with  us  to  this  beautiful  land, 

AMiere  all  in  time  becomes  sparkling,  bright  and  not  sooty. 

So,  you  see,  our  spirits  polish  the  earth  condition  here. 
And  in  time  it  becomes  a  monitor  of  light. 

As  we  pass  on  to  more  work  in  a  higher  sphere — 
Where  we  will  some  day  be  cultured  and  bright. 

All  things  are  an  outgrowth  of  our  soul. 

And  our  intellect  is  an  emanation  of  the  brain ; 

\Miile  our  wise  thoughts  to  the  world  imfold 
And  by  time  we  progress  on  level  and  sane. 

Let  your  mind  be  the  purest  part  on  earth — 

For  a  pure  soul  cannot  live  in  an  unclean  body — 

Then  you   will   be   ready  to   enter  the   new   birth. 
For  you  cannot  bring  here  anything  that's  shoddy. 

When  you  go  back  to  the  womb  of  your  mother. 
You  must  be  as  pure  as  the  stainless  snow. 

Only  this  condition  will  suit  and  no  other — 

For  this  is  the  plain  through  which  you  must  go. 

Your  loving  mother,  Amanda  Hulburd. 


Inspirational  Poem  by  Justin  Hulburd 


October  8,  1889. 

I  am  growing  old  and  gray, 

And  hate  to  give  up  my  usual  play ; 

For  I  have  been  a  young  boy  to  this  day — 

That  is  what  all  the  people  say — 

For  I  did  love  to  romp  and  play, 

As  when  I  was  a  boy  in  the  usual  way. 

But  now  the  cold,  chilly  winter  wind 

Makes  me  keep  close  within. 

I  stand  and  look  out  from  the  window  here, 

To  see  the  boys  playing  without  any  fear. 

Ah,  there,  I  feel  a  rheumatic  twitch, 

As  I  think  how  a  horse  I  would  like  to  cinch, 

To  take  a  long  and  hearty  ride ; 

But  now  I  have  always  to  stay  inside. 

You  see  how  it  is  with  a  man  that's  gray, 

He  has  to  content  himself  to  see  others  play 

But  yau  just  wait  till  spring  comes  again 

And   I   will  be   neither  rheumatic  nor  lame ; 

But  once  more  I  will  be  young  again. 

If  I  am  an  old  boy,  just  the  same. 

But  let  me  find  the  elixir  of  life. 

Then  again  I'll  take  part  in  the  strife. 

If  I  am  nervous,  peevish  and  old, 

I  will  brace  up  and  stand  the  cold. 

Oh,  dear !  there  is  another  twitch  ! 

If  I  am  heartv  and  rich — 
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But    what    does    this    mean? 

^Nlust  I  grow  old  like  the  king  and  queen? 

But,  let  me  tr}-  and  skip  over  the  floor — 

I  declare,  some  oi'te  knocks  at  the  door. 

AMiy  can't  I  rim  there  like  a  boy? 

Because  I'm  broken  down  like  Rob  Roy. 

\A'hen  he  failed  to  be  chief  of  the  clan. 

Now  I  comprehend  and  understand, 

For  I  am  a  broken,  old  gray  man, 

And  some  day  must  go  to  another  land. 

I   am   old,  as  you   can  see, 

And  some  day  you  will  be  like  me  ; 

But  just  wait  till  I  get  to  spirit  life — 

There  I'll  be  young  and  meet  my  wife. 

Then,  we'll  say,  "Three  cheers  for  the  spirit  sphere. 

And  the  conditions  that  brousfht  us  here." 


The  New  Milk  Pail 


October  6.  1889. 

See  my  pretty  new  milk  pail, 

As  down  the  lane  I  sail. 

To  meet  Nancy,  the  cow,  with  a  welcome  hail — 

Just  see  how  she  winks  and  ])links — 

That's  a  pretty  pail,  I  know  she  thinks, 

And  I  will  have  it  filled  with  milk. 

As  I  live,  here  comes  Bob  Wilke. 

Now,  what  will  he  say  about  my  pretty  milk  pail, 

When  he  knows  Nancy  to  fill  it  and  never  fail. 

At  every  word  he  does  stammer  and  stick. 

T  wish  Nancy  with  her  tail  would  give  him  a  lick, 

For  it  makes  me  blush  and  feel  so  bad, 

When  my  pail  is  filled,  I'll  be  awful  glad. 

Oh,  just  hear  what  he  has  to  say — 

"Polly,  when  will  be  our  wedding  day?" 

Now,  all  the  milk  on  the  grass  is  spilt. 

I  declare.  Bob,  you  have  made  me  wilt. 

That  all  comes  of  a  pretty  milk  pail, 

As  down  the  lane  I  did  sail. 

At  other  times  Bob  did  always  fail. 

But  he  got  courage  looking  at  my  new  milk  pail. 

I  smirked  and  smiled  the  time  to  beguile. 

Bob  says  I  like  it  all  the  while — 

Nancy  gave  a  terrible  snort. 

And  Bob  for  the  gate  made  forth. 

Such  courting  as  this  I  never  did  see — 

That  is,  Bob,  the  pail  and  me. 

Now,back    to  the  house  I  must  run. 

For  father  cries  out.  "Is  that  Old   Wilkes'  son? 

Let  me  catch  him  if  I  can, 

I'll  break  him  in  two;  he'll  never  be  your  man." 

All  is  up.  as  you  can  sec — 

A\'e  are  all  broken  hearted — 

That  is,  Bob,  the  pail  and  me. 


Poem  by  Spirit  of  Robert  Burns 


I  once  loved  a  lass  wi  a  bonnie  blue  ee, 

For  she  was  a'  the  world  to  me  ; 

And  nae  sic  another  ane  in  Scotland  could  I  see — 

For  my  Highland  i\Iary  was  the  lass  for  me. 

But  death  came  in  between  her  and  me, 
And  my  heart's  grown  cold — this  is  no  lee — 
Since  they  have  taken  her  away  from  me. 
Xoo  I    gane  wi'  a  heavy  heart  over  the  lea. 

Wlien  I   think  how  Strang  she  was  in  her  love — 
Xo  wonder  the  angels  took  her  to  live  above. 
Since  my  pure  heart  is  wrang  like  a  glove 
Xoo  my  bonnie  blue-eyed  Mary  is  a  spirit  above. 

It  won't  be  lang  before  I  gang  there 
And  find  my  ]\Iary  in  the  angels  care — 
Then  my  heart  will  be  nae  longer  sair, 
For  my  love  with  Alary  I  can  share. 

Then  we  can  coo  and  coo,  like  twa  bonnie  doves 
Since  I  and  my  Highland  Mary  are  wedded  in  love 
And  she  is  only  waiting  for  me  to  come  to  her  home  above 
To  call  her  mine  and  my  heart  will  nae  mair  be  wrang  like  a 
glove. 

That's  what  I  used  to  tell  my  auld  Grannie, 
She'd  say,  "The  de'il  tak  ye  nion.  you're  unco  Sannie ; 
There's  nae  lass  can  gang  alang  that's  bonnie  and  brawnie, 
That  ye  dinna  hae  your  ee  on,  or  I'm  nae  your  old  grannie." 
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Now,  what  a  character  is  that  to  hae — 

When  your  auld  grannie  tells  it  ye  every  day, 

And  ye  dare  nae  spake  to  ony  lass  or  hae  a  word  to  say 

When  they're  lovely,  they  call  out  "Burns  is  at  it  again  today." 

Now,  I  only  wanted  to  be  a  jolly  man 

And  tak  every  bonnie   lass  by  the  hand  ; 

But  they  would  mak  sic  a  talk,  it  would  raise  the  sand, 

Ye  would  think  I  was  the  worst  lover  in  a'  the  land. 

My  mither  would  say,  "Bobby,  come  home  tonight. 
And  I'll  keep  waiting  for  ye  the  light — 
For  I  want  ye  to  walk  in  the  way  that's  right. 
Since  yer  mither  will  wait  for  ye  every  night. 

Noo,  what  was  a  sonsie  mon  to  da 
When  a'  the  lassies  wi  his  heart  would  play. 
That  will  mak  him  gac  into  a  decline  some  day 
When  he  finds  he  has  nither  mair  to  say. 

Then  there's  the  auld  preacher  in  the  kirk 
Says   Bobbie  Burns  is  a  regular  stirk. 
And  some  day  the  de'il  will  tak  him  in  a  quirk 
For  he's  a  disgrace  to  any  decent  kirk. 

Then  the  auld  deacons  would  raise  their  hands  in  horror. 
"Listen  to  Bobbie,  in  the  back  seat;  he's  nathin  but  a  snorer." 
Then  the  auld  women  would  say,  "He's  nae  right  to  any  corner," 
And  the  auld  men  would  say,  "To  religion  he's  only  a  scorner." 

Noo,  how  could  my  own  walk  the  narrow  ])ath— 

For  all  kinds  of  scorn  the}-  had  nae  lack. 

So  the  only  thing  for   r)obl)ie  was  to  turn  on  them  his  back. 

Since  aw  their  religion  soonded  like  a  squack. 

When  this  thing  aw  took  place. 
It  was  when  Bobbie  on  earth  had  his  race. 
And  the  auld  women  said,  "He  is  out  o'  grace:" 
But.  thanks  to  the  good  God  I'm  noo  in  i:>lace. 
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For  I  left  my  body  on  earth  behind, 
And  if  the  want  they  can  flang  it  to  the  wind, 
Since  I'm  with  my  bonnie  Mary,  gentle  and  kind, 
And  I'd  lo'e  to  spak  of  her  in  my  rhyme. 

I  left  my  Highland  plaid  down  below, 

Since  it  can  nae  mair  defend  me  from  any  foe, 

For  my  Hieland  Mary  and  me  are  wrapped  in  a  perfect  glow 

And  our  lives   nae  nothing  more  of  woe. 

Xow  my  ^Nlary  is  my  wedded  wife, 

And  I'm  ga'in  to  mak  her  happy  through  aw  her  life. 

Since  aw  the  bonnie  birds  sing  in  our  sight 

And  the  angels  have  pronounced  us  man  and  wife. 

Some  may  want  to  know  was  there  e'en  wedding  bells. 
They  aw  rang  out  in  their  bonnie  sylvan  dells, 
And  their  notes  were  musical,  as  on  their  ear  they  fell 
And  we  had  nae  dread  of  hell  sic  ye  hear  from  the  kirk  bell. 

Mony  people  on  earth  might  say 
X"ae  spirits  can  come  back  this  way. 
But  I  come  to  hae  my  say — 
That's  what  brings  Bobbie  back  today. 

It's  nae  the  last  ye'll  hear  of  me  ither. 
For  I'm   as  sprightly  as  the  bonnie  heather, 
And  to  a'  my  friends  I'm  a  guid  forgiver 
As  true  as  they  used  to  ca'  me  a  livin  sinner. 

I'll   noo  say  farewell  for  a  little  time, 

But  you'll  hear  of  me  mair  in  another  rhyme 

If  I  dinna  gie  ye  anything  sublime, 

I  hope  ye'll  dae  something  but  cry   and   wliine. 

I'm    awfu'   glad   there's   an   open   door, 

For  rich  as  well  as  poor. 

And  I  hope  the  people  can  the  spirit  world  scoor, 

For  we're  already  to  come  to  ye  this  very  'oor. 


Nellie  Hulburd  to  Her  Father 


I  come,  I  come,  like  the  birds  in  the  spring. 
That  my  voice  through  your  soul   may   ring. 
And  while  I  the  pendulum  in  the  air  may  swing, 
Then  music  from  your  soul  will  sing. 

I  come,  I  come,  like  the  music  of  the  rill. 
That  I  your  home   with   thoughts   may  fill. 
And  sing  the  songs  of  long  ago 
That  you,  I   and  the  angels  only  know. 

I  come.  I  come,  like  the  odor  on  the  breeze. 

As  it  passes  with  the  wind  through  the  boughs  of  the  trees. 

Oh,  how  sweet  it  is  to  know  that  we  do  come  and  go 

And  inspiration  from   us   to  your  spirit  flow. 

Now  to  our  heavenly  thoughts  don't  say  "no." 

For  you  know  spirits  will  come  and  go. 

I  come,  I  come,  like  the  dove's  bright  wing 
And  to  you  a  sweet  lullaby  I  will  sing. 
We  are   no  strangers  to  your  earthly  home. 
Then  do  not  feel  you  are  ever  left  alone. 
I  bring  you  flowers  that   are  scented   sweet, 
And  hope  our  little  offering  you  will  greet. 

I  come,  I  come,  with  my  harp  strings  tuned  to  love 

That  I  might  sing  you  a  message  from  God  above, 

Now  feel  on  earth   there  is  rich   reward 

For  the  moral,  true  and  heavenly  bard. 

We  love  to  bring  culture  and  refinement  without  sin 

To  make  the  abodes  of  men  and  women  fit  to  live  in. 
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I  come,  I  come,  like  the  cascade  clear, 

For  I  am  one  of  your  spirit  sphere. 

Look  at  all  the  national  thought  in  your  mind. 

Will  not  they  in  time  bring  others  to  your  rhyme, 

And  so,  by  degrees,  others  and  yours  will  make  things  divine. 

That  is  why  we  constantly  give  you  a  spiritual  sign. 

I  come,  I  come,  your  path  to  cheer — 

And  by  your  side  we  are  ever  near. 

Oh,  what  a  fond  grasp  we  take  of  your  hand, 

And  some  day  we'll  welcome  you  to  our  happy  land. 

Then  you  will  become  one  of  our  immortal  band, 

And  no  more  on  earth  will  strand. 

I  come,  I  come,  as  a  light  from  the  moon, 

And  feel  that  we  will  all  be  together  soon. 

Then,  when  you   lay  down  your  earthly  care. 

You  can  travel  with  us  through  space  in  the  air — 

For  now  in  this  life  we  go  everywhere. 

And  all  our  love  we  send  to  the  children  in  earth  care. 


The  Squirrel 


I  had  a  little  squirrel  that  liked  to  be  fed, 
When  I  did  so,  his  tail  he  would  spread. 
Now,  this  little  naughty  squirrel's  name  is  Fred, 
And  many's  the  thanks  with  his  looks  he  said — 
For  this  little  squirrel  loved  nuts  and  bread, 
And  many  strange  notions  he  had  in  his  head. 

As  he  did  all  my  pockets  go  through  ; 

\\'hen  he  came  to  my  matches  he  sniffed  the  air,  too. 

For  he  found  that  was  the  best  he  could  do. 

Since  his  explorations  he  had  gone  through 

This  little  squirrel  would  nod  and  his  mouth  screw — 

For  he  had  many  odd  pranks  and  not  few. 

One  day  he  tried  the  trigger  of  my  gun 

\\'hen  off  it  went  with  a  bum,  bum, 

Then  he  looked  to  see  what  he  had  done — 

You  never  saw  such  a  foolish  squirrel  under  the  sun 

When  he  found  he  had  fired  off  the  gun. 

He  declared  then  he  was  his  mother's  son. 

He  was  the  most  frightened  squirrel  you  ever  saw. 
And  climbed  up  into  the  cubbord  by  the  aid  of  his  claw. 
When  the  old  crow  out  on  the  tree  cried,  ''Maw,  maw!" 
Then  pussy  cat  came  out  of  the  straw 
And  squirrel  says,  "What  a  fuss,  law. 
You  all  act  like  a  little  jackdaw. 
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Then  the  parrot  came  in  to  see  what  'twas  all  about. 

The   squirrel   says,   "I   have   got   the   gout, 

So  go  back,  J\Ir.  Parrot,  and  fill  yourself  with  sauerkraut, 

If  you  don't  the  master  will  kick  you   out." 

^^'hen  I  made  my  appearance  the  squirrel  lit  out, 

Then    the    old    parrot    cried,    "Touti-e-tout !" 

Now,   I   was  the   squirrel's   best   friend; 

But  the  way  things  have  gone  it's  to  an  end 

Since  I  will   nothing  to  him  lend. 

For  in  everything  to  him  did  I  bend 

Now%  away  from  here  will  I  him  send 

Since  all   things  have   come  to  an   untimely  end. 

Xow%  this  squirrel  came  back  with  such  a  look 
In  his  eyes  there  was  a  tale  better  than  a  book, 
For  he  laid  it  all  to   Betty,  the  old  cook. 
He   says   to   the   gun   he   only   took   a   look ; 
But  I  am  afraid  this  is  one  of  his  crooks, 
Since   he   exposes   himself  by   his   looks. 

So   this   squirrel,   like    girls   and   boys. 
Likes  to  play  with  guns  and  dangerous  toys, 
In  all   kinds  of  tricks  his  time  he   employs. 
I  hope  this  will  be  a  warning  to  our  girls  and  boys. 
Since  many  things  in  his  reach  he  did  destroy. 
We  turned  him  out ;  perhaps  he  will  be  caught  by  some  naughty 
boy. 


A  Voice 


In  the  silence  of  the  night  spirits  come  and  go, 
And  bring  a  dreadful  seething  sight  of  sin  and  woe. 
I  see  the  hungry  clasp  their  hands  and  cry,  "Oh,  God  ! 
Kill  us  quick  and  place  us  under  the  sod, 

\\'here  is  thy  justice  in  such  a  time  as  this, 
And  why  do  your  ministers  preach  eternal  bliss 
When  the  rich  crush  us  down  to  the  goal  of  earth 
And  rob  us  of  our  manhood  and  Christian  birth." 

The  whole  land  is  aglow  wath   the  human  outcast 
And  the  millionaire  is  the  honest  man's  worst  blast. 
Down  in  cellars  we  are  compelled  to  live 
And  drink  and  eat  the  scum  of  earth's  seive. 

Listen,  thou  slave  of  wealth  and  human  gore, 

The  angel  hath  blown  her  blast  and  Justice  opened  the  door. 

I  see  a  wave  that  brings  satisfaction  to  my  mind, 

For  the  spirit  of  the  loving  Christ  is  on  the  wind. 

And  woe  be  unto  them  who  do  not  heed, 
The  wounds  are  opened  afresh  and  now  they  bleed, 
As  every  man  and  woman  can  place  a  finger  there 
And  shout  with  joy,  "The  truth  for  us  has  care." 

You  human  vampires  in  palaces  of  worldly  gold, 
Awake  and  find  your  soul  and  life  are  sold 
And  held  in  a  vice  firmer  than  the  poor  you  foiled, 
Or  the  tiller  of  the  soil  whr)se  heartstrinsfs  v<^u  coiled. 
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As  the  poor  outcast  from  the  filthy  sweatshop 
Into  the  street  at  night  hath  cast  her  lot 
To  earn  her  bread  of  shame  with  such  of  your  caste, 
Who  are  willing"  to  give  her  a  pittance  at  last. 

All  her  womanly  pride  is  trodden  in  the  dust 
By  the  pinching  of  her  life  through  your  hellish  lust. 
Awake  from  your  dream  of  sodden  and  ill-gotten  wealth — 
The  march  of  Justice  will  chastise  thy  egotistical  self. 

I  see  the  hand  of  fate  writing  on  the  wall — 
The   American   millionaire   will   soon   have   his   fall — 
And  all  his  wealth  become  a  bounding  football — 
Progression  will  send  them  through  their  thrall. 

Listen  to  each  cry  that  ascends  to  the  throne  of  right. 
It  will  show  the  people  it  is  greater  than  money's  might. 
I  tell  you,  history  repeats  itself  every  time — 
And,  Oh  !  how  you  taskmasters  will  cringe  and  whine 

AMien  the  war  cry  will  come  for  equal  rights — 

And  all  things  will  be  equalized  in  God's  sight. 

They  say  a  step  in  time  will  save  that  of  nine. 

So,  in  justice,  do  not  be  slow  like  the  wallowing  swine. 

The  cry  of  the  widow  and  the  orphan  is  in  the  air. 
The  time  is  coming  when  the  rich  man  will  despair — 
Give  up  your  wealth  and  deal  with  all  on  the  square. 
I  see  the  departed  friends  at  you  stare. 
This  I  send  to  you  all  as  seen  in  the  night — 
The  angels  demand  for  the  people  their  right. 


Evangeline 


October  22,  1889. 


Oh  !  thou  beautiful  gushing  and  fragrant  flower, 

So  many  beautiful  thoughts  you  bring  me  by  the  hour, 

While  in  this  sylvan  spirit  glade. 

Thou   art   like   nature's    queens   arrayed, 

Hast  thou   no  other  home  but  this 

Ah !  I  see  you  come  to  fulfill  a  flowery  bliss 

When  the  Gods  from  thy  nectar  sip  the  loving  kiss, 

As  thou  dost  cast  it  here  upon  my  earthly  bliss — 

Then  why  dost  thou   cast  such  a  flowery  spell? 

I  am  only  a  mortal,  the  preacher  says,  "Fit  for  hell !" 

You  say  you  can  save  me  by  the  flowery  spell, 

And  sometime  with  you  can  in  Heaven's  garden  dwell. 

Now,  you  beautiful  flowers  that  shone  in  Arcadia's  home 

You  say  the  Gods  of  Nature  never  left  them  alone. 

What  odor  is  this  passing  through  the  zephyry  breeze? 

It  is  from  the  old-fashioned  rose  they  brought  across  the  seas. 

Our  beautiful  Evangeline,  fit  to  be  a  regal  queen, 

Came   from   that   old,   loving   scene ; 

But  when  cast  upon  thy  flowery  shore. 

There  were  many  to  woo  her  and  adore — 

Ay,  even  more  than  four  score. 

She  budded  and  bloomed  like  a  rose  of  Loire. 

Now,  beautiful  flowers,  what  is  this  I  hear? 

An  English  ship  has  been  seen,  I   fear. 

I  hope  it  brings  no  ill-tidings  here. 

To  all  those  loving  ones,  so  dear ; 

But  there  came  a  dark  cloud  over  the  home. 

And  the  Englishman  says  they  must  begone. 
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Now,  think  of  it,  beautiful  flowers. 

They  can  no  more  live  in  thy  sylvan  bowers. 

Because  they  must  depart  to  another  land, 

Xo  more  in  thy  S3^1van  glades  to  stand. 

Who  shall  take  our  Evangeline  by  the   hand? 

I  hear  you  say,  "A  noble  young  man." 

Xow,  flowers,  canst  thou  not  blow  to  another  shore, 

That  when  the}'  go  thou  will  be  there  before 

To  welcome  them  with  thy  blossoms  bright — 

Then  Evangeline  will  become  a  bride  that  night ; 

They  must  sail  far,  far  away  to  the  south. 

And  take  their  religion  that  will  make  them  devout 

Down    where    the    palmettoes    grow 

And  the  waters  sometimes  overflow. 

In  that  land  they  will  find  a  welcome  true, 

Given  by  Nature's  children,  and  thy  flowers,  too, 

Down  by  the  bayou  where  the  waters  are  blue — 

There  will  Evangeline  meet  her  lover  true — 

Then  they  will  revel  in  Louisiana's  golden  hue, 

And  when  the  nights  are  cool  and  long. 

They  can   sing  some   beautiful   Arcadian   song 

To  the  little  ones  around  the  knee, 

\\'here  now  they  feel  they  are  secure  and  free — 

Down   by  those   waters   that   lead   to   the   gulf — 

Where  a  seagull  sits  on  the  old  ship's  hulk ; 

There    they    commence    a    new    life    again, 

\\  ith  a  home  that  is  pretty  and  plain. 

In  this  secluded  spot  they  need  never  be  at  a  loss. 

How  to  occupy  their  time  without  an  English  boss 

That  drove  them  from  their  fields  of  clover  and  grain. 

Away  from   the  coast  in  a  pelting  rain. 

Oh,  how  cruel !  when  you  commence  to  think. 

Beautiful  flowers  as  they  stood  on  the  brink 

In  terrible  despair  and  grief ; 

Not  even  a  parting  word  in  relief. 

So,  you  see,  my  flowers  they  went  in  sorrow, 

They  were  commanded  to  go  on  the  morrow 

If  they  didn't  it  would  be  to  their  loss. 

The   Englishman   said  their  goods  in   the  sea  they   would  toss. 
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So  now,  my  beautiful  flowers,  all  is  up. 

They  must  drink  to  their  fill  of  sorrow's  cup. 

Then   beautiful   flowers,   can   you    not   tell, 

Why  human  creatures  pass  under  such  a  spell 

That  they   become   like  the   little   si)arrow — 

Apt  to   fall   by  anyone's  arrow. 

Flowers,  do  you  not  think  there  was  a  cause 

That  brought  them  under  the  English  laws? 

Oh  !  how  cruel,  then,  was  this  life  to  them, 

When  they  must  leave  your  beautiful   glen. 

To    emigrate    once    again. 

Xow,  flowers,  can  you  not  save  them  from  this  bane? 

Ah  !     I  see  you  shake  and  nod  your  head. 

For  they  must  take  with  them  their  living  and  dead. 

Now,  flowers,  there  was  no  flaw  on  their  lives — 

They  were  honest  men  with  children  and  wives. 

That  came  from  La  Belle  France. 

I  hope  there  is  no  sin  in  their  Arcadia  dance. 

Or  from  grace  have  they  unconsciously  fell, 

That  these  brutes  should  damn  them  to  the  depths  of  hell, 

When  they  were  always  loving  and  meant  well. 

I  beseech  you,  flowers,  save  them  by  the  incense  of  your  spell — 

The  children,  old  men  and  women  stepped  on  board. 

Even  without  the  protection  of  an  earth  lord. 

Their  voices  are   heard   in   earnest  prayer. 

As  they  bid  good  bye  to  Arcadia's  land  so  fair, 

May  God  and  the  angels  bring  them  there — 

May  those  winds  be  wafted  with  perfume  that  is  rare, 

\\'hen  they  can  commence  a  life  that  is  devout, 

In  that  bright  land  of  our  sunny  south. 

Then  our  beautiful  Evangeline  can  be  a  wildwood  queen. 

And  bid  farewell  to  every  unhappy  scene 

Back  there  on  Arcadia's  shore — 

For  now  she  has  found  lover  and  husband  that  doth  adore 

Down  on  the  bright  Louisiana  shore — 

\\'here  thev  dwell  now  and  will  forevermore. 


The  Cricket 


November  8,  1889. 

As  I  sat  in  my  silent  and  shady  room 

A  cricket  came  to  keep  me  company  with  a  tune, 

As  he  danced  in  the  shadow  of  the  moon 

To  me  this  cricket  was  a  happy  boon. 

When  evening  shades  came  every  night, 

It  was  the  cricket's  full  delight 

To   sing  in   the   pale   moonlight — 

To  this  I  gave  him  a  perfect  right. 

Now,  when  I  was  in  a  silent  mood, 

This  cricket  perfectly  understood, 

For  he  was  so  kind  and  good ; 

In  his  song  he  would  tell  me  of  his  brood. 

One  evening  he  was  in  high  glee 

As  he  came  tripping  over  the  floor  to  me ; 

Then  we  the  moonlight  did  see 

As  he  sang  a  new  song  to  me. 

Alas !  there  came  one  dreary  night, 

When  my  cricket  came  not  into  sight. 

I  wondered  could  he  have  fallen  into  any  plight- 

For  this  cricket  was  my  comfort  and  delight. 

I  watched  and  watched  day  after  day. 

But  my  cricket  never  came  to  play. 

I  heard  he  died  over  the  way, 

By   falling  under   a   hot    water   spray. 

Now,  for  this  poor  cricket  I  did  sorely  grieve ; 

To  all  his  songs  in  my  house  I  gave  him  leave', 

As  he  danced  in  the  moonlight  he  did  weave 

Many  a  cure  for  the  heart's  disease. 

For  my  poor  cricket  I  wish  to  say  a  prayer — 

Perhaps  it  will  make  you  look  and  stare 

To  think  this  cricket  was  worthy  of  a  prayer. 

I  hope  he  will  go  back  to  mother  God's  care. 


A  Tribute  to  a  Red  Rose 


November  8,  1889. 

My  love  is  like  a  sweet,  sweet  rose, 
And  in  her  love  my  soul  doth  repose, 
While  she  in  my  garden  grows — 
'Tis  I  of  her  love  only  knows. 

My  love  is  sweet  and  true — 

Her  eyes  are  of  an  azure  blue, 

And  she  has  no  love  for  any.  of  you 

Because  to  me  she  is  constant  and  true. 

My  love's  lips  are  like  the  ruby  wine— 
From  them  I  sip  the  nectar  divine, 
For  I  know  she  is  sublime 
And  to  me  she  is  an  angel  that's  kind. 

My  love  is  like  the  pale,  pale  moon— 

For  I  know  I  am  her  bridegroom, 

And   we   will   be   wedded   soon, 

As  we  stand  under  the  light  of  the  moon. 

Now,  my  love   I   worship   and   adorn — 
To  all  other  pretense  of  love  I  scorn, 
For  she  greets  me  at  the  rising  moon. 
And   without  her   love   I'd  be   forlorn. 

My  love  has  such  a  graceful  repose. 
With  pouting  lips  and  Grecian  nose — 
She   tells   me   of  her  sorrows  and   woes, 
For  my  love  is  a  sweet  red  rose. 
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Xow,  when  this  love  was  but  a  tiny  bud, 
The  sunshine  came  on  her  hke  a  flood. 
It  was  there  I  revealed  my  love  to  this  bud, 
For  my  very  soul  gushed  out  in  a  perfect  flood. 

Xow.  when  she  opened  her  beautiful  eyes 
Her  odor  filled   all  the   skies. 

And  her  tint  was  superior  to  any  of  the  dyes — 
But  see,  there  on  the   ground   she   lies. 

But  alas !  the  fall  winds  are  passing  by — 

She  has  left  me  now  to  fade  and  die, 

And  through  the  winter  I  can  only  sigh 

To  see  her  again  in  spring,  like  a  star  in  the  sky. 

Aly  love  did  bring  me  odors  sweet, 

From  her  beautiful  garden  retreat — 

There's  where  our  souls  did  meet, 

^^'hen  my  red  rose  was  so  perfect  and  sweet. 

This  rose  was  the  most  blooming  of  them  all. 
And  every  morning  I  made  her  a  call ; 
But,  alas !  in  nature  you  see  she  had  to  fall. 
For  my  red  rose  was  the  queen  of  them  all. 


The  Eagle — Inspirational  Poem 


October  4,  1889. 

Back  again  to  your  mountain  home 
Where  the  wood  dove  says  you  are  never  alone. 
And  the  eagle  screams  from  the  rocks  above, 
"Humanity,    you    are    all    full    of   love. 
But  look  at  me  a  bird  that  swims  in  the  air — 
Think  you,  man,  I  am  not  fair. 

I  have  the  power  from  God  to  ride  the  storms  of  the  air- 
Then  look  upon   me  with  man's  pride  and   care, 
For  I  am  the  king — the  eagle  of  the  air. 
You  have  nestled  your  cot  beside  the  rill — 
Do  you  not  think  I  am  better  than  the  whippoorwill. 
]\Ian,   man,   do   your   thoughts   soar   so   high 
That  they  can  command  me,  the  eagle  of  the  sky? 
Go,  go  to  the  revelations  of  time 
And  there  my  record  you  will  find  ; 
But  why  should  I  with  a  little  might 
Contest  that  little  spot  you  call  yours  by  right. 
Perhaps  it  is  only  a  day.  a  month  or  a  year. 
When  you  will  live  in  another  sphere. 
Man,  man,  look  back  into     the  chaotic  state 
Where  things  were  primitive — that's  not  so  late — 
You   were   no   better   than   a   cat. 
But  through   progression  you  have  overcome  that. 
The  odds  with  the  eagle  you  can  draw 
Because  on  your  side  is  the  human  law 
Your   gun    you    can    lift    at    any    hour — 
That    is    your    God    given    power. 
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To  kill  the  eagle  in  his  flight. 

Do   you   think   that   is   justice   and   right. 

If  you   have   a   soul,    why   not   me? 

I  came  from  the  same  creator  as  thee. 

Xow   permit   me    in   my   native   flight, 

And  merry  man,  I'll  always  think  you're  right. 

To  let  me  fly  through  the  broad  expanse, 

And  some  day  this  merry  man  and  the  eagle  will  dance. 

Dedicated  to  Doctor  F.  D.  C.  Meyer. 


Franklin  Kellogg  Hulburd  to 
Justin  Hulburd 


I,  Franklin  Kellogg  Hulburd,  present  to  Cousin  Justin  Hul- 
burd, friendship's  lasting  gift. 

It    is   only   a    little    book   I   know. 

It   comes   from   a   soul   full   of   glow — 

A  heart  so  warin   and   kind 

Will  receive  it  as  a  gift  sublime. 

A    love    token    like    this 

Xo   loving  heart   can   resist. 

How  soon  we  are  forgotten  all 

When   Fashion   has   made   her   call. 

It  leaves  a  monument  behind. 

Chiselled   by   the   hand   of   Time. 

Some   say  it's   right;  some  say  it's   wrong 

That  is  how  the  weak  is  made  strong. 

It  is  not  hard  to  write  your  fate 

Since  on  your  coffin  lid  three  letters  I'll  create — 

"I.   H.    S. — I   have   sufifered" — 

On  that  night  so  dark  and  drear. 

The  thought  of  you  chased  away  all  fear 

Into  the  spirit  world  I  had  to  make  a  leap. 

So  now  with  a  soul's  love  do  I  this  repeat. 

Aly  heart  was  not  cold,  as  you  most  know, 

For  God  and  the  angels  told  me  so. 

To  the  other  side  I  had  to  pass, 

You   find   me   a   spirit   at    last — 

Through   immortality's   love   I   bring. 

As  the  wedding  bells  1    ring. 

I  do  not  hold  you  to  account  for  this — 

It  was  otherwise  decreed  in  bliss. 

Fate  had  a  ])art  to  play 

As  you  wrung  my  lieart  ou  that  fatal  day. 
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Oh,   how  you   said  good   bye,   so   cold — 

I   thought   you   had  no   love   to   unfold. 

\\'ith   a  heavy  heart   I   had  to  part, 

As   you,  upon   your   record   took  your   start, 

And  I  upon  earth  had  to  play  another  part. 

As  the  angels  understood  my  heart. 

The   people   always   said, 

"It  were   better  if  he   were   dead." 

Drink  seemed  to  soothe  my  thoughts  for  a  time. 

The  future  it  was  only  an  idle  shrine. 

From  my  physical  body  I  had  to  part. 

In  the  spirit  world  I  found  my  true  love's  heart. 

She    was    waiting   there    in    Heavenly   array. 

God    bless    that    new-found    wedding    day. 

It  is  no  longer  cold  and  drear. 

In  spirit  life  other  souls  I  chear — 

As  now  today  I  bring  to  you 

The  friendship  of  two  lovers  holy  and  true. 

Your  name  in  adoration  I  speak  so  bold. 

As  to  you  our  true  hearts  unfold. 

And  hope  forever  our  blessings  you  will  hold. 

It   has  been   divined   here   above 

That  she,   my   angel,   brings   you   love — 

You  knew  her  well  on  earth. 

Now,  we  await  your  spiritual  birth. 

Your  loving  cousin  Frank. 


Spirit  Willie  to  His  Sister 


Love  crept  in  my  heart 
To  steer  my  sister's  bark — 
Procrastination    steals    a    spark, 
As  you  live  in  mv  heart. 


The  inner  consciousness  of  God 
Through   mind,  has   to   work  and   plod, 
As  Truth  has  its  mighty  rod 
Like  nature  creeps  out  of  every  sod. 

The  flight  of  time  is  in  every  mind, 
It  makes  the  thought  of  love  sublime, 
For  the  holy  communion  is  in  my  rhyme. 
As  you  will  understand  through  all  time. 

I  waited  at  the  door  of  contrition 
To  wipe  out  evil  with  holy  repletion — 
So  that  your  soul  may  know  dcfrition — 
For  Time  is  immortal  through  all  emission. 


The  holy  soul  of  Life  and  Truth  is  no  serf 
It  has  given   to  you   a   truthful   womanly   birth. 
Some  day  you  will  understand  it  at  your  hearth. 
\^'hen  vou  receive  loving  kisses  — vouthful  mirth. 
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I  have  watched  your  bark  with  longing  eyes, 
And  been  near  to  it  here — not  in  the  skies — 
I  have  heard  it  through  the  soul  arise 
And  wanted  mv  sister  to  be  good  and  wise. 


Sincerity  is  a  span  in  life — 
Some  day  3'ou  will  be  a  wedded  wife. 
Knowledge   to   you   will   make   it   rife ; 
You  will  have  charge  of  another  life. 


The  door  of  intellect  will  be  open  to  you — 
Things  will  become  as  plain  as  a  well-fitting  shoe, 
And  thoughts  in  your  mind  will  subdue. 
For  revelations  will  come  to  I   and  you. 


Xow,  Sister  Olive,  remember  this — 

I  send  to  you  a  holy  kiss, 

For  it  is  a  loving  brother's  wish, 

You  shall  know  the  other  world  and  this. 


Sweet    sister,    I    am    a    man — 
You  will  readily  understand — 
I've  watched  the  shifting  sand 
Strewn  on  every  hand. 


Willie  Somers  to  his  sister  Olive.  Given  through  the  medi- 
umship  of  Justin  hulburd,  at  Searchlight  Bower,  ^larch  26,  1900. 


Ella  Judson  to  Her  Parents 


January  1,  1890. 

\\'e  wish  you  all  a  "Happy  New  Year," 

And  hope  it  will  bring  you  lots  of  cheer, 

As  we  send  you  blessing's  from  our  sphere — 

For  in  all  this  we  are  ever  wise  and  sincere, 

And  hope  your  whole  life  will  be  a  pleasant  career, 

Until  you  all  come  to  our  home  in  spirit  sphere. 


Papa,  at  your  advancement  we  are  full  of  joy. 
And  hope  you  will  always  be  well  employed. 
For  no  Christian  from  your  work  can  you  decoy, 
Since  we  know  you  are  in  all  things  sang  froid. 
And  do  not  always  display  your  inner  joy. 
As  we  know  you  are  somewhat  adipois. 


I  would  have  sent  you  our  greetings  before, 

But  Justin  said  he  would  finish  his  quilts,  if  it  took  a  dooi 

So  I  had  to  wait  and  come  in  on  another  score : 

For  I  found  it  useless  to  stay  and  implore — • 

As  sometimes  he  said  words  that  sound  like  he  swore  ; 

But  I  forgive  him  from  my  soul,  o'er  and  o'er. 


No  wonder  his  head  does  ache  and  l)urn. 

If  he  only  saw  the  spirits  waiting  for  their  turn. 

It  just  looks  as  if  he  was  a  regular  churn. 

Headed  off  by  the  peasant  poet,  Bobby  Burns, 

As  we  have  to  stand  in  line  and  take  our  regular  turn. 

Since  the  organs  of  his  brain  are  spread  out  like  a  fern. 
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Grandpa  Judson  says  I  am  a  regular  chatterbox, 

I  told  him  to  step  out  and  take  a  few  knocks, 

Then  he  could  drop  some  of  his  Christian  rocks, 

And  we  would  make  him  a  present  of  Jesus'  socks. 

As  the  odor  would  keep  him  from  getting  the  small  pox. 

He  said  I  was  too  hard  with  my  sarcastic  knocks. 


Grandma  Chappel  says  she  has  forgot  how  to  pray. 
She  says  she  used  to  teach  May  a  little  that  way. 
I  told  her  it  was  because  she  didn't  know  what  to  say, 
Since  she  was  moving  with  the  tide  of  progressive  sway- 
To  whom  and  to  what  should  she  pray. 
As  the  Christian  God  has  no  power  or  strength  today. 


When  I  hear  spirits  say  they  had  no  chance, 

But  were  always  pierced  by  the  priest  with  a  lance. 

And  to  come  to  God  when  they  had  a  chance. 

Then  I  get  up  and  have  a  regular  war  dance, 

As  I  feel  all  things  are  going  askanse ; 

But  you  just  bet  I'd  make  a  priest  prance. 


Charley  says  I  have  blown  my  horn  long  enough. 

And  if  he  was  an  editor  he  would  give  you  a  puff. 

I  told  him  it  wouldn't  amount  to  a  pinch  of  snufT. 

He  says  that's  a  terrible  far-fetched  blufif. 

I  know  it  was  a  little  sarcastic  and  rather  grufif ; 

But  with  young  men  sometimes  you  must  be  a  little  rough. 


Then  there  came  a  broad  smile  over  his  face. 
I  saw  he  took  it  with  a  pleasant  gentlemanly  grace, 
For  he  left  a  kiss  right  on  the  top  part  of  my  face, 
And  says,  "Ella,  you  are  your  papa's  pretty  case." 
I  knew  it,  that's  why  I  keep  my  proper  place. 
And  I  told  him  I  would  now  run  him  a  race. 
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Grandma  Judson  says  she  is  now  on  papa's  track, 
•And  for  want  of  thoughts  he  will  never  lack, 
And  with  spice  they  are  always  sure  to  smack. 
She  says  she  is  tired  of  all  Christian  church  cpiack, 
And  hopes  they  will  hang  their  old  creeds  on  a  rack 
So  as  to  give  the  ducks  and  geese  at  them  a  chance  to  quack. 


Grandpa  Chappel  has  got  a  new  patent 

To  clean  out  old  brains  with  new  spatent. 

He  says  it's  sure  to  cure  all  that's  been  flatant — 

As  they  have  been  held  down  by  Christian  scatant — 

Such  is  the  power  of  this  new  patent, 

When  they  take  inwardly  lots  of  this  spatant. 


To  read  this  I  hope  it  won't  tire  you  out, 

Xor  give  papa  the  influenza  n6r  the   Christian  gout, 

And  if  Charley  sees  fit  he  can  get  up  and  shout. 

I  know  May  will  thinki  have  gone  on  a  regular  rout, 

But  Otey  will  say  "Ella  is  the  best  of  all  girls  out," 

And  if  Kate  wants,  let  her  have  a  dance  and  shout. 


So  now,  we  all  bring  you  lots  of  love 
From  our  spirit  home  in  space  above, 
And  hope  our  thoughts  will  come  like  a  dove 
To  shield  you  with  its  white  wings  of  love. 
So  I   will  now  with  my  prattle   close, 
Hoping"  this  will  find  you  all  in  sweet  repose. 

Your  loving  daughter,  Ella,  or  Pearlgate. 


Dorris  Meyer 


October  25,  1889. 

Dear  brother,  sister.  Justin  and  Freddy, 

A  few  lines  we  will  give,  since  the  medium  is  ready, 

It  is  some  time  since  I  spoke  to  you. 

A\'e  bring  our  love  to  let  you  know  we  are  true — 

That  is,  father,  mother,  Willie  and  me, 

And  another  you  never  did  see', 

Since  from  our  bodies  we  are  now  free. 

All  the  pains  and  aches  we  left  behind, 

for  those  belong  to  human  kind  ; 

And  it  leaves  us  free  to  use  the  intellect  of  our  mind 

In  coming  back  to  those  we  left  behind. 

Deidrich  is  the  name  of  the  other  young  man — 

On  earth  he  never  formed  a  plan, 

But  passed  away  to  the  world  of  bliss 

^Mthout  even  a  brother  or  sister's  kiss. 

Father  says  how  nice  it  must  be  for  you, 

To  know  that  spirits  come  back,  as  they  do. 

And  speak  of  their  life  in  this  world  of  ours. 

Just   as   friends   would   in   earthly   bovvers. 

At  first  it  looked  to  him  like  a  Yankee  trick 

That  he  should  be  brought  in  rapport  with  people  so  quick 

Then  he  wiped  his  eyes  and  thought  it  was  a  lick 

That  made  him  see  other  bodies  so  quick. 

Now  he  knows  it  is  the  truth  and  no  trick — 

And  is  willing  to  receive  many  a  Yankee  lick 

Mother  says  God  is  kind  and  good 

\\'hen  his  laws  are  ])rr)perly  understood, 
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And  before  your  spirits  come  to  our  home 

You  must  feel  none  are  left  in  your  world  alone. 

As  all  life  is  continued  from  yours  to  this. 

She  will  some  day  give  you  a  mother's  kiss, 

In  our  spirit  home  of  perpetual  love  and  bliss. 

She  says,  don't  forget  children,  but  remember  this — 

Oh,  how  I  wish  Rickey  could  only  understand 

That  people  do  live  in  this,  another  land — 

For  some  day  she   will   become  one  of  our   little  l)and 

And  know  that  in  our  world  we  have  wonders  planned 

Through  which  we  reach  both  woman  and  man. 

I  hope  some  day  the  angels  will  let  her  understand. 

Our  William  has  grown  to  such  a  big  man, 

And  in  his  head  has  many  a  plan. 

When  you  come  to  our  spirit  sphere 

He  will  tell  you  them  all  here. 

He  says  he  is  glad  he  did  not  stay  l)ehind, 

As  he  would  have  become  stone  blind 

With  the  trouble  he  had  in  his  head. 

It  was  that  that  made  him  what  they  call  dead — 

Had  he  lived  no  books  could  he  ever  read. 

But  spent  his  whole  life  in  a  lonely  bed. 

And  rather  than  that  he  would  be  dead. 

For  these  are  the  very  words  he  said. 

Death  is  the  only  transition  to  this  life — 

And  here  he  has  found  a  beautiful  wife. 

As  we  all  find  our  true  affinity  in  this  life. 

Woman  finds  hers  in  the  male  and  man  finds  in  a  female  wile. 

All  discord  is  done  away  with  in  this,  our  spirit  life. 

As  all  human  kind  is  wedded  for  that  is  right. 

And  now,  loving  brother  and  sister  dear, 

A  few  words  from  me  }'ou  will  hear — 

I  bless  the  day  I  went  to  \^ineland,  dear. 

For  there  I  found  my  spirit  cheer 

In  Justin's  mediumistic  sphere. 

Then  I  learned  to  understand  he  was  seer. 

I  remember  how  happy  we  were  all  there. 

As  we  used  to  sit  and  sing  from  the  world's  care. 

But  I  had  to  go  back  to  that  unfortunate  man, 
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To    save    him    from    his    miserable    plan. 

As   the   bod}'   was   growing  too   weak, 

I  could  not  get  my  proper  sleep. 

So  the  time  came  and  I  passed  away 

That  I  might  come  back  to  you  today. 

I  have  only  one  regret  to  tell — 

That  my  poor  children  in  such  hands  have  fell. 

Rut  I  hope  God  will  bring  it  out  all  well 

And  the  angels  keep  them  from  the  road  that  leads  to  hell. 

By  saving  them  from  liquor  to  sell — 

For  that's  a  curse  that  comes  from  hell. 

So  now  we  all  send  you  much  love 

And  hope  God  will  send  his  portion  from  above 

To   cheer  your  hearts   while   here   on   earth — 

For  there  will  be  joy  in  your  new  birth. 

Father,  mother,  William  and  I 

Send  this  from  our  postofifice  in  the   sky, 

Which  is  called   Sunny   Bower, 

There   we   think  of  you   every  hour. 

Your  loving  sister,  Doris  Mever. 


The  Angel's  Demand 


Oh,  what  a  wail  and  cry — 
Souls  they're  commencing  to  fry. 
Sinners  such  as  you  and  I — 
It  makes  me  gasp  and  sigh. 

Come  to  the   mourner's  bench 

Before  your  sins  create  a  stench 

Or  you  may  get  out  fenced 

And  have  to  live  with  a  low-down  wench. 

Sinners,  sinners,  poor  and  needy. 
What    makes   you    so   everlasting   greedy? 
Do  you   think   our   salvation's   greedy 
That  you  act  so  blighted  and  seedy. 

This  is  life  blood  and  bones 
Baked  up  into  Christian  scones — 
Through  salvation  you  make  atones. 
We    sharpen    our   knives   on    Jesus'    bones. 

Sinners,  don't  look  so  shy. 

Catch  Jesus  on  the  ily — 

Praise  him  sky  high. 

If  you  expect  to  meet  him  in  the  bye  and  bye. 

Sinners  love  him   as  a   child, 
So  that  you  get  in  the  rank  and  file — 
Show    your    hypocrisy    all    the    while — 
Let  him  have  a  regular  Christian  smile. 
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